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It’s a pretty risky thing to travel to another Universe and rescue someone that you don’t even like and generally isn’t a recommended course of action.

However, against his better judgement, Rufus Cobb is persuaded to do so by a beautiful woman. (Women, eh?) Little does he know what he’s letting himself in for.

Before he’s finished, he will find himself fulfilling someone’s centuries old prophecy in an oppressed country, which may seem somewhat familiar. Captured by the Black Guard and subjected to the Castilian Questioning by the Grand Questioner himself, Torquelauda, Cobb is responsible for igniting a revolution that will lead to the freedom of all Angleland. (Where? I hear you ask. Well, read the book and find out.)

And as if that wasn’t enough, having a showdown with the Gods themselves is enough to keep anyone on their toes. And talking of toes ... did I mention the one-legged man?

It’s all in here ... Love, Death, Sex, Violence, Destiny ... and many other words!



What others have said about this book ...

‘Excellent book by an up-and-coming new author. Full of rich characterisation and intriguing plotting.’ - The Gosport Evening Gazette.

‘I couldn’t disagree more with The Gosport Evening Gazette book reviewer. The book was trite and uninteresting. A rehash of other books, containing nothing original. A cheapo version of Harry Potter.’ - The Gosport Herald.

‘Well ... The Gosport Herald book reviewer should take a more adult look at the books she is reviewing. There is actually more to life than books on “How To Re-Energize Your Life by Buying More Shoes!” and “Slimming Down ... Doing Away with the Unnecessary People in Your Life!” ’ - The Gosport Evening Gazette.

‘The Gosport Evening Gazette book reviewer is doing what he always does, belittling a woman’s needs because he doesn’t understand them. All I ever asked for was to be treated as an equal. And another thing, the Royal Doulton tea set was a wedding present from my mother. I want it back!’ - The Gosport Herald.

‘The Gosport Herald book reviewer is going off into another of her flights of fancy. No doubt put up to it by her Solicitor at my expense. She is totally overlooking the fact that I gave up being the sports reporter and took up this poncey job of book reviewing just to please her! By the way, the tea set was a present to both of us! Maybe we should just sell it and split the proceeds. - The Gosport Evening Gazette.

‘You Son of a (deleted)! Do you want me to come round there and give you a fat lip?’ The Gosport Herald.

‘How, the same way you got yours? With Botox injections? Ha Ha!’ - The Gosport Evening Gazette.

The Editor. ‘Both of the reviewers should re-think their current attitudes towards their profession. They are supposed to be unbiased journalists but have allowed their personal feelings to get in the way of their professional objectivity.

‘Incidentally, how much are you asking for the Royal Doulton tea set?’

The Publisher. ‘Okay, that’s it. Everyone stop talking, right now! The lawyers will be in touch with everyone concerned, shortly.’

‘A hat is a hat, and a

man has a wooden eye!’
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Old South Afreekan proverb
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The Universe they say began with a word, and the word was ... BANG!!

And in that moment the Universe and all that it contained ... Space, Time, Matter, all that would go on to become everything in Existence, was created. Then ... a split second later, there was another ... BANG!!

(Typical... it’s like buses isn’t it? You wait billions of years for a Big Bang to come along ... and then two come at once.)

But I digress. First there was a Big Bang, which created the Universe and then a second Bang that split that Universe into numerous other Universes, a Multiverse, all very similar but not exactly identical to each other.

It’s like holding up a cut glass crystal bowl and looking at your numerous reflections. Because of the angles they show the same object ... you ... but none of the images are the same as each other. That is what the Multiverse is like. Many, many streams of parallel lanes of existence, some so alike that if you browsed from one to the next you could perhaps be fooled into thinking that they were all the same.

Until that is, you notice that in one Universe all the bananas are blue. In the next, everyone speaks Swedish and then in another Universe ... Oh My God! There are dinosaurs running around and they’ve got really big teeth!!

Well ... you get the picture.

The ones next to each other are usually quite similar but the further you go away from your starting point, the more and more changes you see, until it becomes totally unrecognisable.

