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"These stories will endure like scar tissue.”

—Kaitlyn Striene, Domesticated Fervent Agriculturist.

“I recall finding my divorce papers a more compelling read.”

—Russell Piore, Divorced.

“I used to loathe myself, but these books have given me something to loathe far more.”

—Jacinta Tyler, Ballet Dancer.



  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.
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  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

____________________

The chapters herein are the author’s favourite, and span the first five Velvet Paw of Asquith Novels. The fourth, fifth and sixth books are a trilogy and have not, at the time of this release, been published. It is, therefore, intriguing to have a glimpse into what Thomas describes as “a darkening of adventure” and incorporation of “imaginative realism” into these latter adventures of his infamous international cat of mystery, Oscar Teabag-Dooven. What Thomas means by either phrase is anyone’s guess, not least his own, and a trawl through his blog offers nothing in the way of enlightenment. Having collaborated with him over the past three years on various related projects doesn’t help, either. It may be that we must wait until the release of the Morrigan Trilogy before having any idea. But even then it’s doubtful. After all, Thomas is known for conjuring concepts that, upon closer examination, are even more superficial than he is. See, for example, his concept of Self-Derogatory Advertising (SDA): a means of marketing by highlighting the worst, rather than the best, characteristics of a product. Or the concept or Wordcasting: a failed means to bring writers and readers together through the social sharing of short book excerpts, a failure reported to have cost Thomas nearly a hundred thousand of dollars in initial development, before being abandoned, presumably because he used SDA to promote it.*

Thomas has been described as a master of nothing, a conjurer of the inconjurable and a complete prat. Although I concur with all three, I must confess that what he manifests through the Velvet Paw of Asquith Novels is nothing short of whelming. What he lacks in grace, poise and talent he more than makes up for in social ineptitude. I have often been asked, having known him perhaps better than most, how similar is he to the protagonist in his best-selling sortabiography Writing Wrongly? Well, I can honestly say that not only are they one and the same, but he’s far more endearing in print than real life.

 

Andrew Cameron,

Filmmaker.

 

* Wealth Weekly, Vol 27.
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Principally for me.





  Chapter One

From The World Is Badly Made, Chapter 19

____________________

In which we meet Frabgnl Frin-Splummet: an impassioned funeral director who has a novel approach to his profession.

“WHERE are they? Where are they?”

Most animals would not consider a career as an undertaker. Frabgnl Frin-Splummet, however, found being an undertaker a most satisfying profession. This was fortunate, because his father had been an undertaker. As had his father’s father, And an awful lot of fathers before them. Indeed, no closer could a family become than when they end up burying each other.

Frabgnl Frin-Splummet was a small, round dog, who wore a waistcoat, a dark velvet blazer and a big bowtie. The bowtie was standard size, but relative to his stature, appeared larger. The same could be said of his funeral parlour, which was a narrow building off a highstreet. Being two storeys high, but five storeys deep, it was an unusual design, were it not in Par Beguine. The city had risen and fallen so often beneath the horror of Bedlam, that much of its rising was done while it was still falling, which resulted in some very deep basements indeed.

Like the Frin-Splummets before him, Frabgnl took great pride in carting expired animals into his basement where he’d prepare them for burial. So many corpses had passed through it over the centuries that he wondered whether there were some languishing in it that had been forgotten about.

Beneath Bedlam, the funeral business had thrived. In his profession, the bad times are much better than the good. Recent times, however, had been particularly good, which meant the parlour wasn’t nearly as busy as it had been a millennium ago. Indeed, when Frabgnl took over from his father, it became apparent that he’d have to whittle its staff from five animals to two. This, he’d explained over their wails of despair, wasn’t unreasonable considering their efforts revolved around dragging dead animals down staircases. His staff had been adamant that it involved much more than mere dragging. The corpses often needed hosing down, for example, and then hauled back upstairs, shoved into wheelbarrows, pushed across the city and dumped into holes.

His reasons for whittling staff went beyond corpse-manoeuvring, however. After burying his father, he’d called a meeting to advise them why.

“I’m sorry,” he’d said, dusting his paws that were still covered in soil, “but I’m afraid there have to be some changes now that I’m in charge.”

“You’re not thinking of expanding are you?” a staff member asked.

“No. Quite the opposite, actually. I’m considering streamlining the business. Making it more efficient. Father’s approach, understandably perhaps, was rather old-fashioned.”

“Well, it’s hard not to be. Chucking dead animals in holes hasn’t changed much over the years.”

“That’s not what—”

“They’re either dead or they’re not. If they are, we chuck them in holes. If they’re not, we don’t. It’s quite easy. There’s a flow chart in the office.”

There was a murmur of agreement from the others.

“I know what the business involves,” Frabgnl said. “It’s been in my family for years. What I’m saying is that it needs to be made more efficient. You’ve all served the parlour very well. Indeed, I think we’ve buried most of your families.”

“Yes,” another grumbled. “You needn’t remind us. My mother still can’t sleep with the covers on.”

Frabgnl cleared his throat. “I’m sorry about that. I honestly thought she was dead. I was young and keen, you see.”

“Even when she started yelling that she wasn’t?”

“I told you, I thought it was rigor mortis.”

“Rigor mortis doesn’t involve the corpse yelling that it’s not dead, Frabgnl.”

“Yes, well, I know that now. Especially after Father put up the flow-charts. Anyway, the point is that my father’s approach was old fashioned and changes need to be made.”

“What sort of changes?”

“Well, primarily, letting three of you go.”

“Letting three of us go?” They looked at each other. “Letting us go where?”

“Away from here.”

“From Par Beguine? We can’t leave Par Beguine! It’s our home. Who will look after my mother? She certainly won’t want it to be you!”

“I don’t mean leaving the city,” Frabgnl said, “I mean leaving the business. Leaving Frin-Splummet Funeral Parlour. I’m sorry, but three of you will no longer have a job here. I can write you excellent references. Some of your holes have been brilliant.”

All five stared.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I don’t like doing this, but you have to understand that things have changed.”

“But in what way?” another cried. “Animals die, we chuck them in holes! There’s not much room for variation. I mean, they’re dying now, somewhere. Out there animals are snuffing it.” He pointed at a telephone. “Every time that thing rings, I get a little shiver of joy at the thought of some animal having carked it.”

There were murmurs again.

Frabgnl sighed. He didn’t want to let them go. He liked them. But he was running a business, and if he didn’t make changes there wouldn’t be a business left to run. “Believe me,” he said. “I really am sorry. But the fact is that things have changed.”

“Yes, but in what way, Frabgnl?”

Part of him wondered whether a flow chart might help. “The truth is that Arabesque is wonderful,” he said. “Thanks to the Tierre, times are very good indeed. Animals might be dying, yes, but not enough of them to keep Frin-Splummet Funeral Parlour viable. It seems my father has been running the place on debt for the past several years.”

“Debt?” Their faces fell with a sagginess of grief.

“Yes. You have to remember that in the past, when times were bad, business boomed. After all, funerals were immensely popular here once upon a time. Nowadays, however, with peace and prosperity across the land, there just aren’t enough corpses to put food on the table.”
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