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Disclaimer

There is not a word of truth in this book. I have neither met nor heard of anyone who resembles any character in it, I am glad to say. They are all figments of my heated imagination, every one of them. This is particularly true of the fictional narrator, whose only resemblance to me is around the waist-line.

I apologize for what he says about the art-trade. Why, some of my best friends, etc.

There is, I believe, a very sophisticated cop-shop South of the Thames but I have never seen it except in the mind’s eye, which is where I should like to keep it. The only pub I know called The Bunch of Grapes is in Gracie Fields’ deathless aspidistra song. I believe that there was once a shop in the East End called Mycock’s Electrical but I know of no pig-abattoirs of that name.

The lavatory inspection-panel ruse for smuggling heroin was, indeed, once used but it has long been ‘blown’ or I would not have related it. It is almost as old-fashioned as using motor-car tyres, cameras from Kowloon, hollowed-out boomerangs from Bendigo (New South Wales), ‘pregnant’ ladies from Amsterdam, long-playing records pressed out of ganja resin, or even dusty carpets from Kashmir which need a little attention from a certain dry-cleaner in London’s dockland before they are delivered to the consignee. The same is true of other naughty techniques described: pray do not let them tempt you to embark upon a life of crime. You may be a hare but ‘Old Bill’ is a most capable tortoise.

I apologize to Air France: its hostesses are all excellent linguists. Many of them can even understand my French.
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1. Mortdecai prepares to meet his Maker


Come into the garden, Maud,

I am here at the gate alone …

Maud



Yes, well, there it was. That was that. I’d had my life.

So I drank the last of the whisky, looked a loving last once more on the naked Duchess and shed perhaps – I forget – a tear of self-pity, that last of luxuries, before climbing stiffly to my feet. The heavy, friendly old Smith & Wesson pistol was loaded in all chambers with the murderous soft lead target ammunition. I pulled the hammer back a little, which allows the cylinder to spin. I span it, listening to the quick, fat chuckle of the ratchet.

Then I sat down again.

I had left it just that few minutes too late and there had been just too small a jolt of Scotch in the tail of the bottle. Had there been even one more fluid ounce, I could have gone roaring out of my smelly cavern like some old grizzly bear, but now sobriety had me by the throat. You see, I had begun to consider just where the bullets would smash into my well-nourished body; what bones would be shattered, what spillikins of the said bones would be sent splintering through which of my delicate organs, how long this mangling would last before generous Death brushed pain aside and passed his hand over my eyelids, closing them forever.

No, wait, sorry. Hang about a bit. It has just occurred to me that you might be a trifle puzzled as to why Charlie Mortdecai – I – should have been preparing for death in a smelly cavern, chaperoned only by a naked Duchess, a large revolver and an empty whisky-bottle. I realize that some might find these circumstances unusual, perhaps even bizarre.

This, then, is what happened before you came in. Nude readers begin here. There’s this chap Me, you see – the Hon. Charlie Mortdecai – I was actually christened Charlie – who is, or rather am, a nice, rich, cowardly, fun-loving art-dealer who dabbles in crime to take his mind off his haemorrhoids. Then there’s this fantastic painting by Goya of ‘The Duchess of Wellington’ who, at the time of being painted, had absent-mindedly forgotten to put her knickers back on. Or, indeed, anything else. Having so much respect for other people’s property that I sometimes feel bound to care for it myself, I had nicked the painting from the Prado, Madrid, and exported it personally to a millionaire art-lover in New Mexico. I found the art-lover freshly murdered, and his randy-eyed young widow casting about for a replacement. All went wrong, as all these things do, and, as my sense of fun started to fray at the cuffs, I shortened my lines of communication – as the generals used to say – and made tracks for England, home and beauty, in the order named.

All sorts of people were by that time disliking Mortdecai warmly, and in an almost-final hot pursuit I was obliged to kick in the head of my trusty thug Jock, who was about to die even more unpleasantly in the quicksands of Morecambe Bay, Lancashire. I – Mortdecai – holed up in a disused red-oxide mine on Warton Crag (still in Lancashire), found that my enemies had traced me thither, and realized that my life was over. I was in a pretty shabby mental and physical state by then and resolved to get as drunk as I could, then to come roaring out of my stinking lair and kill at least Martland, chief of my persecutors.

Right? Any questions? There I was, then, preparing to go out and meet the kind of messy death I had too often seen happen to other people. I couldn’t see myself in the rôle at all.

