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Praise for Salmon Fishing in the Yemen

‘This highly original novel blends satire with gentle humanity in a tale of what happens when idealism meets self-serving politics and bungling bureaucracy . . . A stunning debut’ Daily Mail

‘This is a book of considerable charm, an echochamber of a dozen different voices adroitly ventriloquised . . . [it is] a moral tale about the importance of believing in something and the comparative importance of everything else’ Independent

‘Paul Torday’s debut novel is about an impossibility . . . And the remarkable thing is that a book about so deeply serious a matter can make you laugh, all the way to a last twist that’s as sudden and shocking as a barbed hook . . . To write a novel lampooning the looking-glass world of Blairite government must have given Torday as much gruesome fun as he gives his readers . . . Salmon Fishing is extraordinary indeed, and a triumph’ Guardian

‘[A] remarkable, unusual debut novel about political spin and unlikely dreams brought vividly to life . . . [Torday has] a rare talent’ Herald

‘[A] tender-hearted book . . . [a] thoroughly enjoyable debut’ Sunday Times

‘Captivates the grumpiest reader within moments . . . if you imagine The Office crossed with Yes, Minister, you may get some inkling of how very funny it is . . . the intelligence, inventiveness and humanity of this novel in comparison to the usual run of literary fiction is as wild salmon to farmed’ Telegraph

‘A beguiling tale of unexpected heroism and lateblooming love’ Daily Express

‘I really loved this book’ Bill Nighy

‘It is light, but succeeds in an ambitious project: making a book about fishing readable, even touching. Fish may not be your bag, but it is the capacity for commitment and belief that makes for good reading’ New Statesman

‘Paul Torday’s bizarrely moral debut offers whimsy, sitcom humour, numerous swipes at the two-faced carry-on of egocentric politicians – including a joke, Blair-like prime minister – and more than a love song to the noble art of angling as practised by dreamers and romantics. It also suggests that anything can be attempted, providing someone is willing to pay’ Irish Times

‘Salmon Fishing in the Yemen is an entertaining and successful debut . . . it is warmly recommended to anyone searching for feelgood comedy with surprising bite’ Sunday Telegraph

‘[A] wonderful first novel . . . really funny . . . a book you can’t put down easily. Torday has an easy command of the gripping twists that play readers through the streams of a story, and at the same time he’s a master of character . . . a tour de force’

Evening Herald

‘[A] delightfully funny debut . . . It’s funny, ambitious, multi-layered and quirkily imaginative, yet still – especially in the case of a sub-plot featuring a deniable British raid inside Iran – frighteningly relevant’

Scotsman

‘Suffused with warmth; with magic and a fond quirkiness . . . This is a clever book encompassing sport, political spin and scientific experimentation. Torday’s ease with language is masterful; and he has a beautifully judged sense of place . . . There’s a clever sense of denouement, but ultimately it’s the characters that make this page-turning tale shine’ Irish Examiner

‘An amusing satire on the tensions between the West and the Middle East, and a commentary on the value of belief to mankind . . . The success of the book lies in the charm of Mr Torday’s storyline – his love of salmon fishing shines through his text – and his skill at portraying the petty officialdom and manipulativeness of modern government. Adding breadth is a sharply drawn cast of characters’ Economist
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‘A compelling blend of morality and satire’ Sunday Mirror

‘Witty and well-crafted – a delightful gothic fantasy’ Guardian

Available now from W&N


Extract from The Death of an Owl by Paul Torday and Piers Torday

3

1983

I first met Andrew Landford by chance. It was a dour, muggy afternoon in the early autumn of my final year, and I had nothing to do. That is to say, I had two essays to write for a tutorial later in the week, a lecture to attend, and a week’s reading to catch up on. As I felt all these tasks could wait a little longer, I had arranged to wander up to the university rifle range and have a look around. The Oxford Rifle Club was on a recruiting drive. I had been promised that one of their star members, a third year with plenty of experience, would meet me at the range and show me how it worked.

The man who met me was taller than me, over six foot, with curly black hair framing a pale face, a strong mouth and nose and greenish eyes.

We introduced ourselves. He regarded me for a moment, as if weighing up a potential opponent. ‘I know. You’re the chap who wrote that profile of the mighty Maldwyn. Most unexpected.’ It wasn’t clear whether this referred to my ability to produce an article or Maldwyn’s sudden elevation. He frowned, then broke into a friendly smile. ‘Well, come and see how it all works.’

