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The End of the Season


It was approaching the conclusion of an idyllic September day at the Tawcester Towers cricket pitch. Swallows soared and swooped in the pure blue sky, feeling vaguely that they ought to be migrating southwards soon, but in no hurry to do anything about it. It was one of those perfect English days when nobody feels any great urgency to do anything.


Devereux Lyminster, younger brother of the Duke of Tawcester and known universally as Blotto, sat on the pavilion’s veranda sipping iced barley water with one of his old muffin-toasters from Eton, Ponky (whose surname was spelt ‘L-a-r-r-e-i-g-h-f-f-r-i-e-b-o-l-l-a-u-x’ but was pronounced, as everyone who mattered knew, ‘Larue’). Both of them glowed with the aura of a day well spent.


They had met as boys at prep school, the stage of their education before Eton. Their love of cricket had brought them together. They could still spend whole days, just the two of them, messing around with bat and ball – not practising, of course, British sportsmen thought it rather bad form to practise – but simply having fun throughout the livelong day.


Ponky ran an occasional cricket team, made up mostly of other Old Etonians, and called the Peripherals. Every autumn their final fixture of the season was a match against Blotto’s Tawcester Towers XI. And every year the home team won. Though their numbers were made up from supernumerary footmen, estate gamekeepers and under-gardeners, the extraordinary skills of their captain always ensured victory.


Blotto was one of those young men to whom any kind of sporting activity came naturally. Far too much of a gentleman ever to indulge in such below-the-belt activities as training, he just always excelled. So long as there was a ball or a horse involved, he was unbeatable. (When there was anything else involved – like, say, something requiring intellectual effort – Blotto was at the opposite end of the spectrum. Indeed, the more churlish of his acquaintances had been heard to express the view that beneath his golden thatch of hair, behind his honest blue eyes, between his fine patrician ears, there existed a total vacuum. Had Blotto ever heard these unworthy slights, they would have worried him not a jot. Brains, he knew, only complicated things. For the second son of an English Duke in the 1920s, they were completely surplus to requirements.)


Ponky Larreighffriebollaux’s congratulations over barley water on Blotto’s feats in the field that day – carrying his bat to score two hundred and seventeen out of his team’s total of two hundred and eighteen, and taking eight wickets for fourteen runs – were met with characteristic self-deprecation. ‘Oh, don’t talk such meringue, Ponky. Just a few lucky bounces, that’s all.’


‘Well, you say that, but—’


Blotto looked as embarrassed as any Englishman does when confronted by a compliment, and hastily moved the conversation on. ‘You know, Ponky, this is the time of the year when I always get a strange feeling.’


‘Oh,’ said his friend with some surprise. Boddoes who’d been through the same public school rarely spoke about feelings, least of all strange ones. Ponky Larreighffriebollaux wondered whether he was about to be embarrassed.


But the danger passed, as Blotto went on, ‘I mean, you know, today we’ve just played a spoffing good game of cricket, Tawcester Towers is looking like one of those landscapes by Sargent . . . or was it Constable . . . ? I don’t know, one of those natty brush-wielders who’s named after a police-wallah . . . and God’s in his heaven and all’s tickey-tockey with the world.’


Ponky could not argue with these sentiments.


‘And yet,’ Blotto continued in an uncharacteristically thoughtful tone of voice, ‘I can’t help feeling there’s a bit of a cloud over the sun.’


Ponky looked upwards. ‘No, there isn’t,’ he said. ‘Blue from horizon to horizon.’


‘I didn’t mean the real sun. Or a real cloud, come to that.’


‘Oh?’ Ponky Larreighffriebollaux sounded perplexed. He very rarely dealt with things that weren’t real.


‘It’s one of those things that the beak who taught us English at Eton was always cluntering on about. A meta . . . meta-something . . . ?’


‘Metronome?’ Ponky offered helpfully.


‘No, I don’t think it was that.’


‘Meteor? Metropolis?’


Blotto shook his head. ‘No, those both miss the bull. Oh . . .’ His brow furrowed in frustration. ‘Can’t remember the exact word, but it starts with “meta” and then has a number after it.’


‘“Meta-five”,’ Ponky suggested.


‘No.’ Then it came to Blotto, like a lightning bolt slicing through ice cream. ‘“Meta-four”!’ he announced triumphantly. ‘And basically, what it means is that . . . all right, there isn’t actually a cloud over the sun, but it feels like there’s a cloud over the sun.’


