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            WHY I FELT OBLIGED TO REMOVE MY TROUSERS BY NIMUE BROWN

          

        

      

    

    
      When the pudding is purely a suet sponge, then the proof of the pudding can be elegantly expressed in seven lines of equation, using numbers, letters and a few Greek symbols.

      It will surprise no one to learn that the more complex the pudding is supposed to be, the more difficult the pudding is to prove numerically.

      I have found that the dispersal of dried fruit through the pudding involves an element of chance, but it is calculable.

      Jam is of course the real issue. I can give you substantial proof of the existence of the roly-poly part of the pudding, but the mathematics of jam troubles me. Whenever I start contemplating the numerical values of the jam I become aware of the numbers that exist between the numbers. Normally I have no trouble counting from one to a hundred, but the jam damages the flow and I find myself wondering if there might be several extra numbers between say, twenty seven and twenty eight that I have previously overlooked. Jam is sticky in this way.

      It is difficult for me, you understand. I feel compelled to be able to offer you substantial mathematical proof of the existence of the jam in this pudding, for without the proof of the jam the whole logic of the pudding falls apart.

      This, you must now realise is why the late arrival of the custard caused me such desperate distress. I simply wasn’t ready for it. I do not yet know how to represent cornflour in my equations. It was a great shock to my system. I do not exaggerate when I call it an existential crisis.

      If you had read Pythagoras as rigorously as I have then you would understand why I then had to remove my trousers. It’s all perfectly rational, once you understand the basic principles, but I’m afraid very few people do.

      You will forgive me if I skip the cheese course.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE PROOF OF THE PUDDING BY PHIL SCULTHORPE

          

        

      

    

    
      “The Judges of the Annual Pudding Contest,” said Professor Volewind, “became so disenchanted, by the repeated criticisms of favouritism and lack of impartiality, that they asked me to invent a machine able to make a totally objective evaluation.”

      “My Patent Pudding Analyzer was put to the test this year. It took barely five minutes to select the winning entry.”

      “A great success, then?”

      “Not really,” he answered. “Sadly, to work, my Analyzer has to grind a pudding into such very fine particles that, although it can confirm it is the best pudding, it leaves none of it to actually eat.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            JUST DESSERTS BY KEITH ERRINGTON

          

        

      

    

    
      The famous Swiss detective Percol Hurlot paced the dining room methodically, tapping his head as he did so. When he was ready, he stopped and faced his audience.

      “I ’ave gathered you all here so I can demonstrate my mind-numbingly brilliant mental processes, processes which ’ave led to the identification of… the… murderer!”

      There was the expected gasp from the individuals around the dining room table. They each looked at the others, one by one, trying to guess who it might be.

      “It was a crime très difficile! But the application of the little grey cells gives but one answer!”

      “Who is it then, Mr Hurlot?” asked Inspector Burly, a steady but unimaginative police detective – in Percol’s opinion.

      “All in good time, Inspector. First, we must ’ave the lengthy exposition, n’est pas?”

      Burly nodded in a way that suggested he had no idea what Percol was on about.

      “So. We know that Sir Reginald was, in fact, murdered, here, at this very table in full sight of everyone sitting around it. You all had the opportunity. One of you is most definitely the assassin.” He paused for dramatic effect. He loved doing that.

      “Edmund,” he turned to the young man seated at the table holding hands with a young blonde woman.

      “Whaa!” Edmund almost jumped out of his chair. “It wasn’t me!”

      “And yet, you ’ad the most to gain, did you not, mon ami? For you will inherit everything now that Sir Reginald is gone. More than enough motive, surely?”

      Edmund was visibly shaking.

      “But no. It was not the young Edmund, for he had neither the brains nor the skill to carry out this audacious crime. Perhaps it was his newfound love. Miss Peacey?”

      “Of course it weren’t me,’ the young blonde replied angrily. “I hardly knew the old geezer.”

      “No, that is true, but you are what they call, ’ow you say, a digger of gold, are you not? You have a scheming mind and have married wealthy men in the past. All of whom have died in the circumstances most mysterious. You cannot deny you are planning to marry Edmund, who is now a very rich man.”

      Miss Peacey remained silent, scowling.

      Hurlot paused for a moment and continued, “What about you, Dr Entwhistle? You are Sir Reginald’s accountant, are you not?”

      “Yes, what of it?”

      “You appear to have been skimming money from his account over the past twenty years – enough for you to live in a grand house and go on the vacations so expensive.”