Ah, yes, but. What else? Where was your actual alternative?

I upturned the bottle and collected three more drops, or it may have been four.

‘Pull yourself together, Mortdecai,’ I told myself sternly. ‘Nothing in life became you like the leaving of it. It is a far, far better thing that you do now. You are ready and ripe for death. You’ll like it up there.’

‘Up?’ I thought. ‘Up there? Must you joke at a time like this?’

Then I looked again at the painted Duchess, her canvas propped against the wall of the mine-shaft, smiling like a whole choir of Mona Lisas, voluptuously sexless, erotic only on a level that I could never reach. Although God knows I have tried.

‘Oh, very well,’ I told her.

I crawled to the entrance of the little mine. There was no sound outside, no movement, but they were there, all right. There was nowhere else they would be.

I emerged.

An enormous light burst out but, unaccountably, it was pointed not at me but in the opposite direction. It illumined not me but a pallid, startled Martland. Well, at least I could fulfil that part of my programme. He peered down the beam at me, making urgent little movements with his hands.

‘Martland,’ I said. I had never heard myself use that voice before but I knew that there was no need for more than the one word.

He opened his mouth. It seemed difficult for him. Perhaps he was going to remind me that we had been at school together. I couldn’t find it in my heart to shoot anyone looking as soppy as he did, but my trigger-finger had a life of its own. The pistol jumped hard in my hand and a puff of dust bounced out of his trousers just below the belt-buckle.

I gazed at the spot, entranced. There wasn’t any blood; you couldn’t even see a hole. Martland looked puzzled, vexed even. He sat down hard on his bottom and looked at me, cross and disappointed. Then he started dying and it was rather dreadful and went on and on and made me feel even more ill than I was and I couldn’t bear it and I shot him again and again but I couldn’t seem to make him stop dying.

Whoever was working the searchlight finally tore himself away from the spectacle and nailed me with the beam. I clicked the revolver three or four times – empty as Mortdecai now – three or four times up into the glaring eye of the light, threw it as hard as I could, missed again.

‘Mr Mortdecai,’ said a polite American voice.

I whipped around, eyes tearing at the darkness, my gut hungry for the coming of the bullets.

‘No, Mr Mortdecai,’ the voice went on, ‘please compose yourself. Nobody’s killing anyone else tonight. Everything’s going to be all right. I mean, really all right.’

You cannot imagine how disappointing it is to be all braced for death and then to find, at the very moment of truth, that they’re not frying tonight. I sort of suddenly found myself sitting down and weeping noisily; the sobs tore through my breast like the bullets that hadn’t.

They gave me a flask of whisky and I was sick again and again but at last I kept some down and then there was a dull, silencer plop from Martland’s direction and the noises of his dying stopped and then the woman got me to my feet and helped me down the slope and across the road and up into Fleagarth Wood and to their tent. She was very strong and smelled of old fur coats. I was asleep as I hit the groundsheet.
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2. Mortdecai finds that his Maker does not want to meet him


… when the steam

Floats up from those dim fields about the homes

Of happy men that have the power to die …

Tithonus



The woman woke me up a few moments later. The moments must have been hours, actually, for a dank and dirty dawn was oozing into the tent. I squealed angrily and burrowed back down into the sleeping-bag: it smelled of nasty policewomen but I loved it – there were no people there. She coaxed me awake with a finger-and-thumb-nail in the ear-lobe: she must have found that in the works of Lord Baden-Powell. (Don’t you often wonder what B.P. would have done for a living if he had lived in these times? Oxfam? Peace Corps?)

She had won her Camp Cookery Badge, that was clear, for the mug of tea wheedled into my quaking fingers was of no tenderfoot quality. I, personally, have no quarrel with Evaporated Milk: it lends a heartening, lusty thickness to cheap tea which, once in a while, I find most gratifying.

Then she made me wash and shave (she lent me a tiny razor with a pink plastic handle: it was called ‘Miaouw’ – why?) and then she showed me where the Elsan was and then we went, hand in hand, down through the wood to where a huge American camper-van was parked just off the road. We climbed in. Two other people were there already. One was on a stretcher, covered all over with a blanket. Well, Martland, obviously. I didn’t have any feelings about that. Not then. Later, perhaps. The other was the American, gabbling gibberish into a wireless set which was quacking back at him. He was, it fuzzily seemed to me, patiently telling someone to get into touch with someone else who would authorize yet another someone to blah-blah. He was very polite to the quacker. At last he went through the ‘Roger and out’ nonsense, switched off all the little knobs and turned around, giving me a smile which was quite unwarranted, considering how early in the day it was. He proved to be a man called Colonel Blucher, whom I had met before. We had never actually hit each other.

