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  TRAPPED!




  A prisoner within these four walls. I’ve tried everything – pushing, kicking and screaming for help, but still

  the door remains resolutely shut. Resigned to my fate, I reach deep inside my trousers and pull out the only thing that gives me comfort in times of great stress – Practical Plumbing for

  Professionals. The great, golden mystical bible for all water-based mechanics.




  The musty yellowed tome falls open at an all-too-familiar page and my mind is instantly cast back to that fateful day many years ago...
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  My father shook me awake and soon we ventured out into the cold winter dawn. ‘The time has come, Graham my lad. Time to prove that you are a

  man!’




  I rode alongside him in his rickety old van, excited but nervous. What trial was I expected to perform on this, my eighteenth birthday? Before I knew what was happening, we had reached our

  destination and he was beckoning me to his side.




  ‘You need to understand, son, that sometimes a man has no choice but to take the most extreme measures. When a problem can’t be fixed, there is only one course of action left. To

  remove the head. Now I want you to watch carefully.’




  I nodded.




  ‘And don’t look away. I will know if you do.’




  I shook my head and stared steadfastly forward.




  I watched impassively as he slowly raised his strong arms aloft. With a single sure movement it was over, my face was splattered and the head fell at my feet. True to my word, I did not flinch

  and my father nodded his approval




  ‘You did well, son. Now go and get the replacement shower head from the van.’




  From that day on, my destiny was sealed – I was a plumber’s mate, thrust into a brave new exotic world! A world of gate valves, bleed valves, vent pipes, stack pipes, u-bends,

  s-bends, stop cocks, ball cocks and Essex flanges...
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      I stared in horror – it was a dark, evil green colour with big scales.




      I hadn’t seen a bathroom like this since 1973.
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      ‘I like it rough,’ she said, bending over the hand basin. ‘How about you?’




      I stared hard at her. ‘Actually I prefer quilted toilet paper.’


    




    [image: ]


  




  

    [image: ]




    

      She closed her long fingers around the end and tugged gently. Then harder. ‘Why isn’t anything happening?’ she asked,

      disappointed.




      ‘Sorry,’ I said. ‘It only works on the third flush.’


    




    [image: ]


  




  

    [image: ]

  




  

    [image: ]

  




  

    [image: ]




    

      ‘You are my hero!’ she cried.




      ‘It was nothing,’ I answered. ‘I’m from Leeds. I’m used to holding a woman’s hair while she throws

      up.’
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      As I gazed up at the stars, giant mystical balls of flaming bright light that shape our destiny with their vast cosmic dance, a

      thought came to me – I really must fix the roof on this outdoor loo.





OEBPS/html/docimages/p4.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/p3.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/h1.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/p5.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/line1.jpg
EUH BT R U





OEBPS/html/docimages/line2.jpg
UG URBEUR R WA





OEBPS/html/docimages/h2.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/cover.jpg
(FRAHAM oF
THRONES

GRAHAM R. R. STARK

SSSSSSSS





OEBPS/html/docimages/half.jpg
(FRAHAM or
THRONES






OEBPS/html/docimages/title.jpg
(FRAHAMor
|HRON ES

GRAHAM R R STARK

SSSSS
C





OEBPS/html/docimages/line3.jpg





OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/html/docimages/p2.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/p1.jpg