      “Why you dishonourable traitor!” exclaimed Edmund.

      “You can’t prove that,” Digby stated.

      “Ah, that is a matter for the police. I am not concerned with such petty theft. A man has died. That is the matter at hand. And you, Sir Arthur, even you are not innocent in this affair. You were heard arguing with the deceased earlier this evening.”

      “Oh, that was nothing,” replied the object of the observation. “Just a gentleman’s disagreement about modern art."

      “Really? When I went through the victim’s desk, I found a number of IOUs from you. It is a matter of public record that you gamble and rarely successfully. With Sir Reginald gone, you would be free of the debt.”

      “I, I…” Sir Arthur spluttered.

      “You all had a motive.” Another dramatic pause. “Ah, but motive is not ze crime.” This was the bit Hurlot loved. Now he had misdirected everyone simply for his own amusement, it was time to name the real culprit.

      “The murderer knew that Sir Reginald was diabetic and had to have a separate dessert from the rest of you. He also knew that the poison would leave no trace in the body. What he did not account for, was that I, Percol Hulot, world famous Swiss detective, would be on the scene as an old friend of the family. And yet one more thing he did not know. Although the poison would not survive in the victim’s body, Sir Reginald’s English gâteau contained the perfect conditions for its preservation. One man prepared it, one man served it, and that one man committed the crime most dreadful. That murderer is… the butler Winston!”

      Dramatic pause.

      “Monsieur, if you would be so kind.”

      A policeman stepped in to the centre of the room, holding a pudding bowl containing the remains of a sad-looking grey trifle.

      “I give you, ’ow you say? The proof of the pudding!”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE FISHING TRIP BY KEN BRAITHWAITE

          

        

      

    

    
      Early April saw a continuation of the hard rain, flooding and heavy frosts sweeping the area but surprisingly, Scotland appeared to be enjoying much milder conditions.

      My fly fishing rods had seen little use, so nothing ventured I phoned the Scottisestate I used and booked in to a high loch above Pitlochry that I knew contained hungry brown trout in abundance. I also had permission to use the bothy.

      Not a single friend would join me on the venture, all having seemingly valid excuses although one request was made. Could I collect a special parcel from the butcher’s in Pitlochry, something that was being specially prepared? I agreed.

      After a substantial breakfast in the hotel, I collected a flask of tea and after a visit to the butcher’s for a strange square paper-wrapped package, I made off with some trepidation. Scottish weather had returned to nasty, normal for early April.

      As is usual when going alone outdoors, I left a sealed envelope behind the desk detailing my precise location with a gormless youth, stating, “If I have not returned by 9pm please open this and advise the Police and Mountain Rescue.”

      Leaving Pitlochry, I found the remote road leading through many gates that took me high into the mountains and the isolated loch I would fish. I parked near the bothy and walked to the loch, tackled up and commenced fishing, gaining the protection of a huge boulder near the water’s edge to reduce the wind and hail that battered me. But I caught some fish, hard fighting small brown trout that gave me a good battle on my light tackle and line.

      So absorbed I didn’t stop while I ate my light packed lunch and fished on until the strength of the wind combined now with snowflakes brought me to my senses. As I turned to leave the shelter of the boulder, I slipped, crashing heavily to the ground and felt excruciating pain in my ankle.

      I was wearing Wellingtons, waterproof over trousers and hooded jacket so remained warm and dry but somewhat handicapped to check my ankle.

      I tackled down, stored my reel and flies then using the fishing rod as a support I commenced the long two hundred metre drag to the bothy. The pain level was intense and my strength was ebbing as I staggered to the door and entered, or rather fell painfully into the bothy.

      This bothy is a wooden hut with a corrugated tin roof and a stone fireplace and chimney breast. It says something for its location when you realise it is there as a refuge in case of deteriorating conditions, i.e. snow or the blizzard now raging.

      Crawling inside, I shut the door to the foul weather and considered my dilemma. There were matches on the mantlepiece, a candle, some old newspapers, good dry logs and a rusty frying pan. Through the pain level I slowly constructed a blaze, scoured the dirty frying pan with dust and using the cup of my empty thermos flask I collected water from the outside gutter drain. I managed to warm some water, drinking from the thermos cup. But no food.

      Battered, in some pain and with a little warmth from the fire, I found an old smelly blanket, rested in a chair near the fire and slept fitfully overnight with some necessary breaks.

      Morning found me snowbound in the bothy, still able to warm some water but with no food. Unless! That butcher’s pack was still in my jacket so I unwrapped the sealed parcel and found a thick slice of black pudding that smelt a little different, but it was food.