He showed me the gun cupboard where the rifles were kept. Most belonged to the club, but Andrew had his own weapon, a Rigby which he took out and let me handle.

‘It’s beautiful,’ I said. The polished stock and the dull metal barrel were the work of a master craftsman. I gave the gun back to him but instead of locking it away, he signed it out in the book and carried the rifle and a box of shells down to the range itself. There he showed me how to lie in the firing position, and how to squeeze off the shot, using a blank. He had an ease with the gun that was extraordinary to watch, cocking it open, loading, taking aim and ejecting the spent cartridge almost in a single movement, as if the rifle were merely an extension of his arm. I tried to copy him, in a ham-fisted way. He watched without comment for a few minutes.

Then he said, ‘Right. How about some live firing?’

‘Are you sure? I don’t want to kill anyone.’

‘I won’t let you kill anyone,’ said Andrew. ‘Get yourself comfortable and put the ear defenders on, while I set up the target.’

Twenty minutes later, my ears still ringing despite the defenders I’d worn, we left the range. I felt rather shaky, but elated at the same time. I had hit the target several times, including one shot that clipped the edge of the bull.

‘You did well,’ said Andrew.

‘Hardly.’

I’d just watched Andrew fire three quick shots into the bull. My face was flushed and my fingers were trembling with the focus and effort but Andrew remained pale and cool, as if we had just been sitting around reading books, rather than pumping rounds of live ammunition into paper cutouts of enemy soldiers. His control and mastery gave me a strange thrill, but at the same time I felt uneasy. There was something about his white-knuckled grip on the gun, his determination to hit the bull every time, that I found unattractive, even alarming.

‘I’ll never make it to your level,’ I managed to say.

‘You can‘t know that,’ he replied, adding, ‘I taught myself. It’s just a matter of practice. Most things in life are.’

I thanked him again and went back to my flat.

By that time I was living in rented rooms outside college, sharing a small flat with a law student called Mark Davidson. He was making tea and toast when I arrived. He handed me a slice and a cup and put some more toast under the grill for himself. I described my experience at the range to him.

‘Oh, you met the College Swan, did you? You are honoured.’

‘The College Swan?’

‘That’s what they call Andrew Landford. He likes to make it look as if everything he does is effortless, but underneath the water he’s paddling away furiously. Did he tell you he’s got a blue, or half-blue, or whatever they give you if you shoot for the university?’

‘No, he didn’t mention it.’

‘He wouldn’t. He cultivates an air of extreme modesty, but he is the most fiercely competitive man I’ve ever met. He’s a bit much for most people.’

‘Why do you think he never comes to Merlin’s?’ I asked. ‘I know he’s a member. I saw his name on the list.’

‘Most people think it’s because he’s too grand. I don’t agree. He’s just bored by other undergraduates. He’s too grown up for most of us. Did he mention that he was captain of the university ski team as well?’

‘No.’

‘You see? He never talks about himself. He knows we all do it anyway. He doesn’t need to be a self-publicist when everyone else is gossiping about him.’

‘Anything else I should know about this paragon?’ I asked. I was already beginning to feel I disliked Andrew Landford, although he had done nothing to deserve such a reaction.

Mark took a contemplative gulp of tea and frowned.

‘Why, are you planning a piece on him?’ I shook my head. ‘Still, I’d watch yourself with that. There is one thing . . . I don’t know if it’s true or not. But I heard this story in the college bar one night. Something about him poking someone’s eye out with a punt pole.’

‘That sounds improbable.’

‘It does, rather. But apparently he was trying to impress some girl or other with his prowess on the water, and these tourists – who were drunk – kept getting in the way, bumping their boat, giggling and splashing them. The tourists followed them halfway up the Cherwell. Landford brushed it off at first, until one of them leaned over and said something to the girl in Spanish.’

‘What?’

‘I have no idea, but the story goes that Andrew’s reply was in the language that needs no translation. He flipped his pole out of the water and sent the man head over heels into the drink.’

I laughed, but Mark didn’t.

‘It could have been much worse. As it was the poor chap clipped his eye on the corner of the boat and had to go to the Radcliffe. They say the surgeons couldn’t save it, but I have no idea if that’s really true.’

‘Did he press charges?’

‘If he did, I never heard about it. It’s quite possible Landford paid him off. He’s very rich, of course. Parents own a gold mine or a tea plantation or something. He doesn’t have to work when he leaves here.’

‘But you said he was competitive. Doesn’t that mean he is ambitious as well?’

Mark wiped a drop of melted butter from his chin and grinned at me.

