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Alan Titchmarshis Terrible Secret

I had lived in Leeds for twelve years, so when I got the booking I jumped at the chance to go back. The call came late one afternoon. I remember it because I had just been trying to invent a new biscuit. Ever try that? Ever wondered why there isn’t a wider variety of biscuits available? Just try inventing one and you’ll have your answer. Biscuits basically fall into two categories: plain and sandwich. Okay, you get some coated with chocolate, or sprinkled with sugar, or with bits in, but basically there are two types. The problem for inventors is that as soon as you take it out of two dimensions and build it up, it becomes a cake. Biscuit designers have wrestled with this for years but it just won’t go away. Which is pretty depressing. There are still a few lone biscuit inventors, like myself, who strive for the elusive third way, but we’re pretty much dismissed as crackpots.

That morning I thought I’d got close. I’d got one half of a Bourbon and built up two custard creams at either end into a kind of pyramidal structure. This enabled me to work out that the cream on the Bourbon is equal to the custard cream on the two remaining sides, but the bourbon side was too long and protruded and, as I say, I was rounding it down with a bastard file when the phone rang. I didn’t know what it was at first as no one had phoned me for so long; there was just this sort of buzzy ringing sound, which seemed to be coming from the table. I lifted up the table and said, ‘Hello?’

As I did so, the telephone receiver became dislodged and fell on to the floor. The buzzy ringing sound stopped and was replaced with a tiny voice, which sounded like my agent Zevon saying, ‘Hello? Hello?’

So I got down on my hands and knees and started looking for a tiny man who was maybe related to Zevon and so had a similar timbre to his voice - a forgotten withered twin, perhaps. Yes, that was it, a housebound withered twin who Zevon kept hidden away in a room, only this time Zevon had gone out and forgotten to lock the door properly. The withered twin, seeing his chance, broke free from the shackles that had held him loosely chained to the radiator (you can knock it, but at winter time it’s lovely and warm) and started to claw his way over to the door, his fingernails scraping on the rough matting that had served as his bed for the last thirty-six years. A full three hours went by and he’d only gone an inch. Another three hours and he’d gone an inch and a half. Four more hours and he was back down to an  inch, taking his average up to just below the inch mark.

I’m jumping ahead now . . . Summoning all his strength - which was very small because he was so withered and being locked up all those years hasn’t exactly helped; in fact he had never been more withered in his life - he pushed the door open. The light flooded in and blinded him, burning his pallid skin. And look!

‘Oh no!’ he exclaimed. ‘Stairs!’

There was a long staircase, all carpeted in beige shag pile, and he thought, I’ll never get down there, and had started to turn back when he saw the phone and decided to ring me.

As I thought this theory through I realised it couldn’t possibly be the case as assuming the withered twin existed - let’s call him Evo - if Evo even existed he has, as far as I can remember, never met me - and believe me, when someone introduces you to their withered twin you don’t forget that kinda thing too easy. It’s not something you do casually. ‘I don’t believe you’ve met my withered twin?’ ‘Elizabeth, there’s someone you must meet . . .’ And if I’d never met him, how did he get my number?

I remember when TV horticulturalist Alan Titchmarsh introduced me to his withered twin Eddie, he did so in a very dramatic - if not over dramatic, some would say  unkind - way.

He had him hidden. We’d all been wondering what was under the sheet on the raised podium throughout the main course, but it was as the coffees were being served that Alan, by now rather drunk, staggered over to it and declared, ‘Ladies and gentlemen, what you are  about to see is an affront to all that is holy . . . my withered twin - Eddie!’ And with that he gave the sheet a tug and there was Eddie. Exactly like Alan, only withered. I still have nightmares about it.

Then he served Eddie his dinner, which he’d been keeping warm in the oven all this time; what had been lovely moist slices of turkey roast, croquet potatoes and peas was now a dry mass, glued fast to the plate by congealed gravy. Eddie set about devouring the lot.

As the evening wore on, it turned out that Eddie was really great fun - bright, witty and interesting, full of stories of his life in Alan’s shadow - and we all thought that had he not been withered it might well have been Eddie who was the more successful of the two brothers. I know what you’re dying to ask: was he any good at gardening? Poor Eddie! He could barely hold a trowel let alone wield it to improve the garden of an unsuspecting-member-of-the-public-who-has-been-set-up-by-a-close-friend-or-relative. So Alan employed him as his agent.