Ponky looked puzzled. This wasn’t difficult for him. His fall-back expression had always been one of puzzlement. But he was feeling even more puzzled than usual. Blotto’s words were leading him into deep and unmapped waters of speculation.


‘And we’re still not talking about a real sun or a real cloud?’


‘No.’


‘So, you’re saying’, Ponky suggested tentatively, ‘that, though it’s a lovely day, you’re tasting a bit of crud in the crumpet . . . ?’


‘You’re bong on the nose there, Ponky me old trouserpress! And for me the crud in this particular crumpet is knowing that this is the last cricket match of the season. All right, fair biddles, soon it’ll be the hunting season, and there’s nothing I like better than sitting astride my hunter Mephistopheles and blowing the wind up a fox . . . but I still . . .’ he concluded wistfully, ‘I still miss my cricket in the winter.’


‘Yes, with you all the way up the avenue,’ Ponky agreed. ‘But you know, Blotto me old sock-suspender, there are other parts of the world where cricket matches happen all year round.’


‘Oh, I know that,’ said Blotto dismissively, ‘but they’re all spoffing foreign places where they don’t speak English. India . . . Australia . . .’


‘I think they do speak English in Australia.’


‘Not proper English.’


‘No,’ Ponky agreed. ‘Not proper English. On the other hand,’ he went on, ‘they do play cricket in America.’


‘No, they don’t. They play baseball, which is a game where nothing happens and the whole rombooley goes on for hours and hours. Totally unlike cricket.’


Ponky Larreighffriebollaux held up a hand to stem his friend’s flow. ‘There is a place in the United States where they play proper cricket.’


‘Oh yes? And I’m the Emperor of Japan,’ said a sceptical Blotto. ‘So where is this imaginary place?’


‘Hollywood,’ Ponky replied. ‘There’s a community of English actors out there who play proper cricket.’


‘Do they, by Wilberforce?’


‘And what is more, I’ve just received an invitation to make up a scratch team of Peripherals to participate in a few matches out there next month.’


‘Really?’ asked Blotto, his voice thick with excitement. ‘In the winter?’


‘You’ve potted the black there. So,’ Ponky took pity on the yearning expression on his friend’s face, ‘Blotto me old boot-scraper, how do you fancy joining the Peripherals for a short winter tour of Hollywood?’


Devereux Lyminster looked as though all his birthdays had come at once. And it wasn’t only the thought of continuing to play cricket through the winter that boosted his emotional barometer. He liked the movies, particularly ones involving cowboys. And of those his favourites featured a hero called Chaps Chapple, played by a big hunk of an actor called Hank Urchief.


Whatever gluepot his dastardly enemies forced him into, Chaps could always find a way out of it. He would defy horrendous odds in battles with the local Apaches and always somehow come out on top. He wore a leather waistcoat and the leather chaps that provided his nickname, and his handsome face was shaded by a broad-brimmed leather hat. He rode a horse called Lightning, who was completely white (the choice of horse colours in black and white movies being naturally limited). Chaps had a sidekick called Tubby, who was a deaf-mute. (This was actually a difficult concept to get across in a silent movie, so there were many captions reminding the audience of Tubby’s deaf-muteness.)


Blotto, far too diffident and English to recognise any heroic qualities in himself, worshipped Chaps Chapple as a hero from a distance.


A particular favourite movie was one called Chaps’ Lonesome Stand, which he must have watched a dozen times.


In it a beautiful innocent young woman has been kidnapped by the notorious O’Connor Gang and taken away to their mountain hideout. (There was always a beautiful innocent young woman in a Chaps Chapple movie. She loved him and he had feelings for her too, but he could never settle down because he was too busy being a hero. Besides, their parting at the end meant that another beautiful innocent young actress could be cast in the next movie.) Chaps sets out to rescue her with his trusty sidekick Tubby.


Unfortunately, as soon as they arrive at the O’Connors’ hideout, there’s a shoot-out, during which the firing mechanism of Chaps Chapple’s rifle is shot away by one bullet, while another immobilises Tubby by hitting him in the shoulder (always the favoured destination for a nonfatal wound in the land of cinema).


So Chaps Chapple has to complete the rescue on his own, armed with a rifle, which is now only of use as a club, and facing the firepower of a dozen heavily armed O’Connor desperados.