‘Oh, he only wants to be the youngest prime minister since Pitt.’

A couple of days later I was in college for a tutorial. When it was over, I walked across the quad, heading






























Also by Sunday Times bestseller Paul Torday:
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‘Exceptionally accomplished . . . Torday has managed a near masterpiece’ Daily Express

Late one summer evening, Wilberforce - rich, young, and work-obsessed - makes a detour on his way home to the vast undercroft of Caerlyon Hall, and the domain of Francis Black, a place where wine, hospitality and affection flow freely.

Through Francis, Wilberforce is initiated into a life rich in the promise of friendship and adventure, where, through his new set of friends, the possibility of finding acceptance and even falling in love, seems finally to be within his reach.

In the cellars of Caerlyon, Wilberforce nurtures a new-found passion for wine. But even the finest wine can leave a bitter aftertaste and Wilberforce will learn the undercroft’s unpalatable secrets and that passion comes at a price . . .

‘The whole book is delightfully written . . . Paul Torday is a remarkably original novelist’ Evening Standard

‘Grows more and more poignant as the novel progresses . . . satisfyingly full-bodied and slips down a treat’ The Sunday Times

Buy the ebook
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‘This is an exciting novel - part love story, part psychological thriller - which confounds your expectations as it tightens its grip’ Mail on Sunday

Michael is dressing for dinner at a friend’s country house in Ireland. As he descends the staircase, he admires a small painting of a landing. In the background is a woman clad in a dark green dress. During dinner, Michael comments on the painting to his hosts but they say there is no woman in the picture. When Michael goes up to bed later, he sees that they are correct.

This is only the first in a series of incidents that lead Michael to question his grip on reality. His wife Elizabeth is unsettled by the changes she sees in a man she originally married because he was dependable and steady, not because she loved him. She realises she has never really known Michael and as he changes, she sees glimpses of someone she could fall in love with...

‘The best book of the year...a truly astonishing take on what appears on the surface to be mental illness and turns out to be something far darker’ Sunday Express

‘The story of Michael Gascoigne’s strange affinity with the wilderness unravels slowly, tantalisingly’ Guardian

Buy the ebook
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‘Dog food, stately homes, gullible rich widows and a hostage crisis all combine in a tragicomical contemporary morality tale packed with wit, pathos and sharp class observation.’ Daily Mail

Hector Chetwode-Talbot, Eck to his friends, has left the army when he is approached by an old army pal, Bilbo Mountwilliam. Bilbo runs an investment fund company and business is booming. Bilbo persuades Eck to join the company as a ‘greeter’ for moneyed clients. All Eck has to do is supply the contacts with entertainment and large G&Ts and then the fund managers will do the rest.

Soon Eck is able to buy himself a luxury sports car and decadent flat. It is on a golfing trip to France that Eck first meets Charlie Summers, a fly-by-night entrepreneur whose latest scheme is to import Japanese dog food into the UK.

Soon Charlie lands on Eck’s doorstep, intent on staying and relaunching his dog food business in the area. But with the financial crash looming, Eck begins to ask himself if they are so very different...

‘Torday is one of the most original voices in modern fiction’ London Metro

‘A lively credit crunch satire...This debonair and elegantly written farce borrows from Wodehouse and Sharpe’ Independent

Buy the ebook
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‘A pacy adventure story’ Sunday Telegraph

Traumatised by a tour of duty in Iraq, Richard Gaunt returns home to his girlfriend with very little of a plan in mind. Finding it difficult to settle into civilian life, he turns to drink and gambling - and is challenged to a bet he cannot resist. All he has to do is walk from London to Oxford in under twelve hours. 

But what starts as a harmless venture turns into something altogether different when Richard recklessly accepts an unusual request from a stranger . . .

‘A high-octane and life-affirming adventure’ Daily Express

‘A 39 Steps-style hero, Gaunt’s adventures thrill and unsettle us’ Telegraph ' Argus

Buy the ebook
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‘A gloriously enjoyable wallow of a read’ Daily Mail

Ed Hartlepool has been living in self-imposed exile for five years, but with a settlement regarding his inheritance looming, he must return to his ancestral seat, Hartlepool Hall. On his return, he discovers that his father has left him, along with the house, a seven million-pound-tax bill, two massive overdrafts, an 80-year-old butler, and a vast country estate that is creaking at the seams. Not only that, but there is a strange woman in residence - Lady Alice - who seems to have made herself very much at home. 