Oh, I can see it from Alan’s point of view - at least Eddie was doing something constructive; but Eddie wasn’t great at brokering the big deals because halfway through the negotiations he’d come over all withered and weak, and settle for less. That’s how Alan had only made some four hundred pounds out of the whole  Ground Force phenomenon. That and Eddie’s whopping 40 per cent commission. Still, I admire Alan’s loyalty.

I knocked about with the Titchmarsh Twins for a while, until they got bored of me and discarded me like so many chaffinches into a council tip. That’s how I  found out all about Ground Force. If you’ve never seen it, three professionals - Alan, Tommy and Charlie - as a surprise, do up the garden of someone who has no interest in, or time to maintain it. The thing is they’ve only got a couple of days and so they have to rush. Then when it’s done and the person whose garden it is discovers them, they celebrate with champagne.

It’s not widely known but when the cameras stop rolling, it’s common for the team to continue drinking and get so unruly that they start to vandalise parts of the garden that they’ve fixed up. The three of them will stand there, stripped to the waist, covered in potting compost and hurling abuse at passers by, until a Ground Force minder bundles them into the back of a limousine and takes them on to the Fingers Bar at the Royal Horticultural Society, whilst a man in dark glasses pays off the now distraught and drunk victims with large wads of cash, plus cassette tapes of Alan’s novel.

Their hapless victims are confused: they never liked gardening - that’s how the garden got in such a mess in the first place - but now people expect it to look good. They’re well known around the area as ‘the people who had that TV programme in’ but now they’re drunk and nauseous and the new water feature has been wrecked. Many of the victims of Ground Force spend years in therapy trying to work the whole thing out. The suicide rate for these people is some 4 per cent higher than the national average, and that is why now they all get a follow-up call from Victim Support; a fact they don’t mention in the programmes.

Titchmarsh, Tommy and Charlie were writhing around in the back of the stretch limo as it swung down the Westway towards Kensington. Tommy poured them all another round of snowballs with a shaky hand, and they started to sing ribald gardening songs: ‘Show Me Your Privets’, ‘She Let Me Trim Her Gorse But Her Dwarf Rhododendron . . . Was Out Of My Reach’ and ‘Place The Clematis Up Against The Wall But Be Careful When Handling The Root Ball As Damage May Occur’.

Eddie Titchmarsh looked on in disgust, slumped down in a crack between the seats, unable to move and unable to join in. The open ashtray bumped up against his nose, the stump of a large butt, still billowing smoke, caused tears to form in his eyes. Why did Alan let this go on? What would Mum have said? She was a proud lady, Ma Titchmarsh, and would take in washing to help make ends meet. She never made much money at it because people expected it to be washed as well as being just ‘taken in’ but she had her pride. Her husband was long gone; himself a gardener, he’d spent years perfecting the seedless walnut, hoping to make his fortune, but since this was essentially just an empty shell he’d shot himself in the foot rather.

That was the family’s chosen punishment. ‘You’ll tidy your room, Alan, or I’ll shoot you in the foot!’ his father would bellow from the stairwell, rocking back on his two Durban artificial feet.

‘Yes, Father,’ said the young Alan, determined to escape this old house just as soon as he reached forty-two.

The limo pulled up outside the Royal Horticultural Society. The Fingers Bar was always rockin’ on a Monday night, and do you know there were absolutely no plants there? They didn’t even stock crisps or nuts behind the bar as these were classed as plants. No, you could only get pork scratchings because to these gardeners plants were work, and when ‘we’re down the Fingers that is  play’.

Kim Wilde staggered up on to an old wooden pallet at one end of the bar, which they used as a stage, and did a mickey take of her hit ‘Kids in America’. Stefan Buczacki from Gardeners’ Question Time grabbed the microphone off her and yodelled along to the All Saints hit ‘Never Ever’. This is how they unwind.
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Author Knocked Unconscious for a Year


May be Zevon had it on one of his presets. Maybe ‘Evo’ inadvertently pressed the preset button on Zevon’s phone with my number on it. Maybe that’s how it could have happened.

It was then I saw the telephone handset and realised that the voice was coming from there.

‘Hello? Ouch!’ I said, bumping my head on the underside of the table.

‘It’s Zevon,’ he said.

That problem solved, then.