Which of course he does by a variety of daring stratagems. One of the last is releasing a pile of barrels to knock down most of the O’Connor gang. Then Chaps Chapple leaps up to the beam, which supports lifting gear on the side of a building, grabs hold of the rope and, holding his useless rifle in front of him, swings down in an arc, sending the remaining villains scattering in disarray.


In this way, he saves both the beautiful innocent young girl and his wounded sidekick. Tubby is taken to the local doctor to be patched up, while the girl mimes the caption: ‘I WISH YOU COULD STAY AWHILE, MISTER.’ Chaps Chapple shakes his head and his caption reads: ‘SORRY, MA’AM. I CAN’T STAY AROUND WHILE THERE’S STILL VILLAINS OUT THERE WHOSE EVIL PLANS MUST BE FOILED.’ Then, after touching the brim of his leather hat to the lady, he rides off into the sunset.


But it wasn’t just the possibility of meeting the human embodiment of Chaps Chapple, Hank Urchief, that made Hollywood attractive to Blotto. The place exercised another, more personal, magnetism for him.


In the South of France some years earlier, he had met and taken rather a shine to a silent film actress called Mimsy La Pim. She was very beautiful and there was intellectual compatibility between them (in other words, they shared exactly the same level of brainpower).


There had even been some discussion of marriage, which continued until both became aware of the great gulf between them. It wasn’t a class thing. Even though Devereux Lyminster was the scion of a noble British family who could trace their ancestry back to the Norman Conquest, while Mimsy La Pim had been born Pookie Klunch to dirt-poor (and dirt-covered) farmers in Idaho, Blotto still believed that love could bridge the gap. It was only when Mimsy La Pim told him that she wanted to continue her career in Hollywood that he realised his hopes of marriage were doomed. It wasn’t the thought of her working as an actress that broke the deal, it was the idea of the wife of someone of Blotto’s breeding working at anything that put the kibosh on it. Reluctantly, therefore, they parted company in the South of France, sadly agreeing that they would never meet again.


But that didn’t mean that Blotto stopped seeing her, though. Every time the Tawcestershire Echo announced a new movie starring Mimsy La Pim, he would be occupying the best seat in Tawsford Picture Palace on its first showing. And while he watched her as the innocent prey of dastardly villains, while he saw her once again being released from the bonds that tied her to the tracks just before the train bisected her, Blotto dreamed of what might have been.


He remembered her beauty, the helmet of black hair, the lips, grey in the movies but a vivid scarlet in the flesh. Mimsy La Pim . . .


And now he was actually on his way to join the world in which she lived and worked. He no longer entertained thoughts of marriage, but the more he listened to other boddoes talking, the more he realised that the context of marriage was not the only way in which it was possible to spend time with members of the gentler sex. Rather slowly, Blotto was catching up with the laxness of contemporary standards of morality.


Was it possible that he might meet Mimsy La Pim again in Hollywood?
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A Meeting With the Mater


There are ice-covered rocky outcrops in the Himalayas more welcoming than the face of the Dowager Duchess of Tawcester. Blotto and his uncannily beautiful and brilliant sister Twinks had grown up with no expectation of tenderness from their mother and their lack of hope in that department had proved amply justified.


Though she had on occasion been known to show affection for puppies or foals, it was not an indulgence she thought should be squandered on her children. It would only weaken them, rendering them unequal to the challenges that life would inevitably throw their way. The ancestral glue that held together families like the Lyminsters had always been duty rather than love.


This did not cause any resentment. Blotto and Twinks would have found it odd – and rather uncomfortable – had their mother ever expressed any tenderness towards them. There was nothing soft about the British aristocracy. They remained as cranky and unforgiving as the Tawcester Towers plumbing.


The Dowager Duchess had summoned her two younger offspring to the Blue Morning Room, which was where she always held court, and from where she ran the affairs of Tawcester Towers. While her husband had been alive, she had taken all decisions that concerned the estate, and she did not let his death and the succession of their son to the ducal title change that. Whatever happened at Tawcester Towers was decided by the Dowager Duchess.


Her older son, the current Duke, was believed to be somewhere on the premises that day. The estates were so large that family members were quite used to not encountering each other for months on end. Indeed, the Dowager Duchess’s late husband always had to be reintroduced to his offspring on the rare occasions when they met.