With the debts mounting, it seems that Ed’s only recourse is to turn to his friend Annabel’s new boyfriend, a property developer who plans to turn Hartlepool Hall into luxury flats and a golf course. But can Ed save his inheritance without such a drastic move? And is Lady Alice really the person she claims to be?

‘This is a novel about decay and destruction, but bracingly unsentimental and surprisingly moving’ Guardian

‘A deliciously dark comedy about class, snobbery and a vanishing way of life’ Good Housekeeping

Buy the ebook
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For literary discussion, author insight, book news, exclusive content, recipes and giveaways, visit the Weidenfeld & Nicolson blog and sign up for the newsletter at:

www.wnblog.co.uk

For breaking news, reviews and exclusive competitions

Follow us [image: images] @wnbooks

Find us [image: images] facebook.com/WNfiction






About the Author

Paul Torday burst on to the literary scene in 2006 with his first novel, Salmon Fishing in the Yemen. It was an immediate international bestseller that has been sold in
25 countries and is now also a film starring Ewan McGregor, Kristen Scott Thomas and Emily Blunt. His subsequent novels have all been published to great critical acclaim. He is married with two sons by a previous marriage, has two stepsons and lives close to the River North Tyne.
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Onsereen picture of a
dishwasher

Studio applause

Contestant (in shot with presener,
shaking hands)

“Thank you very much, Mr
Mubammad, what s t
machine?”

Male vio
“Farrukh, tonight you have won a
dishwasher with fourteen place
settings, a six-wash programme,
three wash temperatures, a high-
erade stainless steel interior, &
double waterproof system and a
child safety lock. You can load it
with porcelain, crystal glasses,
bone-handled cutlery and it won't
do the slightest damage. And
theresa three-year parts and labour|
warranty”

Muhammad Jaballah (in vision)
“A big hand for Farrukh. And now
let's welcome our next contestant!”|
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Presenter studio
1.20

Dramatic background music

Audience shots of No!"and “Way
0 g0, Farrukh!”

Muhammad Jaballah (in shot with
contestant)

“Okay, Farrukh, here’s the first
question

what animal can cross the desert
for ten days without any food or
water?

Contestant (close up)
It sounds like a

Mubammad Jaballah (close up)
“Don't guess now, Farrukh. Don’t
say the first thing that comes into
ise you'll be on
Your way back to Dugan with
nothing, and we wouldn'tlike that
now, would we?”

Contestant (in shot with presenter)
isa.

Mubammad Jaballah (close up)
“Before you answer, Farrukh, have
alook at these choices and tell me
which of these thre possible
answers is the correct one.”

Multiple-choice question
0030

Male vio
“Okay, Farrukh, if you can answer
correctly which of these three
animals can cross the desert for ten
days without food or water, then
you will win the firstof to
major prizes
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NN N B lost his
mother and stood in the middle of the street screaming.
Sunday papers arrived at last four weeks late but before we
had a chance to clean up and read them we were given new.
orders.

H I I B -
(SN O D N didn'c chink we
were supposed to be that close to the [ INEEEEG—_—
Anyway, orders is orders and I suppose we've got to go there.
1 haven’t even been allowed time to go back to base and get
a change of clothes. A clean shirt would be nice.

Thinking of you all the time, much love
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Theme music

Still photograph of a Pakistani
male in his carly tw

Prizes for the People.”
Male voicelover

“Farrukh from Dugan will be our
first contestant. But for now let’
learn more about Dugan, the
wonderful village which Farrukh
comes from.”

Presenter location link
060

Dugan, Northern Frontier Distrit,
Pakistan

Presenter walks through the ruins
of drystone-walled houses,
surrounded by the remains of an
almond grove in blossom.

ed stumps indicate
recent fire. Presenter stops in front
of the remains of one house.
distinguished by a bomb crater in
front of it

Muhammad Jaballah (in vision)
“Thisis Dugan, oncea thriving
village inthe north of Pakistan, set
amidstbeautiful almond groves
with snoweapped mountains
behind. A lovely place, and ina
‘moment we'll meet the lovely
people who live here.
Sadly, s youcan see, a Tomahawk
cruise missile landed here a

‘months agoand did some damage.
The house behind me was Farrukhs
andunfortunately the explosion
Knocked down most o the building,
andsome of Farrukh’s family were:
fatalities.