‘Good morning, Mr Mortdecai,’ he said, still smiling in that unwarranted way.

‘Oink,’ I said. There was, clearly, something pretty wrong with me still, for I had meant to be a trifle civiller than that, but ‘Oink’ was what came out.

He blinked a little but took no offence.

‘I’m very, very sorry to have to rouse you so early, Mr Mortdecai, for I recall that you are not an early riser. You must be very tired still?’

I was more articulate this time.

‘Oinkle oink,’ I said courteously. It was the strangest feeling: the words were perfectly clear in my head but all I could produce were these farmyard imitations. Distraught, I sat down heavily and put my head in my hands. A sort of juicy noise underneath me and a sort of knobbly softness made me realize that I was sitting on Martland. I jumped up again, squeaking. Blucher was looking worried so, naturally, I tried to hit him, didn’t I? I mean, it seemed a sensible thing to do at the time. But my wild swing only threw me flat on my face and I started to cry again. I wanted my mummy badly, but I knew she wouldn’t be coming: she never did, you know, even when she was alive. She was one of those Mums who believe that Christopher Robin kills all known germs. A kind of literary Harpic.

Blucher came and put his arm around me and helped me to my feet and I fancy I probably started to scream a bit – for I thought it was Jock come back from his grave in the quagmire – so he took something out of his hip-pocket and, with a look of infinite compassion on his face, slugged me carefully behind the ear. This was much better.

‘Roger and out,’ I thought gratefully as the lovely blackness encompassed me.









[image: Penguin walking logo]


3. Mortdecai regains consciousness, if you can properly call it that


All things are taken from us, and become

Portions and parcels of the dreadful Past.

The Lotus-Eaters



To this day I still do not know where it was that I awoke nor, indeed, how long I had been separated from my cogitative faculties, bless them. But I think it must have been somewhere awful in the North-West of England, like Preston or Wigan or even Chorley, God forbid. The lapse of time must have been quite three or four weeks: I could tell by my toenails, which no one had thought to cut. They felt horrid. I felt cross.

‘I have had a Nervous Breakdown,’ I told myself crossly, ‘the sort of thing that one’s aunts have for Christmas.’ I lay motionless for what seemed a long time. This was to deceive them, you see, whoever they were, and to give me time to think about it all. I soon became aware that there were no them in the room and that what I wanted was a great, burly drink to help me think. I decided, too, that since they had kept me alive they must want something from me and that a drink would not be an unreasonable quid pro quo for whatever it was, if you follow me. (You will observe that the very recollection of that time interferes with my well-known lucidity.)

Another thinking-bout persuaded me that the way to get such a drink was to summon whatever chalk-faced, black-uniformed, Kafkaesque she-policewoman was standing guard over me. I could find no bell to ring so I heaved myself out of bed and sat down absurdly on the floor, weeping with puny rage.

My getting out of bed must have triggered some sort of alarum, for the swing-doors swung or swang and an apparition appeared. I examined it narrowly. It was clearly the photographic negative of a chalk-faced, black-uniformed police-woman.

‘You are clearly a photographic negative,’ I cried accusingly. ‘Be off with you!’ Her face, you see, was of the deepest black and her uniform of the brightest white: all wrong. She giggled, showing, paradoxically, about forty-eight large white teeth.

‘No, mahn,’ she retorted, ‘negative. Ah’m not under-developed, jest underprivileged.’ I looked again; she spoke truth. As she scooped me up and lifted me into bed (oh the shame of it) I was even more convinced, for my nose was flattened by one of her magnificent 100-Watt headlamps. Despite my effete condition (oh, all right, I know that’s not the right word but you know perfectly well what I mean) I felt the old Adam surging about freely in my loins – and I don’t mean the gardener. I desired more than anything else in the world to go out and slay a dragon or two for her: the thought was so beautiful that I began to weep again.

She brought me a drink; rather a thin one but undeniably alcoholic. Enoch Powell had lost my vote for good. I cried a little more, rather relishing it. The tears, I mean, not the drink, which tasted like milk from a dead sow. It was probably Bourbon or something of that sort.