‘I’ve got you a booking,’ he said. I jumped for joy, banging my head again on the underside of the table and this time knocking myself unconscious. I have no memory of the events of the ensuing year.

It was 1987 and so, even to this day, whenever I hear Sam Fox singing ‘Touch Me’ or ‘Star Trekkin’’ by The  Firm, I have no feelings of nostalgia and, tragically, anything by Amazulu still leaves me cold.

A little tip for you if you’re going to fall unconscious: try not to fall unconscious on your door key because it takes weeks for the impression to come out of your face, and all that time you are at risk of an unscrupulous felon using it as a mould whilst you are asleep by pushing chewing gum into it and creating a chewing-gum key to your front door. Clever, the chewing-gum key - hard when cold, but as soon as you are through the front door just pop it into your mouth and start chewing. There’s no flavour to it by now though, so pop a couple of Tic Tacs in if that bothers you.

So I was in this coma for all of ’87, and it was odd - if you’ve ever been in a coma you’ll know what I mean. Your life appears to go on but the events are made up. So while in the conscious world on 12th January 1987 Richard Eyre took over from Sir Peter Hall as director of the National Theatre, in my Coma 1987 Normski took over. Remember Normski? The BBC’s black youth presenter with the crazy carrot-top haircut, who went out with Janet Street-Porter? Got him? Yes, well he took over the National Theatre and his first move was to book Aswad in for six weeks solid in the Cottesloe. They got rave reviews from even the most hard-bitten theatre critics:


 
‘A theatrical tour de force, loved it’ - Sheridan Morley in The Times.

‘All my doubts cast aside in a single smile from their charismatic lead singer . . .’ - Nicholas de Jongh writing in the London Evening Standard.



 
With a canny piece of programming Normski had booked Waiting For Godot in the Olivier to mop up the Aswad overspill. People were clamouring for tickets. Ordinary people were being converted to Beckett overnight. There were queues stretching from the box office as far as Waterloo Bridge. Suddenly it truly was becoming the people’s theatre.

Sir Peter Hall was stark staring angry about his considerable loss of face. How dare they! He sat in the front row with his posse on press night, heckled the band mercilessly and was escorted from the premises.

Meanwhile in the bar, Esther Rantzen, relaxing with a drink after playing to a packed house at the Old Vic with  That’s Live!, her tales of botched building works, ‘jobs-worths’ and slides of hilariously shaped vegetables (neither Doc nor Cyril Fletcher saw a penny of the box-office money because they had stupidly agreed to a wage), had got into an argument with Janet Street-Porter, down to support her beau. A ‘TV presenter stand-off’ ensued, during which their teeth became locked. The two dames shuffled about the bar area, grunting expletives and overturning tables as they went. In the end a net was dropped over them, a sedative dart fired into each of their fleshy rumps and a dentist, using a hacksaw, did what we’ve all been itching to do for years, and just sawed the teeth down flat to the gums. Rather a  sad end to an otherwise great night’s entertainment.

With two massive sell-outs Normski was on a roll, and followed through with a live game show: PIG 3-2-1. He had the revolving stage at the Olivier filled with 2,000 litres of mud and manure, and installed three families of six pigs on it. Then every evening Ted Rogers, Chris Emmet and the team would turn up and give the pigs the chance of winning a holiday, a car or go home to their sties empty-handed with a ceramic ‘Dusty bin’.

At the same time Judi Dench and Sian Phillips held court in the Cottesloe with Sondheim’s finest, A Little Night Music. Well, the queues stretched down the Thames as far as Wapping. Fat-arsed builders on scaffolding up and down the country could be plainly heard whistling ‘Send In The Clowns’.

The individual pigs became celebrities in their own right, making personal appearances for massive fees. One hectic day for a pig called ‘Wise Estrakhan’ involved opening a supermarket in Poole, taking a fast car to visit an intensive care unit in Edgbaston, then a chopper ride to the BBC TV Centre just in time to record three episodes of Blankety Blank.

Then it all went wrong. A story appeared in the Mirror  saying that it was fixed - that Estrakhan the wise pig was being slipped the cryptic clues beforehand. It was true that if you went every night (though no one could - tickets by now had been rationed to just two per household) you could plainly see that Estrakhan was on an uncannily lucky winning streak: so far he’d banked a music centre, a fondue set, a portable television with  remote control, a set of carvers, a hat, an atom bomb and the holiday twice. There was uproar. The public rebelled, ticket sales plummeted, the pigs were slaughtered and eaten and Normski was forced to resign.