But, hey, that’s why we're here o,
try and bring a smile back onto the
faces of Farrukh and his friends”

Presenter studio
0040

Muhanmad Jaballa
on'set, in the studi
He is wearing black robes cdged
with gold. In the backeround are
cuto

inflated plastic camel pokes its
head up above the dunes while
Muhammad speaks.

now seen

Mubammad Jaballah (in vision)
“Tonight Farrukh and his friends
from his village, Imran and
Hassan, will compete in the very
first show of Prizes for the People.
Tam thrilld o have this
opportunity to change their lives.
This is more than justa quiz show
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So good to hear from you. I'm sure this letter will take
ages o get 1o you bur where we are now is abour a
I il from anywhere Under Security Regu-
lations Chapter X11 Section 83 all references which might indi-
cate the location, intention or capability of a wnit must be
deleted from correspondence. Security Office, BEPO Basra and
the hear is at least [l degrees in the shade See above.
Security Office, BFPO Basra. 1 am not allowed to tell you
what we are doing but it is nor a whole lot of fun, and
conditions arc [N DN The Iragis
are cither very friendly or absolutely murderously
| O W so a lctter from
home is a chance to escape and forger all this for a few
minutes. Keep writing. Each letter you send me is like a long
cool drink of water.

Il stop now. The [N ccnsor at Basra will
probably delete most of this anyway. Sir or Madam, as
noted eatlier, under Chapter X11 Section 83 we are required by
military regulations to delete references i private cor-
respondence which might compromise the unit concerned or
othenvise act against the interests of British forces. Security
Office, BEPQ Basra
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Find out what Farrukh thinks the
right answer is afir the break”

COMMERCIAL BREAK

Presenter studio Muhammad Jaballah (in vision)
‘arrukh, is the answer A, B, or C?
Take your time now”

Contestant (in close up)
sa

Muhammad Jaballah (in close up)

Dramatic music “Take your time, Farrukh — you
don’twant to get this first question.
wrong. But, give me the right
answer and the first of tonight’s
fabulous prizes will be yours.”

Contestant (close up)

Audience applause . isa camel, no?"

Muhammad Jaballah (in close up)

Audience laughter “Well done, Farrukh. Its the right
answer Itis a camel!”

Muhammad Jabal ion
Inflatable canel jogs up and down | “And here’s the first big pri
the dunes tonight, Farrukh, and it yours to

take home with you to Dugan after
the show tonight”
Audience applase.
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he camera pans across (0 two
chairs facing each other centre
tage at the front of the set.
Thheme music

The first contestant, Farrukh,
enters from stage left and walks
across to it opposite Muhammad
Applause

we're going (o do good.”

Male vio
“And now a big welcome for
Farrukh from Dugan!”

Presenter studio
100

Mubammad Jaballah
“Tell us about yourself, Farrukh.
Where do you come from?”

Contestant (camera pans across)
I come from Dugan, in the Tribal
Areas.

Muhammad Jaballah (in vision)
“Farrukh, in a few moments we are.
going 10 ask you a question. Not
very hard, but you have o get it
vight. But first tell us about Du

Contestant in shot with presenter)
“Dugan i a very beautiul village:
butit has been a litle it exploded.
“The generator is blown up and the

and some of the houses have fallen
down.

Muhammad Jaballah (in vision)
Farrukh, that’s very sad, and I hope
that today you will be able to win
some prizes. So now lets see if you
can answer the first question?”

Theme music

Fade to black, then back in vision
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N N e drove down a street and suddenly
L1 | | PN
pointing the wrong way. [l NN N
[ I N N :nid the helicopter
arrived after a few anxious minutes, [INEEG_—_—_
I N B .
very beautiful old mosque with blue tiles [N
I I I picces as a result of an error by a
US Cobra pilor. Apart from that nothing exciting has hap-
pened, it is mostly the hear and the flies that get us down.
Yesterday we drove into a village near [N
I and came across a small boy in
the streer. There had been a visit by the Sunni insurgents
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Episode One
(Duration 30 minutes)

Prizes for the People

Theme music

Presenter welcome and
introduction
0030

Presenter is standing in the ruins
ofavillage

Muhammad Jaballah (in vision)
“Goodevening. 'm Muhammad
Jaballah, and I'm standing here in
the middie of the village of Dugan
inthe Northern Frontier District of
Pakistan. The villagers of Dugan
have been going through a tough
time recently, s their government
battlesfor the control of the area
with the Taliban andal-Qaeda. But
now things are about o change for
them. They are going o joinme in
my new show, a show that il est
the wits of contestants from all over
the Middle Eastand Asia. And, if
they gettherightanswers, their lives|
will undergo the most incredible
transformation. They will wir
prizes beyond their wildest dreams
Welcome o our great new show,