So that morning the current Duke (universally known as Loofah) was probably hiding in one of the mansion’s many rooms. When in residence at Tawcester Towers, he spent as much time as possible out shooting and, if he had to be inside the house, trying to avoid his wife (universally known as Sloggo) and their large number of daughters (which were all her busy womb seemed able to produce). The demand for a male heir in a family like the Lyminsters was unremitting, however, and though the Duke of Tawcester didn’t know much in the great scheme of things, he did know where his duty lay. As a result, he stuck to the grim task of trying to impregnate his wife with something that wouldn’t wear dresses when it grew up. So far, though, without success.


The Duke rarely visited the Blue Morning Room, but Blotto and Twinks had been in awe of the place since their nursery days. A summons there from the Dowager Duchess rarely boded well for either of them and, though both now in their twenties, they still approached the place as errant schoolboys might their headmaster’s study.


‘But you’ve already been to America,’ was their mother’s comment when the proposed Hollywood jaunt had been explained to her. ‘There might be a possible excuse for visiting a foreign country once, but to do so a second time smacks of masochism. Not to say a lack of appropriate patriotic feeling.’


‘But, Mater,’ objected Blotto, ‘I will be being as patriotic as a spoffing red, white and blue bulldog. Can there be anything in the world more patriotic than taking the values of cricket to savage lands?’


‘Hm,’ said the Dowager Duchess.


The fact that her response was ambivalent rather than downright condemnatory encouraged Blotto to pursue his argument. ‘I mean, get those old American pineapples up to snuff with the rules of cricket and they’ll probably be a bit quicker out of the traps joining in wars and things.’


The Dowager Duchess looked sternly unconvinced by this suggestion. But then the silvery voice of Twinks joined the conversation.


Twinks, it should be reiterated, was a young woman of extraordinary beauty. She had an exquisite figure, silken blonde hair, porcelain skin and eyes that were not so much blue as azure. Every man she met fell for her, like a Douglas Fir assailed by lumberjacks. Twinks rarely felt capable of reciprocating the adoration of these amorous swains – she regarded them as an irritation on the scale of midges beside a Scottish loch – but she was far too well brought up to make her rejections anything less than gracious.


If beauty was all she brought to the table, Twinks would still have been engraved on the memory of all who encountered her, but she also had brains. Within that delicate cranium there operated a calculating machine of unrivalled proficiency. If there is a God who allocates brainpower, then He’d granted Twinks the thinking capacity of at least a dozen ordinary humans. And though He was correspondingly ungenerous to Blotto, this couldn’t have mattered less. Twinks had brains enough, and to spare, for the both of them. Her brother had never questioned or resented her intellectual superiority. He just knew that if Twinks had an idea, it was bound to be a buzzbanger.


And that day in the Blue Morning Room Twinks did have an idea to suggest to the Dowager Duchess. She knew there were three subjects bound immediately to engage her mother’s attention – dogs, horses and the one she was about to raise, the state of the Tawcester Towers plumbing.


The system was antiquated and, in spite of attempts at renovation, no improvements seemed to bring a lasting solution to the problems. It still clattered and clanked throughout the night, sounding as though ghostly armies had been woken from their deep enchanted sleep to do battle. And in the furthest bathrooms of the building the taps still failed to produce more than a trickle of cold brown water. Maintaining the Tawcester Towers plumbing wolfed down money at a rate that made the cost of keeping racehorses in training look like a bargain.


On more than one occasion Blotto and Twinks had brought back from their adventures large amounts of the old jingle-jangle, sometimes in the form of gold ingots, but the estate’s renewed solvency never lasted long. However much cash was poured into the ravenous maw of the Tawcester Towers plumbing, the creature remained insatiable, growling out a sequence of clanks that translated as, ‘Feed me! Feed me!’


So when, that day in the Blue Morning Room, Twinks mentioned the subject, she knew she would command her mother’s full attention. ‘Mater,’ she trilled, ‘I was just having a little cogitette about the Tawcester Towers plumbing.’


Two stern, unyielding eyes focused on her through their rockery of wrinkles. ‘What about it?’ demanded the Dowager Duchess.


‘I gather we’re once again in something of a swamphole over finances.’


‘We always are,’ said her mother tersely.


‘Well, I’ve thought of a way out of this particular clammy corner.’


‘Oh?’


‘I was thinking it would be a beezer wheeze for me to go to America with Blotto.’


‘It has not yet been agreed’, the Dowager Duchess boomed, ‘that Blotto is going to America. And I can certainly think of no reason why you should go with him.’