And then there’s also the fact that the people, wars, inventions etc. that shaped your Universe may not have happened in those other Universes. So it’s possible that the flow of history that you are familiar with didn’t happen in quite the same way in those other Universes, or vice versa. (Aren’t you glad you aren’t all speaking Swedish?)

The reason for the second Big Bang was that a man called Rufus Cobb jumped back through time to the very beginning of it all, carrying a piece of the original Dark Matter that had exploded and created the original Universe and the Space Time Continuum contained within it.

Yes ... a mere human like you or me (well, me anyway ... for all I know, you speak Swedish) caused the second explosion. And why/how did he do this? Well you’re going to have to read Split Infinity, the stunning debut novel by exciting new author Tony Rattigan to find that out, aren’t you?

Anyway, back to the exploding, Big Bang, Multiverse thingy. What happened next? I hear you ask. Well, once all the noise and the dust had died down, it all went quiet for a time. And then, for the first time in this Multiverse, out of the darkness came a voice ...

‘Erm ... hello ...?’

‘Hello? Anyone there ...?’

Silence was the only reply.

Then the owner of the voice said, ‘Oh dear, this isn’t good. I’m going to have to do something about this.’

So, he thought for a long, long time, and he made plans and he calculated ... er ... calculations. He would have to create something to fill the empty void that at present contained only him. But there had never been anything like this before, there were no points of reference for him, he would have to design it all from scratch. It would have to consist of many, many different parts that would all fit together like a jigsaw, to make a coherent whole.

There were so many things to consider, so many things to calculate, the effect that each little thing would have on every other little thing. Then, once he had designed his creation, he had to plan how it would grow and evolve over time. Then finally, when all the planning had been done and all the calculations had been made, there remained only one thing left to do ... put it into practice and see if it would work.

Finally, the time had come.

The time to see if all his planning and his careful design would work.

This was it ...

So, The Creator said, ‘Let there be Light ...!’

And there was Light and it was good and he saw the Light and called it “Day”.

And the Creator saw the Dark and called it ... “Swindon”.

Then he had a rethink and said, ‘Let’s call the Darkness “Night” ... best not warn them about Swindon ... let them find out for themselves.’

And the rest, as they say, is history.

So that’s how it all came to be. Your Universe, my Universe.

We’re going to take a look at one of those Universes now, the one where Rufus Cobb comes from (remember him? He’s the one responsible for all this.) In fact, we’re going to drop in on him now and see how he is doing.
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Endnote.

Swindon is a large town in Wiltshire, England, composed entirely of roundabouts. Everywhere two or more roads meet, they have built a roundabout. Some attribute this to mystical reasons ((Some say, ‘Those roundabouts are the Devil’s Acne!’)). These blemishes on the face of otherwise innocent and harmless roads culminate in the abomination known locally ((interestingly enough)) as “The Magic Roundabout”, a series of five roundabouts laid out in a circle.

These roundabouts interconnect in such a way that the exit lane from one roundabout is also the entry lane to the next roundabout, so it is virtually impossible to tell if you have the right of way, or should give way to oncoming traffic. It is the sort of Devilish construct that can only be safely navigated by the type of person who plays Soduku.

Just to give you another idea of what Swindon is like, it was recently twinned with Disney World. Says it all really, doesn’t it?
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​The Limping Man
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Rufus Cobb was having one of those days.

You know ... one of those days.

You know the ones, the sort of day where you just want to go home and be cruel to a small animal.

One of those days, where no matter how tightly you button up your collar, the rain still manages to get down your neck. That’s what was happening to Cobb now. He was wandering around Spitalfields market getting damper and damper.

And what is more, his boots were hurting him. He was breaking in a new pair of boots and they were still in that period where the leather was stiff and inflexible. That part across the top of the boot where it creased when you crouched down, was making his feet sore and the top of the boot was rubbing his leg. He was looking forward eagerly to that moment when one morning you didn’t notice them anymore, they just fitted perfectly.

Why do I do it? he asked himself, Why do I tramp around in the rain, asking stupid questions? but he already knew the answer to that. He loved a good mystery. That was why he became a policeman at first and then a private detective. He could never resist the opportunity to find out why something was the way it was. Of course he had to pass most of the time in low-level enquiries like this one but every once in a while ...