Much later she came in again, smiling enormously, and stood with her back to the open door.

‘Now – here’s Doctor Farbstein to see you,’ she chortled richly, as though it was all a huge joke. A great, jolly, bearded chap brushed past her splendid bosom (I swear they twanged) and came and sat on my bed. He was full of fun.

‘Go away,’ I piped feebly, ‘I am an anti-Semite.’

‘You should have thought of that before they circumcised you,’ he roared merrily. A stray beam of sunshine (perhaps we weren’t in North-West England after all) struck splinters of gold from his brave Assyrian beard; Kingsley Amis would have recognized them instantly for beads of breakfast egg but I am a romantic, as you must have realized by now, even if you have still not read my previous adventures.

‘You have been quite ill, you know,’ he said, keeping his face straight and trying to sound grave and concerned.

‘I am still quite ill,’ I retorted with dignity, ‘and my toenails are a disgrace to the National Health Service. How long have I been in this pre-Lysol guet-apens, this quasi-medical Lubyanka?’

‘Oh, ages and ages it seems,’ he replied cheerily. ‘Every now and then they tell me you’re stirring and I pop in and shoot you full of paraldehyde to stop you chasing the nurses and then I forget you for days on end. “Letting Nature take its kindly course” is what we call it.’

‘And what have I been eating, pray?’

‘Well, nothing much, really, I fancy. Nurse Quickly tells me that the dust lies thick on your bed-pan.’

‘Faugh!’ I said. I realized then that I was indeed on the mend, for it takes a strong man to say ‘faugh’ properly and with the proper curl of the upper lip.

But I realized, too, that this was a man who was a match for me unless I could soon put him down. I summoned up my most aristocratic glare.

‘If you are indeed a doctor, as your ah sunburned accomplice claims,’ I grated, ‘perhaps you will have the goodness to tell me who your employers are.’

He leaned low over my bed and smiled seraphically, his beard splitting to disclose a row of teeth which seemed to be a random selection from Bassett’s celebrated Liquorice Allsorts.

‘SMERSH!’ he whispered. The garlic on his breath was like acetylene.

‘Where have you been lunching?’ I croaked.

‘In Manchester,’ he murmured happily. ‘In one of the only two fine Armenian restaurants in Western Europe. The other, I am happy to say, is also in Manchester.’

‘I shall have some Armenian food sent in,’ I said, ‘and with no further delay or shilly-shallying. See to it that there is lots of houmous. And whom do you really work for?’

‘You would be horribly sick. And I work for the Professor of Psychiatry in the University Hospital of North-East Manchester, if you want to know.’

‘I don’t care how sick I would be – it would provide employment for these nurses, who seem to be disgracefully underworked. And I don’t believe a word of this North-East Manchester nonsense: only London is allowed to have points of the compass, everyone knows that. You are clearly one of these impostors, probably struck off the register for using an unsterilized button-hook.’

He leaned close to me again.

‘Arseholes,’ he murmured.

‘That too, probably,’ I rejoined.

We became rather friends at that point – was it what he would have called aversion-therapy? – and he agreed that he might see his way to sending in a little houmous and hot Armenian bread and perhaps a touch of that lovely sour-bean salad with a chick-pea or two sculling about in it. He also said that I might be allowed a visitor.

‘Who would visit me?’ I asked, shedding another ready tear.

‘There’s droves of them,’ he leered, ‘queues of juicy little shicksas wanking in the waiting-room; it’s becoming quite a health-hazard.’

‘Oh, bollocks,’ I said.

‘Suck ’em,’ he replied. Salt of the earth, some of these doctors.

Having settled the amenities he became less human and got down to business.

‘I won’t bother to tell you what’s the matter with you,’ he said crisply, ‘because you’d only ask me to spell it and I can’t. You might call it traumatic massive neurasthenia if you were a country GP thirty years out of date. Someone of your age might well call it a nervous breakdown, which is how mentally inadequate people describe a syndrome of boring signs and symptoms exhibited by people who find that they have bitten off more than they can emotionally chew.’

I thought about that.

‘The answer to that,’ I said at last, ‘is in the plural again.’

He thought about that.

‘Now I come to think of it,’ he said judicially, ‘you could just be right. However, what matters is that I’ve had you under heavy sedation for a good long time and I think you’re now pretty well all right – at any rate, as all right as you were before, ha ha. You may find yourself crying a little from time to time but it’ll pass. I’m going to give you stimulants now – one of the methedrines – they’ll soon sort you out. In the meantime, just go on using the Kleenex, ha ha, and cry as much as you like.’