‘The Tawcester Towers plumbing, Mater – that’s the reason.’


‘Explain that most unlikely assertion. We have a perfectly adequate plumber in Tawsford town. The only thing wrong with him is his bourgeois insistence on being paid for his services, a tendency which I discover is becoming all too prevalent among tradespersons. To travel to America in search of a better plumber seems to me a ridiculous extravagance.’


‘No, Mater, you’ve got the wrong end of the treacle spoon. I wasn’t suggesting going to America for a plumber. That would be a pure waste of gingerbread. No, what I had in mind was going to America to find a husband.’


‘Ah.’ This did not seem to the Dowager Duchess such a crazy idea. ‘Do you have anyone in mind for this role?’


‘No, not at this precise mo, but America – and Hollywood in particular – is packed to the gunwales with rich husband material.’


‘Yes . . .’ the craggy old woman mused portentously. ‘I seem to remember we tried something similar with Blotto. He was going to be married to Mary Chapstick, daughter of Luther P. Chapstick III.’


‘But that wheeze rather hit the buffers,’ said Blotto, colouring slightly at the recollection of his embarrassment at the time.


The Dowager Duchess was still musing. ‘Of course, a lot of young men of our breeding – well, not quite of ours obviously, but aspiring to our breeding – have balanced the family finances by marrying American gels, but I don’t think it’s happened too much with our gels marrying American men.’


‘Well, that could all change,’ said Twinks. ‘If I go out with Blotto to the jolly old U S of A, then I’m bound to meet some Hollywood tycoon or Texas oil millionaire with spondulicks spilling out of his lugs. Then I twiddle up the old reef knot with him and – sparksissimo – problemo solvo!’


This prompted another ‘Hm’ from the Dowager Duchess. While the prospect of her younger son being married off to a rich American and never returning to Tawcester Towers had caused her no qualms, the thought of her daughter doing the same thing was not quite so appealing. Not for sentimental reasons, of course. It was just that she had plans to breed from Twinks. Line her up with some suitable Duke and the Lyminster dynasty could be considerably strengthened.


On the other hand, all of that would take time. Any dealings with the British aristocracy took time – not only blue blood but lethargy too ran through their veins. And the Tawcester Towers plumbing, like time and tide, waited for no man. Only that morning the butler Grimshaw had brought news of a burst pipe having drenched an under-housemaid in her bed. Normally such a domestic accident to one of her inferiors would have been of no interest to the Dowager Duchess but, as Grimshaw pointed out, since all the servants’ rooms were in the poky attics on the top floor, it was only a matter of time before water seeped through into the rest of the house.


Something needed to be done about the Tawcester Towers plumbing.


When the Dowager Duchess made decisions, she did so quickly. ‘Very well, Twinks,’ she said. ‘Go to America and don’t bother to come back until you’ve got a very rich husband.’


‘Tickey-tockey, Mater. There’s got to be a Texas oil millionaire with my name engraved on him out there somewhere.’


‘In fact, you needn’t bother to come back at all, so long as the money crosses the Atlantic.’


‘I’ll sort it out as quick as a lizard’s lick.’


‘Good.’ The Dowager Duchess’s beady eyes sought out the golden carriage clock on the mantelpiece. ‘And now I see no reason why you two should still be here. Leave me!’


‘Yes, Mater,’ said Twinks.


‘Erm . . . just one thingette . . .’ said Blotto.


‘What!’ the Dowager Duchess turned the full power of her eyebrows on to her younger son.


‘Well, Mater, you’ve said Twinks can cross the Pond to go husband-fishing, which is all creamy éclair, but you haven’t yet said whether I can go.’


‘Well, of course you must go!’


‘Oh thanks, Mater. You see, Ponky Larreighffriebollaux is already over there – or at least he’s on the boat. That’s beezer, though, Mater, giving me the permish to cross the pond to play cricket.’


‘Not to play cricket, Blotto. Your role in going to America will be to act as chaperone to your sister.’


‘Good ticket,’ said Blotto.


As they left the Blue Morning Room, he caught the twinkle in his sibling’s eye. He knew how little Twinks liked being chaperoned under any circumstances. Wherever she went, she led her own life. Which meant Blotto was going to be able to play as much cricket as he wanted in Hollywood. Hoopee-doopie!
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A Conference With Corky


‘Into whatever hazardous situation you put yourself, milord, I regard it as my duty and honour to go with you and protect you to the last drop of my unworthy blood.’