Cobb had been hired by the law firm of Sewem, Grabbit and Runne, to find a man with a heavy limp who had been witness to an accident nearby and had been seen limping off into Spitalfields Market. One of the parties of the accident had employed the law firm to represent them and they in turn had hired Cobb to find the man and get a statement from him exonerating their client.

Cobb was getting exasperated looking for the man in and around Spitalfields Market, he had been at it for two days now.

(In olden times, this was where they had grown fields of Spital. No, I don’t know what it is either ... but whatever it is, this is where they grew it, all right?)

He was getting tired of asking the same questions over and over and getting the same replies. He went to yet another trader and asked him, ‘Have you a seen a man around here with a pronounced limp?’

‘Pronounced limp?’

Cobb was bored with the same response to the same question and sarcastically replied, ‘Yes, l-i-m-p ... pronounced limp.’

‘No, I ain’t seen no one like that around.’

As well as being wet, Cobb was also getting hungry. He looked around for somewhere to eat. There were plenty of mobile stalls around selling all kinds of fast food but Cobb never ate from any of those. He had learnt his lesson on the streets, walking the beat as a young bobby.

Never eat at a restaurant that has a handbrake.

Never buy food from any place that won’t be there next morning.

That only left the café. It looked a bit of a dive, never mind a “greasy spoon” café, this was a “lube job on a full set of cutlery” café, but at least it was stationary.

Cobb entered the cafe and took a seat at the counter. He ordered a couple of fried egg sandwiches as he figured they couldn’t mix anything foreign into an egg like they could with sausage meat or a pie and they couldn’t mess up bread and butter too much.

As the café owner poured Cobb a cup of tea, he said, ‘I haven’t seen you around here before.’

‘No I don’t usually come around here. I’m looking for someone, I’m a private detective. Do you get to see most of the people who come into the market?’

‘Pretty much, sooner or later all the people who live or work around here come in for a cup of tea.’

‘I’m looking for a man with a bad limp.’

‘There are good limps?’ asked the café owner.

‘I mean it is a very heavy limp, hard to miss.’

‘What did he do?’

‘Oh, nothing wrong, he happened to witness an accident and I’m trying to find him so he can testify on behalf of my clients. It would be worth his while, there’s a reward in it for him.’

‘Any money in it for information about him?’ he asked Cobb.

‘Well if you know where he is there’d be a drink in it for you.’

‘Well yeah, I have seen a man with a limp come through here from time to time.’

‘When was the last time?’ asked Cobb.

‘Maybe a few days ago.’

‘Any idea where he went?’

‘You should speak to Lefty,’ replied the café owner. ‘I’ve seen them talking sometimes.’

‘Has he got a limp?’

‘No, he has a hunch-back but he knows someone with a hook.’

‘Well, shouldn’t the one with the hook be called Lefty?’ asked Cobb, puzzled.

‘No, he’s called Ginger, but he knows a man with a wooden leg called Gerald.’

Cobb couldn’t resist it, ‘All right ... what’s his other leg called?’

The café owner thought about it. ‘Dunno,’ he finally admitted.

‘Okay, okay, forget that, where can I find Lefty?’

‘He works at the Temple of Our Lady.’

‘Wait a minute, wait a minute’ mused Cobb, ‘Hunch-back, Temple of Our Lady ... he’s not the bell-ringer is he?’

‘No, he’s the grave-digger. Why?’

‘Oh no reason,’ replied Cobb, reasoning that the café owner wasn’t the literary type. ‘Are my egg sarnies ready yet?’
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After finishing his lunch he paid for it with a banknote and left without waiting for his change. An extravagant tip that paid for the information the cafe owner had given him.

He went to the Temple of Our Lady but Lefty wasn’t there. The priest suggested that Cobb came back next day.

Cobb got home later that afternoon and removed his wet overcoat. Then he joined Adele in the drawing room.

‘Hello there sweetheart,’ she welcomed him, ‘how’s your day been?’

‘Grim. It’s a filthy day out there. It hasn’t stopped raining all day and most of it went down my neck.’

‘Well, I did tell you to take an umbrella,’ she said.