Who tipped off the Mirror? Well, the call was traced to a phone box in Hampstead. When the police looked for evidence they discovered belly and love-handle prints that they were 90 per cent certain (from photographs taken of him on holiday) belonged to Sir Peter Hall. However he had been clever and worn a cummerbund, so there wasn’t enough evidence to prosecute.

Normski’s successor, Simon Groom from Blue Peter, in a silly lapse of judgment booked a series of pro-literary boxing matches. The first week saw Harold Pinter knocked out in the first round by Alan Minter (the commentary: ‘Pinter . . . Minter . . . Pinter . . . Minter . . . Pinter . . . Minter . . . Oh, he’s down! Pinter’s down!’) with Alan Bennett suffering a similar fate in the matinee. It was all pretty much the same story except for Arthur Miller who somehow managed to beat Joe Bugner on points. The fact was, people just didn’t want to see their favourite playwrights being bashed around the ring. The shows folded and the building was sold to contractors who knocked it into one and just used it as a marquee showroom (well, you need somewhere big to show off marquees properly).

So imagine my surprise: when waking from my coma in 1988, I discovered that Richard Eyre was in charge, not Groom, and ‘The National’ was very much still there at the forefront of exciting new theatre in this country.
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An Exciting Engagement in Leeds


As I stirred from my year-long coma the phone rang again. I picked up the receiver. It was Zevon - he’d had it on ‘ring back’.

‘Hello?’ said Zevon. ‘What took you?’

‘I was unconscious,’ I said.

‘There’s this gig in Leeds,’ he ploughed on.

‘Yes?’ I said, stifling my excitement but very aware of the tabletop above me. I couldn’t afford to lose another year.

He explained that the booking was for a corporate event for the moulded-plastic-toy industry.

‘Do they make Postman Pat?’ I asked.

‘No, no, I’m afraid they don’t,’ Zevon replied.

I burst into tears. I don’t know what it was, just the call out of the blue, the year unconscious, the key impression on my forehead making me feel vulnerable  to burglary; all these things suddenly compounded by me mentioning Postman Pat.

‘He’s great, isn’t he?’ said Zevon, himself choking back tears.

‘Yes,’ said I. ‘I love the bit where he comes over the hill in the van and goes out of sight. For a split second you worry, has something happened to Pat? Has he crashed the van? Then, sure enough, over the hump-backed bridge he comes with his precious cargo of letters.’

They should really do something about that blind corner, though. I’d been writing letters for years to try to get them to award it a black spot, or at least cut back some of the foliage there. You may mock but it was only tireless campaigning by me that got proper street lighting in Trumpton, with the result that violent crime went down 40 per cent.

‘Who do they do then?’ I asked.

‘Uh?’

‘The toy factory; who do they do?’

‘Gonks,’ said Zevon.

‘Hmm.’ It was a booking for a meet-and-greet at a Gonk factory. The good news was that during my year’s absence, Zevon had managed to negotiate the fee up some seven pounds in my favour. I was thrilled; it would be nice to see the old Gonks and it sounded like it wasn’t going to be too much like hard work. I was expected merely to hang around, chat to the staff, that sort of stuff - no actual performance or anything. Although these corporates were low prestige and  degrading, the money was good, and I agreed to the deal with the usual provisos: Club-Class seats for myself and Zevon, postcards of the local area and that the person meeting me from the airport had to be the person on their staff who looked the most like Postman Pat.

I’d started collecting Polaroids of me with people who are thought by their workmates to most resemble Postman Pat some years previously, and had built up a collection of some four hundred. My favourite was Graham Hallam who had Pat’s nose and moustache but sadly was let down by his steeply sloping forehead - the legacy of a clash with a hole punch at the Basingstoke Belt Factory where I was booked to appear at their Christmas party. Colin Stewart (of Sheerness Shin Pads - Bespoke Pads for All Occasions) was pretty convincing but had no eyes, which was inevitably very distracting, no matter where he positioned the glasses.

The other small proviso was that people should act towards me as if I’m important. In this game, forget money; the wheels turn by what I call ‘ego-puff points’. Here’s an example: you get an invitation to the BAFTAs - that’s one ego-puff point. At the BAFTAs the controller of a TV station approaches for a chat - award yourself two more ego-puff points. He blanks you - subtract three ego-puff points. He is seen to blank you by another act - subtract four ego-puff points. He is seen to blank you by that same act’s agent - subtract five ego-puff points. You add up the total at the end of the week, divide by seven and that’s your daily ego-puff value.