My lower lip trembled.

‘No, no!’ he shouted, ‘not now! Because here’ – and with this he flung open the door like an exhibitionist’s mackintosh – ‘here is your visitor!’

It was Jock who stood in the doorway.

I felt the blood draining out of my brain; I think I may have shrieked. I know I fainted. When consciousness came back there was still Jock in the doorway, although I clearly – all too clearly – remembered having kicked his head in, weeks before, as he lay in the grip of that quagmire.

He was grinning uncertainly, as though unsure of his welcome; his head was bandaged, there was a black patch over one of his eyes and new gaps in his few, strong, yellow teeth.

‘You all right, Mr Charlie?’ he asked.

‘Thanks Jock, yes.’ Then I turned to Dr Farbstein.

‘You disgusting bastard,’ I snarled, ‘you call yourself a doctor and spring things like this on your patients? What are you trying to do, kill me?’

He chuckled happily, making a noise like a cow defecating.

‘Psychotherapy,’ he said. ‘Shock, terror, rage. Probably done you a power of good.’

‘Hit him, Jock,’ I pleaded. ‘Hard.’ Jock’s face fell.

‘He’s all right, Mr Charlie. Honest. I been playing gin rummy with him every day. Won pounds.’

Farbstein slid out, doubtless on his way to spread a little more sunshine elsewhere. He was probably a very good doctor, if you like that kind of doctor. When I felt a little better I said ‘Look, Jock …’

‘Forget it Mr Charlie. You only done it because I asked you to. My mum would have done the same if she’d been there. Lucky you wasn’t wearing boots, reely.’

I was a bit startled: I mean, I suppose Jock must have had a mummy at some stage but I couldn’t quite visualize her, least of all in boots. I suddenly felt desperately tired and fell asleep.

When I awoke, Jock was perched decorously on the end of my bed, looking hungrily out of the window at what can only have been a giggle of passing nurses.

‘Jock,’ I said, ‘how on earth did they …’

‘Range Rover. They got a sort of winch on the axle; wound me out with it. Didn’t half hurt. Dislocated me shoulder, cracked a couple of ribs and give me a double rupture in me actual groin. All sorted out now.’

‘Is your eye, er, badly hurt?’

‘It’s gorn,’ he said cheerfully. ‘You put the leather smack into it and I was wearing me contack lenses. The nurses like me patch, romantic they call it. I’m not having no glass eye, bugger that, me uncle had one and swallowed it, never got it back.’

‘Goodness,’ I said feebly, ‘how was that?’

‘He put it in his mouth, see, to warm it up and make it so it would slip in the socket easy, then he hiccupped, having been on the piss the night before. Down it went. Cured the hiccups but he never saw the eye again.’

‘I see.’ How the other half lives; to be sure. There was a long and happy silence.

‘Never got it back?’ I wondered aloud.

‘Nah. Me uncle even got the croaker to have a look up his bum but he said he couldn’t see nothink. “Funny,” says me uncle, “I can see you as clear as anythink, doctor.” ’

‘Jock, you’re a bloody liar,’ I said.

‘Mr Charlie?’

‘Speaking.’

‘You don’t half owe me a lot of wages.’

‘Sorry, Jock. You shall have them as soon as I am strong enough to lift a cheque-book. And, now I come to think of it, I’ve got a hefty Employer’s Liability insurance policy on you; I think you get two thousand pounds for an eye. Out of my own pocket I shall buy you the finest glass eye that money can buy, even if I have to pay cash. Please wear it in the house; you can save the romantic black patch for your wenching expeditions.’

Jock lapsed into an awed silence: in his world people only get two thousand pounds by doing highly illegal things which earn you five years in the nick. I fell asleep again.

‘Mr Charlie?’ I opened a petulant eyelid

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘this is still I.’

‘You remember when you went to see that Colonel Blucher geezer at the American Embassy?’

‘I remember vividly.’

‘Well, he’s here. Well, any road, he comes here every day almost. He’s got them all jumping except Doctor Farbstein; I reckon Doctor Farbstein reckons he’s a Kraut.’

‘That figures.’

‘Funny thing is,’ he went on, ‘he never asks me nothing – Blucher I mean – just asks are they looking after me and would I like a Monopoly set to play with the nurses with.’