Like any man, he was unwilling to admit when he was wrong, so he changed the subject. ‘What’re you up to, Adele? You’ve been on that for days,’ he asked her, as she sat at the dining table, surrounded once again by sheets of paper and several inkwells. He noticed that she also had her Book of Shadows open. She had been working on something for several days now but he just assumed that she was updating the book.

(The Book of Shadows was a reference book that every witch was supposed to possess. In it she recorded her spells and potions, along with any observations she made about the way that different herbs, plants etc. behaved when used medicinally. Or indeed, any other useful information that she could think of.

Apparently each witch was supposed to be given this book by her mother, in this way the knowledge was passed down from mother witch to daughter and thus was preserved through the ages, but that had not happened in Adele’s case. However, a Pils-Holstein witch named Zelda Temola had befriended Adele and she had given Adele her very own Book of Shadows, which was a copy of Zelda’s.)

Adele looked up from the sheet she was writing on, ‘Well, I’m writing a thesis on the use of Silver Nitrate in the early treatment of werewolf attacks. I’ve been wondering how best to announce my discovery to the world, so Thornton suggested that I write a paper and he thinks he might be able to arrange for it to be read at the Royal Society of Science and Magick. I might even get the chance to read it out myself.

‘Think what it will mean to mankind! If it can be used quickly enough there is every possibility that no one need ever be turned into a werewolf again, after being bitten by one. Assuming that there is Silver Nitrate nearby of course, but in areas where there are werewolves, I would imagine that they’ll lay in supplies, once they hear about this. Of course it needs some more study, proper study in a laboratory that is, to get the mix for the vaccine right. What Zelda and I did was make it all up on the spot so the quantities are a bit haphazard, they’ll need to sort that out first. But it’s a start, introducing this paper will lead to the proper research being carried out.’

(Cobb, Adele, Won Lungh and Jim Darby had not long before visited the country of Pils-Holstein in the Alpen Mountains, for a little “off the record” job for the Albion government. ((See Hair of the Dog.)) Although the mission was successful, unfortunately Jim Darby had been bitten by a werewolf. Faced with his imminent transformation in the next few days, Adele and her witch friend Zelda Temola, had rapidly concocted a cure for the affliction composed of Silver Nitrate and various herbs such as Wolfsbane. Against all expectations it had worked. Jim recovered successfully and had recently returned from Pils-Holstein, where he had remained behind to recuperate. Adele’s challenge now was how to spread this information throughout the scientific and medical community.)

‘Do you have to give a speech? Can’t you just post it to them?’ he asked her.

‘No, that’s the way these things work. You have to give a public reading or have an article published in a scientific journal, otherwise it’s not recognised.’

‘Sounds strange to me.’

‘Well, that’s just the world of Academia.’

‘That’s a type of nut, isn’t it?’ he joked.

‘No, that’s Macadamia nuts, you idiot.’

‘Oh, okay. Well anyway, that’s wonderful news! You clever girl,’ he kissed her. ‘So, maybe I should take you out tonight to celebrate.’

‘Well, that’s very thoughtful of you but if this is going to be read out in public before the best scientists and Magicians in Londum, then I’d better make sure it’s right. I need to work on this, I’ve got to get it all down before I forget any of it and then I have to sort it into some kind of order, so it makes sense. Some other time perhaps.’

‘Yeah, sure, no problem.’ He looked around the room, ‘Why can I smell fish?’ he asked her.

‘Because we’re having fish for dinner.’

‘Why are we having fish again? We had it the other day.’

‘It’s because of the old saying, “When the north wind doth blow ... then we shall have fish” ’ quoted Adele.

‘You’re making that up, there’s no such saying.’

‘Yes there is, it’s quite popular ... oop north.’

Cobb looked at her dubiously and picked up the paper. As he raised it up before him and he could no longer see Adele, she poked her tongue out at him and then broke into a big grin.

***
[image: ]


After they’d finished dinner and Won Lungh had cleared the table, Adele went to the sideboard and got out her Book of Shadows and her writing implements again.

Adele sat at the table and opening the Book of Shadows, took out the scientific paper she was working on, about the werewolf cure. ‘I’m afraid I’m going to be busy with this the rest of the evening,’ she told him.

