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Secret Service 

Author: Alan Goodchild 

Toby Martin and Rob Ward were at school together throughout the 
90's. Rob, not blessed with academic genius, was a plumber, whereas 
Toby followed a career in the civil service, working predominantly in 
the hush-hush brigade, as he described it. Rob outwardly accepted 
his explanation and kept his confidence as requested. In fact, he 
didn't believe a bloody word of it and had him down as a cleaner of 
the huge green building that Toby surreptitiously, yet vigorously, 
pointed out every time they went to London for whatever reason. It 
did come as a surprise then, when Toby announced, in low tone, 
checking left and right, dipping down over his pint glass in the 
George pub in Putney High Street, that he was being posted, on 'a 
mission'.  

'You're moving out of the big green building then?' asked Rob. 

'It's more than that', Toby solemnly looked down at his glass 
and swilled the remaining head from the edge'. 

'You're not going to self-destruct in 5 seconds?'. 

'It's not a laughing matter'. 

'Neither's the amount of time it's taking you to finish that and 
get your arse to the bar!'. 

Toby shook his head and breathed a large sigh before standing, 
holding his upright pose and saying in as serious-a-tone as possible; 
'If only you civilians knew what was done in your name'. 
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Rob stifled a laugh by raising his glass to his lips as soon as he 
could and Toby, scanning the pub before setting off, stealthily and 
quietly traversed the scattered tables and chairs en-route to the bar.  

Rob checked his phone; 1 missed call from a withheld number 
and one from Mr Thomas, the owner of a mansion-sized gated 
property in Holland Park, obviously to ask why Rob hadn't turned up 
as planned to sort out his zoned central heating system. Rob texted 
back; Sorry, stuck in a local hospital, plumbing emergency, will get 
there as soon as I can. Always works, and normally promotes a 
return text on the lines of; Don't worry, their need is greater than 
mine, or something similar. They do say that any calming influence in 
a person’s life has a positive effect on their health, so Rob takes it 
that he is in fact performing a very valuable public service.  

Toby returned with just one pint glass. He placed it carefully in 
front of Rob and returned to collect the second from the bar. As he 
walked towards Rob through the maze of tables and chairs, Rob 
noticed that his other hand was hanging, primed, a bit like that of the 
Sundance Kid in the famous movie. Toby sat down. 

'Should I be Butch then?' asked Rob. 

Toby looked at him. 'What?' 

'Mate', Rob had held it back long enough. 'You're stalking about 
like bloody James Bond! We're in my local pub in Putney, not a 
Casino in Monte-bloody-Carlo son!' 

Toby was somewhat taken back by this unprovoked outburst 
from his good friend, but he was not surprised that the necessary 
actions of an accomplished member of the secret service were 
foreign to ordinary folk. Toby apologised for making Rob feel uneasy 
and explained, in some detail actually, that he couldn't discuss his 
work but that, if they could find somewhere less public, he would 
give Rob more of an idea of the skills he had learned, which resulted 
in this unusual behaviour. The two agreed to finish their pints and go 
get Rob's dog 'Patch' from home, just around the corner. They would 
then walk down through the park along the river, where there were 
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'no walls to have any bloody ears,' in Rob’s words. Toby ignored the 
jibe and the two left the pub. 

It was a pleasant warm day in summertime and the flowers 
were in full bloom under the trees, a lovely sight, soon to be blighted 
by the unwanted attentions and liberal sprinklings of Rob's dog. 

'Should that thing be off the lead?' asked Toby. 

'Yes, he's no problem with people,' replied Rob. 

'Then why the 2-inch choker-chain and big stick?' 

'Cos he does sometimes have a problem with other dogs'. 

'What you mean he attacks them?' 

'More of a romantic advance, if you get my drift,' Rob winked at 
Toby in a 'that's my boy' fashion. 

'Oh really, that's disgusting.' 

For the rest of the walk, Toby made sure that Rob was always 
between him and the beast, another trained reflex.  

'Come on then Rambo, tell me your secret-secrets.' Rob 
grinned ear to ear and threw the stick in the river for the dog. Patch 
looked at it, looked at the river, looked back at Rob and headed for 
the next unsuspecting clump of flowers.  