You can’t just sit at home and do nothing either. Avoiding situations where you may lose or gain points doesn’t work as there is a daily voiding of three puff points automatically. If you take a holiday it depends where you go; if it’s somewhere like Mustique give yourself four puff points a day for the first four days, then three, then two and so on. Take a British seaside holiday and you haemorrhage an unsustainable four points a day unless it’s your second home, in which case take one. These days unless you’re scoring twelve ego-puff points a day, you’re on your way out. At the moment I’m struggling to make two.

‘I’ll do it,’ I said to Zevon.

‘Great, I’ll make the necessary orang-utans,’ said Zevon. Inserting the name of a monkey where it sort of sounded like the actual word he should have used, was something he did from time to time.
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Date Make Me normal again!


I remember that BAFTA trip. I’d waited in the executive car for ten minutes (awarding myself one ego-puff point), peeking at the celebrities as they arrived. Carol Vorderman started up the red carpet in that dress. I say ‘dress’; it was a child’s toy-dinghy sail attached to her privates with double-sided sticky tape. I snuck in behind her, using her as cover. She chose to zigzag up the carpet, prolonging media exposure, and I was committed to tacking up beside her.

In front of Carol, Vanessa Feltz, wearing a tiny piece of insulation tape, had opted for the ‘tiny steps’ approach: taking steps measuring just two inches at a time. A Sun journalist had calculated that she would take forty minutes to traverse just three feet of the carpet, so they were holding off. Her ploy backfired on her: thinking they had plenty of time to snap her, they  were lulled into a false sense of security, then got distracted by Amanda Holden. No photographs exist of Vanessa’s visit; just a large hole in all of our scrapbooks.

There was a low squeal, my nostrils filled with the smell of pure, uncut manure and I spun round to see Estrakhan the wise pig and his family. I was momentarily floored. But surely they’re dead, I thought, then I remembered: that all happened in my coma year. In actual fact Estrakhan had been appearing regularly in  Pig Brother, where six pigs are placed in a big sty and observed twenty-four hours a day by closed-circuit TV. Every two days one is selected by viewers’ votes, killed and eaten. These animal reality shows were getting really big now, as most of the general public had already appeared on television and were bored of it. So the TV execs had turned to animals. So far there had been Pig Brother, Pony Fortunes, Beef-lebrity Squares and Who Wants to be a Millionaire - Sheep Version. The problem was that nine times out of ten it ended up with the losers being killed and eaten, and the TV top brass needed new twists if they were to keep pulling in the ratings.

 
‘I need new formats!’ bellowed Kevil Garment, the new controller of ITV, from his office on the tenth floor of the ITV building. He’d just got the overnight ratings through on his new Saturday evening show Make Your Mumma Puke With Pride fronted by Kylie Minogue. The format was simple enough: members of the public got up on stage and sang a ballad with their mother in  the audience, and the viewers at home voted on who was the best. They then announced the winner, keeping the camera on the mother, while the winner strutted about, talking movingly about their mum before reprising the ballad. The object was to make your mum so proud that she threw up. In week one a young black girl from Manchester had managed to elicit only a weak gagging response from her mother, so the show really lacked a climax. The producer had tried to get Kylie to stick her fingers down the contestant’s throat in the ad break but everyone else thought this was going too far and to give the mum a chance.

Kevil already regretted commissioning it but couldn’t move it until he had a better alternative. Then, what should flop on to his desk but an outline for a show called Dale Make Me Normal Again!, a format so simple and yet so perfect that Kevil kicked his leg out, put his hand behind his back and up between his legs and did a little wave at his secretary who stood watching, slightly disgusted.

Pauline had been working for Kevil now for six months and still felt she didn’t really know him. Most of the time he’d be fine, then he’d do something like this through-the-legs wave, and she’d be back to square one. How was she supposed to react? She had tried mimicking the manoeuvre back to him, but his face had turned sour and he’d ordered her out of the room. What was the protocol with this thing? She’d phoned his previous secretary, Joan Marsh, who had been with him for some ten years.