I waited while he subsided into helpless giggles.

‘Jock,’ I said gently when he had finished. ‘I know Colonel Blucher’s here. As a matter of fact, he’s right behind you, standing in the doorway.’

He was. So was a huge, black, automatic pistol, which was pointing unerringly at Jock’s pelvis. (Very nice, very professional: the pelvic region doesn’t move around nearly as much as the head and the thorax. A bullet there, smashing through bladder and privates and all the other butcher’s offal we keep in our pelvic girdles, is just as certain as one between the eyes and, I’m told, a great deal more painful.)

Blucher ostentatiously flicked on the safety-catch and magicked the pistol away into the waistband of his trousers. That is a very good place to carry a pistol while you still have a waist-line; afterwards the bulge becomes a little ambiguous.

‘Sorry about the dramatics, gentlemen,’ he said, ‘but I thought this might just be a good time to remind you that you are alive right now because I put in a request for you. I can change my mind at any time I feel I have to.’

Well, really! I cringed of course, but it was only partly funk: the rest was embarrassment at his lamentable bad taste.

‘Are you aware,’ I asked bravely, ‘that you are occupying space which I have other uses for? Or rather, for which I have other uses?’

‘I like P.G. Wodehouse too, sir,’ he rejoined, ‘but I would hesitate to use any kind of flippancy in the situation you find yourself in. Or rather, in which you find yourself.’

I gaped at the man. Perhaps he was human after all.

‘What exactly do you want me to do?’ I asked.

‘Well, it’s more who, really. Think of someone young and beautiful and fabulously rich.’

I thought. I thought briefly because I am not wholly stupid.

‘Mrs Krampf,’ I said.

‘Right,’ he said. ‘Marry her. That’s all.’

‘All?’

‘Well, practically all.’

‘I need to go back to sleep, ‘I said. Back to sleep is where I went.
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4. Mortdecai applies his razor-keen brain to the proposition


O Sorrow, wilt thou live with me

No casual mistress, but a wife.

In Memoriam



To tell the truth, that was not one of the times when I enjoyed a long and untroubled repose. Well, look, do you remember the last time you were told that you could continue living on the condition that you married a madly beautiful, sex-happy she-millionaire whom you were pretty sure had murdered her last husband in an almost undetectable way? Did you get in the wholesome eight hours of sleep?

The actual sequence of events was that I awoke, sat up and chewed fingernails, cigarettes and Scotch whisky – not necessarily in that order – for an hour or two. (I need scarcely tell you that Jock had smuggled me in a bottle of Messrs Haig and Haig’s best and brightest.)

Those secret agents and chaps that you read about in the story-books would have had it all figured out to the last bloodstain in a moment, I don’t doubt, but I had not their resilience, nor their youth. Perhaps, too, I was not, in those days, quite as clever as I am now. After a while I said ‘bollox’ and ‘I dunno’ and ‘soddem’ – in that order, this time – and went back to sleep after all. I don’t really know why I troubled to wake up in the first place, for it was evident to the most casual eye that the old anti-Mortdecai conspiracy still had its hand on the wheel, its finger on the pulse and its thumb up to the knuckle-joint. ‘Soddem’ was without doubt the best phrase I had coined that day. I said it again. It seemed to help.

‘I gotta get me bottle back,’ mumbled Jock the next day, sitting on my bed and watching Nurse Quickly deal with my neglected toenails.

‘Oh, I’d not worry about that, Jock. They’re sending us off on a convalescent holiday to the Lake District tomorrow – a couple of lungfuls of mountain air and you’ll be as full of fight as a lion. It’s all these nurses that have been sapping your strength.’ He shifted uneasily.

‘I don’t reckon you quite got the idea about “bottle”, Mr Charlie. It isn’t just guts, it’s more like sort of relishing using your guts. You know, like sort of having a bit of a laugh when you’re duffing someone up.’

‘I think I see,’ I said, shuddering thoughtfully and strumming one of Nurse Quickly’s gorgeous breasts with a newly trimmed great toe. Without a flicker of expression she drove half an inch of scissor-point into my other foot. I didn’t scream; I have a bit of bottle myself, you know.

A moment later, when she had completed my pedicure, Jock took the scissors gently from her and with one hand crumpled them up. Then he held out his spade-like hand, cupped. Nurse Quickly leaned forward until the breast previously referred to rested in his
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