‘Oh really, Corky,’ said Blotto, ‘don’t talk such toffee.’


He had heard many such protestations of loyalty from his chauffeur, Corky Froggett. The man, in spotless black uniform and peaked cap, stood to attention beside the equally spotless blue Lagonda. Every individual bristle of his white moustache also stood to attention.


‘And to what noxious foreign hellhole are we directing ourselves this time, milord?’


‘We’re pootling off to the United States of America,’ Blotto announced.


‘Oh.’ Corky Froggett couldn’t keep a note of disappointment out of his voice. Though, like most true Englishmen, he regarded ‘abroad’ with appropriate contempt, the chauffeur tended to grade foreign countries according to the level of animosity he was likely to encounter there. Corky’s finest hour had been the war against Germany. Then he had been in his element, living in unsavoury trenches in France and only emerging to kill as many of the enemy as possible. So he didn’t mind travelling to Europe, always with the secret hope that hostilities might break out again and he’d be able to continue in his God-given role as a killing machine.


But America . . . His main feeling about the place was resentment for the slowness with which they had condescended to add their strength to the Allied cause during the last little dust-up.


Still, it wouldn’t do to show any reluctance to the young master, so he followed up his disappointed ‘Oh’ with an enthusiastic ‘Very good, milord. And you are suggesting that I should accompany you?’


‘That’s the ticket, yes. It’s just me going, with Twinks of course, but America’s a whale of a big country and I think we’ll need someone else to help with the driving.’


‘I will be honoured to do that, milord.’


‘You’re a good greengage, Corky.’


‘Thank you, milord,’ said the chauffeur, recognising high praise in the young master’s words.


‘We sail from Liverpool on Monday, aboard the S.S. Regal. So I want you to ensure that you’ve got the Lag in zing-zing condition for then.’


Corky Froggett looked slightly affronted as he tapped the car’s long bonnet. ‘I always keep the Lag in zing-zing condition.’


‘I know you do. Sorry, shouldn’t have said that – couple of toes in the mouth there.’


The chauffeur looked gratified by this apology.


‘You’ll enjoy driving in America, Corky. Long, wide roads, though the poor saps do insist on driving the wrong side.’


‘Well, we could put an end to that, milord.’


‘Sorry, not on the same page, Corky?’


‘What I’m saying, milord, is that if we insist on driving on the correct side of the road, which is of course the left, I’m sure the Yanks will quickly see the error of their ways and follow suit.’


‘Ye–es,’ said Blotto, not entirely convinced. ‘I think that’s an experiment we might pop in the pending file.’


‘Very good, milord.’


‘Actually, Corky me old fruitbat, it’s not just for your driving skills that I want you in the USA.’


‘Oh, milord?’


‘I also want you there as a wicketkeeper.’ The chauffeur looked puzzled. ‘Oh, come on, Corky. You know that when it comes to wicketkeeping, you’re the absolute panda’s panties.’


‘I do my best, milord,’ came the humble response. ‘But there is one thing I can’t help observing . . .’


‘What? Come on, uncage the ferrets.’


‘The cricket season has ended, milord.’


‘Ah, now this is where everything’s pure strawberry jam with dollops of cream. There are some Americans in Hollywood who play cricket out of season!’


‘Well, I’ll be . . .’ When he was with the young master at such moments of surprise, Corky never finished the sentence. Such language might be acceptable below stairs but it was not appropriate in the company of aristocrats.


‘And that is the reason why you are making this trip to the USA, is it, milord?’


‘Main reason, yes. Also going to see if we can find some pot-brained pineapple rich enough to marry Twinks.’


‘Very good, milord. One other thing . . .’


‘What’s that?’


Corky Froggett looked at the Lagonda by his side. ‘The last time you went to America, milord, you came back with a secret compartment fitted to the underside of this car.’


‘You’re bong on the nose there, Corky. We gotten it done by some stenchers in the Mafia.’


‘I beg your pardon, milord?’


‘What is it, Corky?’


‘I don’t understand, milord, what you mean by “We gotten it done”.’


‘Ah well, you see, I’m kind of doing a bit of prep for pongling off to the States. Americans do say “gotten” quite a lot.’


‘Do they, milord? When?’


‘That’s the tick in the teacup, Corky. I’m not quite sure when they do say it. So I thought if I practised putting the occasional “gotten” into my conversation, I might be doing it naturally by the time I get there.’
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