      Quickly using the frying pan and stoking the dying fire, I broke half the pudding into the pan after crumbling it and commenced cooking. Once nice and crispy, I used my fingers to hungrily devour it, ignoring, in my hunger, the unusual taste.

      Unable to move very far, I cooked and ate the rest a little later, and must admit I felt totally disoriented and rather sleepy.

      Eventually, I heard strange noises outside but was unable to rouse myself.

      “We’ve found him,” came a voice from the doorway then I passed out it seems.

      My note to the receptionist had gone unnoticed until an intelligent member of staff came on duty, read the note, and reported me missing. My visitors were the local Mountain Rescue and their care and concern brought me round to explain my damaged ankle and inability to drive. But nothing explained my confusion and sudden collapse until a rescuer spotted the still partially wrapped Black Pudding.

      He opened it, smelt it and laughed. “For goodness sake, you haven’t eaten some of Jock’s special stuff, have you? It’s liberally laced with sixty percent malt whiskey. You should have read the little notice about the proof of the pudding.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PUDDING PROOF BY PHIL SCULTHORPE

          

        

      

    

    
      I was sat in my small office, doing some important administration, when I heard shouting in the Dining Room. It sounded like a bull elephant on the rampage.

      “Send for the Club Secretary,” a man’s stentorian voice was bellowing, “I wish to complain in the very strongest of terms about this pudding!”

      It was Lord Muchmether’s voice. Lord Muchmether was, I reflected, a man unable to complain in anything but the very strongest of terms.

      After locking the envelope I had been about to open in my desk drawer, I went out to determine what was wrong with him this time.

      Muchmether was beetroot in the face. There was every possibility he would have a stroke any second, if I couldn’t calm him. Accordingly, I put on my most neutral face and asked him what was the matter.

      “This pudding, dammit,” he replied. “It is pure effrontery for the Club to put it before me. An absolute disgrace of a pudding.”

      I couldn’t help noticing, despite the pudding being such a disgrace, his lordship had managed to consume the majority of it.

      “I am sorry to hear that, your lordship. May I inquire what in particular about it you found so disappointing?”

      “Why, the taste, sir, the taste,” he snapped, as if I were a fool to ask the obvious.

      “Too…?” I was going to say bitter, but he overrode me.

      “Too sweet. Far too sweet. It was like consuming spoon after spoon of pure molasses.”

      I adopted my most conciliatory tone. “I am sorry, Lord Muchmether. I do apologise on his behalf if Cook has accidentally over-sugared your dessert.”

      “Always assuming it was accidental,” he snorted. “It wouldn’t surprise me to learn he added so much sweetness to cover a more unpleasant flavour.”

      “Such as, your lordship?”

      “A burnt raisin, perhaps. Or a sour currant.”

      “I assure you, Lord Muchmether,” I said, determined to defend the reputation of the institution, “our version of Spotted Dick is a signature dish of The Holloway Club. It is, indeed, our most requested dessert. Cook would have any truck with including in it either a burnt raisin or a sour currant.”

      “Poison, then?”

      “I beg your pardon?”

      His ridiculous allegation was spoken so vociferously that several members looked up from their meals in surprise.

      “Perhaps Cook is a poisoner,” Muchmether continued wildly. “In league with my wife. She would pay handsomely, no doubt, to have me despatched. You could be part of the conspiracy too, Mr Club Secretary, for all I know. Wouldn’t be surprised. Probably using some undetectable native poison discovered by your uncle on his travels.”

      One or two members tutted at the ridiculous turn Muchmether’s rantings were taking. Several others laughed behind his back at what a fool he was making of himself.

      I forced my face to stay impassive.

      “Your lordship’s imagination is most lively today. This is The Holloway Club, Lord Muchmether, we are not renowned for poisoning our members.”

      Then, hoping a little levity might reduce his ire, I added, “Even those who are late paying their subscription.”

      He harrumphed.

      I have seen others attempt it, but none was able to harrumph as flagrantly as he.

      “Perhaps,” I said, hoping to move him off his bizarre turn of thought, “I could have a replacement Spotted Dick brought to you? Or even an alternative dessert?”

      “No, but what you may bring me a large indigestion powder dissolved in a treble brandy and soda.”

      I bowed. “I shall, of course, make it complimentary.”

      He harrumphed again. But more gently this time.

      After issuing an instruction to the waiters to bring Lord Muchmether his brandy and indigestion powder, I thought it safe to return to my office to resume my work.