‘Oh, that’s okay. I’ll go around to Thornton’s see if he’s in.’

‘Sorry,’ she said a little sheepishly.

‘Don’t worry,’ he said with a smile. ‘This is far more important to the world. You should get it done. It won’t be long now will it?’

‘Next week, I think. Ask Thornton if The Royal Society have given him a date yet, will you?’

‘Sure thing,’ said Cobb heading for the door.
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Cobb got home at a reasonable hour but as Adele was still working on her paper he went straight to bed. Sometime later, she packed her stuff away, turned down the gas lamp and followed him up.

She undressed, put on her nightie, and looked at his back, wistfully. He was facing away from her in the bed and she couldn’t tell if he was asleep or just pretending. She felt guilty, as she had been concentrating all her time and effort on the paper and ignoring Cobb. It was a shame as she felt like a cuddle, but she didn’t want to ask him, in case he really was just pretending and would say no. She felt like she was letting him down, always being busy lately and not having enough time for him.
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When Cobb came down next morning, Adele had already started work again on her paper and she had the Book of Shadows and her handwritten papers spread all over the dining table. Adele wasn’t certain but she thought Cobb looked a bit annoyed by this. He just sat down on the sofa and read the newspaper while they waited for Won Lungh to serve breakfast.

Adele thought she should try and make things up with Cobb, so she put down her pen and joined him on the sofa. She sidled along the sofa and started staring at him. ‘Will you still love me when I’m old and wrinkled,’ she asked, playfully.

Cobb, who was engrossed in the paper and not really paying attention, replied, ‘Of course I do.’

‘What?’ she exclaimed.

‘I’m sorry, I wasn’t ...’ and caught himself just in time. He’d nearly made the second big mistake. The first is not listening to a woman when she is talking to you. The second is admitting that you weren’t listening.

‘No, sorry, I didn’t hear what you said... what was the question again?’ he said anxiously.

‘I was wondering if you’ll love me forever,’ she told him.

‘Forever? I don’t know, that’s a long time.’

‘Okay then, will you love me for the rest of my life?’

‘Oh, I can do that, all right. Just let me get my revolver.’

‘Never mind,’ she said with a funny tone to her voice. ‘Go back to your paper.’ She continued staring at him. ‘Why do men over thirty-five have hairy ears?’ she asked him.

Cobb, who had learnt his lesson and was paying attention now answered, ‘It’s because when men get older they are more prone to a particular illness that can only be warded off by having warm ears. Some men who can’t grow ear hairs have to resort to wearing ear wigs.’

‘You’re making that up!’ she stated adamantly.

‘When the north wind doth blow, then we shall have fish!’ he countered.

‘Oh all right then, I’ll let you get away with it this time but ...’ her voice tailed off.

Cobb refused to play her games anymore and ignored her until she tugged desperately at his sleeve.

‘What now?’ he asked in exasperation. ‘I’ve just read the same paragraph four times!’ he looked at her but she was staring past him at something that had made her jaw drop.

He followed her line of sight until he saw ... a beautiful, blonde woman standing there. The door hadn’t opened and no one had entered the room but there she was, just standing there, looking at them! And the other amazing thing about her was how she was dressed. She wore a white-and-black, diamond-patterned outfit. Shockingly for Cobb’s day and age, she wore trousers! They came down to just below her knees and then she wore white socks all the way down to her shiny, black shoes with buckles on. And at her collar and wrist she wore ruffs. This was all topped off by a triangular hat in the same colours. Except for being white-and-black instead of red-and-black, it was the exact same outfit that Harlequin had worn.

Cobb threw down the paper and jumped to his feet. ‘Who are you?’ he demanded.

‘Please don’t be alarmed, I’m not going to hurt anyone, I’ve just come to ask for your help.’

‘What do you want from us?’ asked Cobb, puzzled, ‘and how did you get in here?’

‘Like this,’ she said and clicking her fingers she disappeared. A few seconds later she re-appeared.

‘I thought I recognised the outfit,’ said Cobb, ‘you’re one of Harlequin’s lot, aren’t you?’