‘Oh God, has it got worse? He used to do it a bit towards the end of my time with him. I shouldn’t have just ignored it; I should have stamped it out early on. If he knows he can get away with something he will.’

‘What should I do?’ asked Pauline.

‘I don’t know, love, it may be too late.’

So she’d taken to ignoring it when he did it and rewarding him with a Kit Kat or with laughter when he didn’t. She hoped he was slowly coming round. He hadn’t done it now for three weeks. She knew because she kept a diary. For instance, 12th May’s entry: ‘Done it’; 13th May: ‘Didn’t do it’; 20th May: ‘Done it’ etc.

‘No!’ she said firmly to Kevil. His face collapsed into tears. She hadn’t meant to be so crushing, but if she didn’t react firmly, how was he going to learn? What if he did it to someone important? Like a client, a dentist or, even worse, at the Royal Command Performance to the Queen?

‘Here,’ she said, proffering a hanky and a Lion Bar. ‘Dry your eyes.’

Kevil took her floral hanky, dabbed at his big eyes and giant nose, took a bite from the Lion Bar and looked at the proposal before him. Dale Make Me Normal Again!


 
Dale Winton and his team of makeover experts cruise around three major cities in a van looking for down and outs. They jump out and surprise the tramps with the question, ‘Do you want it all back?’ to which they have to reply (it’s written on  a card), ‘Dale Make me normal again!’ They are then whisked off to a TV studio, interviewed and followed over the weeks as they are groomed, weaned off Special Brew, interviewed for jobs, taken to dating agencies and given money to buy a flat. Then, when all six of the down and outs are considered to be ‘normal’ (married with jobs, watching EastEnders, fantasising about meeting Jordan, etc), they are brought together to form the pop group Tramps, who release a single, a tie-in coffee-table book and a hilarious outtakes video for Christmas. The format is then sold round the world and is rounded off with a massive play-off at which Tramps from all round the world compete - via satellite - to do the most accurate Chris de Burgh impression.


 
Dynamite! Kevil jumped to his feet and was about to do the through-the-legs wave when he saw Pauline and checked himself.

‘Get Dale Winton’s agent on the phone, Pauline, would you?’

‘Yes, sir!’ she said, thinking that she was finally getting somewhere with his antisocial behaviour.

 
Estrakhan nodded to me in greeting and continued along the red carpet, trampling an overenthusiastic local-radio presenter underfoot. His cries of pain mixed with Estrakhan’s piggy snorts were broadcast live to several hundred homes in the Chilterns.

Suddenly there was a blinding white light as the journos spotted Miss Kelly Brook. She’d topped them all: she was wearing a red, blue, green and yellow outfit fashioned from three one-centimetre lengths of the rubber coating you get on the wires of a plug - live, neutral and earth. Then to maximise coverage she pulled this out of the bag: she lay down and rocked from side to side; three rocks and then she rolled over on to her front; three more rocks and she was over on to her back. In this way she lurched slowly up the red carpet achieving maximum press coverage, ego-puff points and corporate feed foods.

Finally we got to the top of the carpet; me and Carol V. ‘I’m going back round again!’ she shrilled, and darted into the hotel, out the front and back round.

I wasn’t up for a BAFTA, I was merely asked along to boost morale. It had been a tough year for the British Artificial Foot Trade, and this sort of high-profile event would help to put British artificial feet firmly back on the map. Recent years had seen marked losses to the Chinese artificial-foot industry. Their feet - modelled as they were on bound Chinese feet - were cheaper and much smaller, so they were able to accommodate children’s shoes, which meant, of course, that you didn’t pay the VAT.

BAFT had countered by placing a compass in the heel of their feet, just in case you got lost, but a lot of people said this was just a cheap gimmick, and several of them had fallen over while trying to consult it. This was why BAFT was lobbying the government for a full Chinese artificial foot embargo.

It was Manny Durban who had thrown a British artificial foot at President Deng Xiaoping when he’d come over on a state visit. Manny was the head of Durban Feet, an old family-run bespoke-artificial-foot firm. They’d been making artificial feet since the eighteenth century, and he was damned if he was going to see the company disappear because of the Chinese.

As Deng Xiaoping had got out of his presidential limousine, Manny had let fly with a size-twelve Caucasian and it had clocked him on the head. Manny then started to sing, paraphrasing the old Nancy Sinatra hit: ‘Our feet are made for walking, and that’s just what they’ll do . . .!’
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