      However, before I could unlock my desk drawer to again take out the envelope I had placed there before all the rigmarole began, there was new noise of disorder and confusion in the dining room. I heard the sound of a large body falling heavily.

      I ran out. Lord Muchmether, his face puce, was on the floor, gasping for breath.

      “He’s having a fit!” a voice cried.

      “Is there a doctor in the Club?” I called out. Then ordered the waiters and onlookers to, “Loosen his collar! He’s choking!”

      The next few minutes were a blur. A couple of our senior members, distinguished in the world of medicine, tried to assist, but they could do little. Muchmether expired, right there on the Dining Room floor.

      Because it had been a sudden and unexpected death, I realised I would have to summon the constabulary. How frustrating, I thought, that the tedious man couldn’t wait to die until after he had left the premises.

      Had it been any other venue than The Holloway Club, I am sure only a lowly constable would have been sent but, because of our connections with the Royal Family (a distant cousin of the Queen is a member), instead an Inspector was detailed to attend.

      He was both deferential and obviously intellectually dense, with an instinct to quickly wrap up an incident involving the higher echelons of society with as little fuss and as much discretion as possible.

      This he might certainly have done, if only one of the Club members hadn’t mentioned that Muchmether had been complaining about his Spotted Dick immediately before his demise.

      Accordingly, the Inspector felt it was his duty to ask for a sample to be provided for forensic analysis.

      It was tiresome but I readily acquiesced.

      At my request, Cook brought up a portion.

      “You’ve covered it in custard,” observed the Inspector.

      “Custard is de rigeur in this club,” Cook observed haughtily.

      The Inspector was too abashed to demand a different, custard-less, sample be provided.

      Cook and I could both be confident that – whether with custard or no – forensic analysis would find nothing in a Holloway Club Spotted Dick that would tarnish its reputation.

      While the police were organising the removal of his lordship’s body to the public mortuary, I took it upon myself to telephone Lady Muchmether to make her aware of the turn of events.

      She thanked me. She was not demonstrative. It was common knowledge that she and Lord Muchmether were not the happiest of couples. Because, she said, of the reckless and intemperate manner in which her husband insisted on living his life, she had thought for some time his days were numbered.

      “If you will have any of his belongings which happen to be at the Club parcelled up and sent round, I shall be grateful,” she said. After which, she made it clear, there would be no need for us to speak again.

      A couple of hours later, with the police and the corpse departed; the resumed Dining Room service finally concluded; and the waiting staff all gone home, I thought it would be appropriate to invite Cook up to my office, to offer him a drink. It had, after all, been a challenging day for both of us.

      Once changed out of his kitchen scrubs, he appeared at my office door.

      I poured us both a large whisky. After a first appreciative sip, Cook dispensed with the preliminaries and cut to the chase.

      “You’ve got the money?” he asked.

      “I have,” I replied, retrieving the envelope from the drawer.

      It contained ten thousand pounds, which I meticulously split into two piles of five thousand each. Cook and I had agreed a 50/50 arrangement.

      “I thought the poison would take longer to act, I must say,” he observed.

      “Yes, I also. I had assumed Muchmether would die sometime after leaving the club and we would not have to be involved in any inquiry.”

      “But otherwise all was straightforward?”

      “Oh yes – except when, in his ridiculous rage, he somehow put his finger on the plan exactly. Even identifying that it was all at the instigation of his wife.”

      “I hadn’t assumed she’d be prepared to pay as much as five thousand to both of us.”

      “I did have to push her,” I admitted. “But once I’d pointed out how much she stood to inherit – even after her husband’s debts are settled – she concluded ten thousand was a bargain.”

      “No money for your uncle?” asked Cook.

      “No. When he innocently told me that of the undetectable poison he had come across in Borneo, he could have no idea of the scheme it might suggest to me. He is rather a naive kind of fellow. He would be horrified to know to what purpose we have put it.”

      “He has no notion that you purloined a sample?”

      “None whatsoever.”

      “Such a shame we don’t have any more of it,” said Cook.

      “Ah, but we do,” I assured him. “Since we only used five drops, there is plenty of it remaining. And I’ve already identified several other members whose wives might pay handsomely to see them bumped off.”

      “We’d have to wait a sensible interval,” Cook observed. “Too many of the Club members croaking in quick succession would definitely draw suspicion.”

      “You’re right, but with care we should be able to organise ourselves a very profitable little business.”

      Cook smiled.

      I smiled too.