She certainly was stunningly beautiful, Cobb had to admit but then, he reasoned, if you can look like anything you want, then why wouldn’t you look the best you can.

‘Ah, you remember Harlequin, good. Yes, you could say I’m one of his lot, an agent of the Gods ... actually I’m his wife, Columbine.’

Cobb remembered Harlequin all right. Cobb had died because of Harlequin!

The previous year, Cobb had been hired to do a job, by a major villain in the Londum underworld, Marcus Quist. Cobb normally wouldn’t have touched the job with a ten-foot barge pole but it had been a missing person case and that missing person had been Adele Curran, Quist’s stepdaughter. He couldn’t help but admit it; he had been attracted to her as soon as he saw her photograph.

Of course there was more to the case than just a missing person. Adele had stolen what she believed to be a very large diamond, The Heart of Infinity, from Quist but it actually contained a piece of the original Dark Matter that had created the Multiverse in The Great Blast, as their scientists called it.

But Quist wasn’t the only person on the trail of this diamond; there were a brotherhood of monks who had been protecting the Heart for millennia. It was stolen from them and they wanted it back. Flitting in and out of this was this strange character named Harlequin who seemed to be able to appear and disappear at will. He had kept popping up and warning Cobb to stay away from Adele, which naturally made him even more eager to find her.

Quist managed to recover The Heart of Infinity from Adele and broke into it to release the Dark Matter, which would give him mastery over all time and space. Cobb’s only chance to save his world was to grab Quist, the Dark Matter and jump to another Universe. Somehow, the Dark Matter made his jumps more powerful than any he had experienced before and, unable to control it, he had gone further and further back in time until he reached the point of Creation, The Great Blast, as scientists from his world called it. At this moment he ignited the Dark Matter causing a second Great Blast that shattered the Universe into countless identical Universes, the Multiverse.

This had killed Cobb and Quist. Adele however, managed to save him and bring him back to his own world, from Limbo. Once he was back, Harlequin explained to him that it was all part of a longstanding plan that he had concocted for Cobb to get involved, take the Dark Matter back to the beginning of Creation and then cause the second Great Blast, regardless of the consequences for Cobb. Oh yes, he remembered Harlequin all right!

Columbine looked Adele coldly up and down, ‘You must be Adele.’

‘Yes I’m Adele, so what?’

Columbine blanked her and turned back to Cobb. ‘I need your help to rescue Harlequin.’

Cobb noticed the cold shoulder for Adele. She must be the jealous type, he thought. When Harlequin had been amongst them, he had might it quite clear that he had taken a shine to Adele, which had disturbed Cobb but Adele had managed to ignore it (to her credit, he thought). He guessed that Harlequin’s wife had found out and was holding it against Adele.

‘Why, what’s happened?’ asked Adele.

Still ignoring her Columbine said to Cobb, ‘You remember that after you died,’ she indicated Adele, ‘she, assisted by Harlequin, went to Limbo and brought you back. Well thanks to her, to help you Harlequin broke one of our most sacred rules about no direct interference in the affairs of Man. And now he is paying the price.’

‘What do you mean?’ Cobb asked her.

‘The Gods were angry with him, so angry that they decided to punish him as an example to the rest of us. They stripped him of all his powers and made him mortal, he is human now. Then they banished him to one of the most awful Universes it is possible to be in. He is there now, living as a human,’ she almost spat the word, ‘and he has been left there to die.’

‘Whoa, whoa, that’s a bit melodramatic don’t you think?’ said Cobb. ‘Just because he’s human it’s not the end of the world, you know. Billions of us humans manage to survive quite nicely. And as for the Universe he is in ... well, dare I suggest that perhaps he is there because he deserves to be punished?’

‘Cobb ...’ Adele tried to interject but he ignored her.

‘He came here ruining our lives, all for his own selfish plans, he didn’t care what harm he did. Adele nearly died and I did die. And may I remind you that this world came within inches of being destroyed by Quist, all because of Harlequin’s stupid games. Well, if he’s in trouble now, it serves him right I say.’