Wandsworth park is on the south side of the river Thames, 
stretching from the bridge to the lower end of Putney.  There are 
paths criss-crossing it and many people walking, jogging and 
generally exercising, enjoying the lovely summer's day. The two took 
a discrete route off the paths, thus avoiding most of the visitors, 
Patch tripped up two and had one off his roller-skates by half-way. 

  Rob and Toby hadn't met since their friend Paul's wedding, 
some 3 months previous, so they had a lot of catching up to do. That 
would have to wait however, as Rob was in urgent need of taking the 
piss, not a piss, the piss, so he gave Toby the stage and asked him to 
tell all, or as much as the 'spooks' would allow. 
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'I'm not going to say anything if you keep messing about.' 

'Sorry mate, I'm just nervous that's all, I've never been in the 
presence of a real spy. You are a real spy, aren't you? Gun, deadly 
capsule that you pop if caught by the Russians and all that eh? By the 
way, are you taping this conversation?  

'He is on the amorous side, isn't he?' said Toby nodding toward 
a prostrate cock-a-poo and her distressed aged owner, who was 
trying to coax the four-legged Casanova off her prized possession.  

'Shouldn't have thrown the stick, should you?' Toby's words fell 
on deaf ears, as Rob sprinted over to the scene of the crime. 
Somehow the defence, 'he's just friendly' doesn't really cut it when 
you're left with a bedraggled, violated pooch. The two left speedily 
and didn't look back. 

'You could have shot the dog for me.' said Rob. 'Any self-
respecting secret service operative would have been in there like a 
rat up a drainpipe and rescued the old damsel in distress. Toby 
stopped in his tracks and looked at Rob, who was still chuckling at his 
own joke. Looking around while simultaneously unzipping his black 
bomber jacket, Toby pulled back the left side far enough to drop the 
jaw of Rob to the floor. 

'Bugger me, a gun.' whispered Rob aghast. 

'Careful, the dog's still in earshot.' Toby continued on across 
the grass, Rob wiped the dribble off his chin and took after him in hot 
pursuit. The next 10 minutes had Rob walking close in silent 
attention, listening to the clear and believable explanation of some 
of the training and preparation given to Toby by 'the authorities'. 
Patch was obediently on the choker, also listening it seemed. Toby 
talked of his time in America, the washboarding and the various 
other torture methods that were used as a test of body and mind for 
ours and theirs, he of course passed with flying colours. 

'They also used dogs.' said Toby with a distasteful grimace 
towards Patch. 
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'Jesus Christ!, now that is disgusting!' exclaimed Rob. 

'No, not shagging, they used them to bite people you prat.' 
Toby shook his head in disbelief. 

'Thank God for that, but you could put it forward if you like, 
make a few bob with him, eh?' Toby ignored the offer and beckoned 
Rob be silent while a jogger passed-by.    

The two returned via a different route and on the way Toby 
pointed out hundreds of things happening and people doing stuff 
that Rob hadn't even noticed. The realisation that Toby was special 
and that he was also a real live spy, came as an effervescent 
bombshell to Rob. 

'Can I tell the boys? in confidence I mean,' asked Rob, almost 
pleading with Toby.  

'Whatever you say will be denied in any case', returned Toby in 
his best Barrister's voice.  

'When are you coming back? You can't tell me about the 
mission then? Will you have to kill people? 'I've told you too much 
anyway,' said Toby. 'For your own safety I can't say anymore, I'll get 
word to you when…  

At that moment the silence of the park was broken by the noise 
of gunfire and shouting voices. Several balaclava-topped men were 
bearing down on the pair, Toby pushed Rob to the ground to save 
him from the hail of bullets, then, silence. Rob lay on the ground, 
hands on his head, trembling. 

'Happy Birthday to you, Happy Birthday to you, Happy Birthday 
dear Ro-ob…, Happy Birthday to you!' Rob opened his eyes to see all 
his mates standing over him and Toby holding a cake with 42 
candles, fizzing like fuses. 'Got ya!' 

'You bastards!', now get this bloody dog off me. 
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