      We made a toast to our future partnership.

      “Here’s to your Uncle’s unidentifiable poison,” he proposed.

      “And to the Spotted Dick which will contain it,” I said. “One which will turn the old adage upon its head.”

      “The old adage about ‘the proof of the pudding’?” he queried.

      “Indeed,” I said. “For your Spotted Dick, no matter how hard the scientists may scrutinise it, will happily always prove to be a pudding with absolutely no proof in it.”

      We clinked glasses.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHRISTMAS PUDDING BY LOUISE EWING

          

        

      

    

    
      She could walk in to school on her own, and usually did, but Dad was going in a bit later that day so he offered to give her a lift. She said yes, glad she wouldn’t have to try to avoid people on the way in.

      She undid her seatbelt, grabbed her bag, opened the car door and started to trot in, thankful for a calm start to the day. Dad leaned out of the window and called, “Have a good day, Pudding – love ya!”

      Amy bristled at the nickname from her toddler-hood and took a deep breath before briefly turning round to wave.

      Double history this morning – that was okay – she liked history. She was the one the girls elbowed as they passed her in the corridor, whose bag they stole, to play that mean game of catch and of course, always the one who was picked last at games. She was tougher than she looked though, and they hadn’t broken her. Not yet.

      “Morning, Pudding!”

      Shit.

      Melissa was sitting on the red brick wall next to the entrance. “Is that what they call you – Pudding? Is that because you’re so fat?”

      Shit. Shit. Shit.

      It got worse – that was inevitable. Now that they had ‘Pudding’, the mean girls were in their element, and even the not so mean ones were joining in now. She had weathered all the nastiness up to now, but this stupid little thing was chipping away at her and the fractures were starting to show.

      “Hello, Pudding.”

      “Whoops – sorry, Pudding – not!”

      “Are you okay, Pudding?”

      “Aw, Pudding’s upset – look – she’s going to cry.”

      It was relentless and it went on for months.

      

      It had been raining heavily all morning and it hadn’t stopped, which meant wet break. Amy dreaded wet breaks. Stuck inside, nowhere to hide except the library, which today was closed for an end of term sort out.

      “You alright, dearie?”

      Amy smiled and nodded silently, before dragging herself back to the unsupervised classroom. As she opened the door, Melissa was standing there expectantly. Great. Of course she was.

      “Here she is, come on in then,” she said, pulling her through by her blue school cardigan, “Its nearly Christmas isn’t it, Pudding?”

      After a sharp prod, she nodded.

      “Come on, you lot – we need to mix the pudding! Everyone in a circle to make the bowl – it’s a game, come on!”

      And they laughed and giggled as they followed their instructions while Melissa shoved Amy inside the ‘bowl’. They pushed her from one to another, round and around, bruising and hurting and laughing until they had had enough. She collapsed onto the floor. It smelt of bleach. Some of them were bent double, they were laughing so hard.

      “Oh, one more thing,” called out their instructor. Amy vaguely heard something about a sixpence for the pudding and made herself as ready as she could for whatever was coming next.

      “Hold her down. Has anyone got any change?”

      “Melissa, no, stop it,” said somebody quietly and a few of them held back, but change was found and four girls held her down while a fifth prised her mouth open. She clenched her teeth together hard, so that nothing could get past them and breathed though her nose while Melissa filled her cheeks with 10, 20 and 2p pieces. She wanted to scream, but she couldn’t open her mouth for fear of choking and she wondered when they were actually going to kill her.

      The bell rang and they all went quietly back to their desks, leaving Amy coughing up coins on the floor.

      The teacher and the TA, who had been enjoying tea and biscuits in the staff room, rushed over, scooped her up and took her through to the school nurse. The coins were quickly disappeared and the mystery of what had actually happened was never solved. No one spoke up and Amy didn’t tell them. Amy never spoke again.

      

      No, not because she was dead. She just didn’t talk – no sound came out anymore. She never went back to school. Her parents made it very clear to anyone who needed to know that would not be happening. She still had her books and the librarians at the town library were lovely and really helpful. Education was not a problem.

      Some years later, deciding it was time to put the past behind her and move on, she found out where Melissa was now living and went to visit.

      Books and the helpful librarians had taught her a great deal. She was thinking about either becoming a researcher or a witch. The helpful librarians said she was very clever and talented, and they could see no reason why she couldn’t do both. Amy had blushed.

      She knocked assertively on the white PUVC door. Three times. It opened and there she was. Amy smiled.