‘But you don’t understand. It’s not just that he has been abandoned in this other world, now he has been arrested and imprisoned. I’m sure that he won’t last long. You must save him!’ she insisted’

‘I don’t must do nothing! Er ... I mean ... I don’t have to do anything,’ he enunciated carefully. ‘If Harlequin has got himself into trouble, then I’m sorry but he must get himself out of it.

‘You’re just being obstinate!’ said Columbine.

‘Obstinate is my middle name!’ retorted Cobb.

‘Really? I thought it was Alexander,’ said Adele.

Cobb and Columbine stared at Adele, open-mouthed.

‘Sorry. Just trying to ease the tension with a bit of levity,’ she said.

Columbine tried one last appeal. ‘But he’s there because of you, mortal!’

‘He’s there because of himself!’

‘Is that your last word?’

‘No, this is ... goodbye!’

Columbine looked at Cobb and then Adele and without another word, she faded away.

Adele said, ‘Don’t you think you were a bit -’

‘Nope.’

‘Couldn’t you at least –’

‘Nope.’

Cobb relaxed a little and told her, ‘Because of that idiot I nearly lost you forever and that I can never forgive him for that.’

What woman could argue against such reasoning? ‘Okay, Cobb, let’s forget it for now and have some breakfast.’ She went to the table and began clearing away her papers. ‘Give me a minute and I’ll clear this lot away.’

‘No, don’t bother on my account,’ he replied ‘I think I’ll just head out. Got some things to do today.’

‘But what about breakfast? Won Lungh is just about to bring it in.’

‘That’s all right, don’t bother. I’m not really hungry at the moment, I’ll er ... get something later,’ he told her. ‘Bye then.’ He came over to the table to kiss her but as she stood up to kiss him back she knocked over the inkwell, which fortunately missed her Book of Shadows but went all over her written pages.

‘Damn!’ she cursed, snatching up her papers before they could soak up the ink.

‘Look, you deal with that, I’ll see you later,’ he told her and left the drawing room.

She grabbed the blotting paper and tried to undo the damage. ‘But you can’t go out without any breakf-’ she stopped talking as she realised she was speaking to a closed door. She sat down and her shoulders sagged. ‘Oh dear,’ she sighed.
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As Cobb went about his business; he stopped off first at his nearest gun shop. When he had been cleaning his gun the night before, he had noticed that the firing pin was wearing down (he’d had it for years) and took it in to get it replaced. They looked at it and then told him to come back later that day, as it was a simple job, it would be done by then.

Then he went back to the Temple of Our Lady and after speaking to the priest, was shown where Lefty, the grave digger could be found.

He came upon the grave digger sitting at the end of a freshly dug grave, sipping a mug of tea. Cobb had obviously come upon him as he was enjoying his ‘elevenses’. The poor man was one of life’s unfortunates as, not only did he have a hunchback, but his face was misshapen. One side was badly disfigured, the skin sagged like a melted candle, and only the eye on the other side appeared to be functioning properly.

‘Nice grave,’ said Cobb by way of greeting.

‘Thank you thir,’ the grave digger replied.

Oh dear, he’s got a lisp as well. Which of the Gods did your parents annoy? Cobb wondered. ‘So you’re Lefty, pleased to meet you. I’m a private detective, name’s Rufus Cobb, and I’d like to ask you a few questions.’

‘About graveth?’

‘No, I was just being polite, although I’m sure you do dig very fine graves,’ he assured him.

‘One doth oneth betht, thir.’

‘So, been here long?’

‘About two hourth, thir.’

‘No, I meant have you worked here at the temple, long?’

‘Ah, I thee, about thixth yearth, thir. The workth not too hard, I dig graveth and do a bit of handiwork around the temple. The prietht ith a good man and let’th me thleep in the vethtry.’

‘And that’s all you do, dig graveth, I mean graves ... you don’t do any bell ringing?’

Lefty pointed at the temple steeple. ‘We don’t even have a bell, thir. No, I jutht do the grave digging and fixth a few thingth around the plathe. Why do you athk?’

Does nobody read books any more, wondered Cobb. ‘No matter,’ he replied. ‘Just wondering. So, how is the grave digging business?’

‘Not too bad at the moment. We’ve jutht had a
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