      “Oh, hello! Well look at you, all grown up – you’re quite a big pudding now, aren’t you?” she laughed.

      Amy smiled.

      “What’s wrong? Cat got your tongue? I know – it’s a nice house, isn’t it? Found me a wealthy old man. He got ill, so sad… I expect you’re still living at home, aren’t you?”

      Amy smiled.

      “I suppose we were a bit mean to you in school, but you were a right weirdo back then. Have you come round to say sorry for being so annoying?” she laughed.

      Amy smiled, raised her arm and pointed at Melissa’s mouth.

      “Ooh, still weird then!” and she only stopped laughing and shut up when she fell, backwards, flat on her back, hitting her head on the patterned carpet. Unable to get up, she thrashed around but something was holding her down. It felt like hands and they hurt. Melissa was panicking and struggling to breathe and then her mouth fell open and there were fingers in her mouth and giggling and she could feel her lips splitting. She was trying to scream. Then she tasted dirty metal in her mouth and gagged.

      Amy smiled, shut the door behind her and went back home to her cosy life with a lovely librarian called Flo.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SWEET MURDER BY REINO TARIHMEN

          

        

      

    

    
      “Well, Detective Inspector, I can say with absolute certainty who your killer is.”

      “You’ve solved the case already, Mr Holmes? Three minutes. Surely that’s a record even for you.”

      “Indeed I have, Inspector. The murderer was none other than Mr Sykes.”

      “Mr Sykes? The Butler? So you’re telling me ‘the butler did it’? A little cliched for you isn’t it, Mr Holmes?”

      “Mr Sykes…”

      “Yes. Yes. Damn you. It was me. I confess. I murdered the man in cold blood. My daughter Emily is carrying the illegitimate child of Lord Fozzington’s eldest son, Fozzwald Fozzington, the heir to the Fozzington Bear fortune. Lord Fozzington had threatened to cut his son out of his will if he married my daughter, so it was imperative that he die before the will could be changed. When my master, Sir Ralph Ralphington, instructed me to prepare the dinner party at which Lord Fozzington was present, I saw my opportunity and I took it.”

      “So, Holmes, how did you know?”

      “The deserts at the table, Watson. The partially eaten desert next to Lord Fozzington did not contain nuts, however all the other guests and Lord Fozzington’s did. The victim took only a single bite before he collapsed and died. Poison was too crude and there was no guarantee a single poisoned dish would reach its intended target. Lord Fozzington’s nut allergy was known, the catering instructions therefore were to prepare a nut-free desert for the Lord. Mr Sykes as senior butler was assigned the task of arranging the place cards by Lady Ralphington, but switched them.”

      “But Holmes, surely whoever was serving would have known that nut-free desert was to go to the name on the place holder?”

      “And indeed they did. However, when sitting down to dinner, Lord Fozzington noticed that he was not sitting opposite his wife as dinner protocol dictated. I noted this by the place cards remaining on the table. Being a gentleman, Lord Fozzington naturally followed etiquette and seated himself opposite his wife, exchanging places with the person next to him. Mr Sykes knew that Lord Fozzington would not let such a breach of social etiquette go unheeded and it would never have occurred to his victim to switch the place cards, as that is the type of thing servants are for.”

      “Truly astonishing, Holmes. So what you’re saying is…”

      “Elementary, my dear Watson, the proof of the pudding was in the seating.”
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        Harvey Duckman and The Robinson House Writers publish a short collection of flash fiction every month. To join our Flash!Mob mailing list, as a reader or a writer, check out our website, stories, articles and submission guidelines at www.harveyduckman.com
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        We also publish a quarterly themed anthology, available on Amazon in paperback, hardcover and Kindle.

      

        

      
        Folly & Madness (from the Steampunk basket), a wonderful collection of splendifferous steampunkery, rich in steam-powered dirigibles, clockwork automatons, dystopian inventions, blunderbuss pistols, gas lamps, tentacles, gears and goggles, corsets and candlelight.

      

        

      
        Death +70 (from the Post-Apocalypse/Dystopian basket), a disturbingly dark collection, rich in zombies and plague, wasteland raiders and alien invaders, lost tech and ancient lore, nuclear Armageddon, the end of the world and beyond…

      

        

      
        Rum & Rosemary (from the Dark Urban Fantasy basket), a delightfully quirky collection of dark and urban fantasy, rich in stories rooted deep in ancient folklore and legend, some set in the here and now with a sprinkling of the supernatural, some in weirdly unsettling places with just an edge of the familiar.
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This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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