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1l The new Man arrives

There was a loud metallic thud as the outside door closed behind
Timothy Newman. So this is my new home then, he thought. Prison.
Clink. The slammer.

Tim looked down a seemingly never-ending corridor and up at an
equally distant ceiling as his handcuffs were unclipped. He walked in
a daze, wondering what he would miss most about life on the outside.
Would it be his Sunday roast with all the trimmings? Would it be his
Audi coupé? Would it be little Millie and George? A tear welled up in
his eye at the thought of his two lovely children. And yet, in a way,
they had been the cause of his downfall...

Prison is no place for an ordinary, law-abiding, middle-class guy
like me, he reflected. Not even Great Yarborough Prison. Open to the
usual collection of psycho-killers and drug-dealers running amok, no
doubt. He’d be lucky to last a week in this company before someone
beat him to a pulp because of his accent or some petty slight. There
would be no golf or bridge in here. Probably no crossword either
unless you counted the one in the Daily Sport.

Tim was deposited in a tiny cell without ceremony or explanation.
He gazed round at his new home. There was a cast-iron bed with a
thin mattress, a grubby washstand, a cupboard, a table, a couple of
upright chairs and little else. Tim was not alone for long. Emerging
out of the shadows outside came a figure clad in the same drab uniform
he had put on himself. The guy in the next-door cell, no doubt. He
was a well-groomed man of about forty-five with a confident bearing
— a little like an overweight Johnny Depp, Tim thought. Pray God
he’s just an arsonist or petty thief. And pray God he hasn’t read the
newspapers recently. The two men examined each other warily.

‘Hi, I'm Bossman, the second man said, holding out his right
hand. His accent was surprisingly normal, middle class even. ‘Well,
that’s what people round here call me anyway — except the backs, of
course.

‘Backs?’ repeated the new arrival, shaking hands tentatively.

‘Back yards — guards.

The new arrival nodded. ‘T'm...

The second man quickly interrupted him. ‘Tim Newman. Tiny
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Tim, as you will no doubt be known. The backs give us a list of all
new arrivals.

‘Who'’s “us”’?

‘The Yarborough Prison Bridge Club committee!

‘The what?’

‘You don’t by any chance play bridge do you?’

Tim raised a smile for the first time in weeks. Life might not be
so bad here after all. ‘A bit, he admitted.

‘Not too well, I hope!” Bossman laughed, a glint of fire in his eyes.
‘Well, let’s find out, Tiny Tim.

‘I'm six foot four. I'd rather you just called me Tim, actually, Mr.,
er, Bossman.

‘I'm doing you a good turn, believe me. Wait till you hear some
of the other names.

Two other prisoners were ambling by outside the open door.

‘Oi, Turnip-Head. @ And Goat!” The two men shuffled in
uncomplainingly. ‘What say you to a few hands of bridge before
dinner, with my new young friend, Tiny Tim?’

‘Sure thing, Bossman, muttered the man whose ruddy features
indeed seemed to have been carved from a root vegetable. ‘T'll fetch a
couple more chairs from next door.

Tim looked on in amazement as the men set up the table and
retrieved some battered packs of cards from the solitary cupboard.
Bridge! In a prison! Surely Neanderthals like Turnip-Head and Goat
would have trouble telling their clubs from their diamonds?

The four men cut for cards and Tim found himself sitting opposite
Goat, a thuggish man with prominent ears. Bossman dealt the cards
in near-silence, although Turnip-Head seemed to be wheezing slightly.
Did nobody want to know who Tim was? Or what bidding methods
he could play?

‘Can I just ask what system we're playing?’ Tim enquired as the
last cards were dealt. The three locals laughed heartily.

‘System?’ replied Bossman at last. ‘This isn’t the Bermuda Bowl,
you know. We're hardened criminals, rebels, rule-breakers, are we
not? System is for the backs and the boring straights outside’

‘But what about an opening notrump range? Stayman? Transfers
even?’

Bossman shook his head in a condescending fashion.

‘It depends.

‘It depends on what?’
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‘Well, the state of the game, of course. What you had for breakfast.
Whether your partner has got two brain-cells to rub together...’

Tim glanced at Goat and concluded that this was unlikely. Tim
soon picked up the East cards shown below:

A 109875
¥ K865

¢ Q87

& 2

A K6
v 1074
¢ A93

% AQ1093

Neither Vul.
Dealer §

A AQJ42

v 192
¢ K104
&% KJ

A3

v AQ3

¢ 652
% 87654

Tim and his nervous-looking partner were silent as the bidding

proceeded thus:

West
Goat

pass
pass
pass
pass

North
Turnip-Head

2
KL
3NT
ONT

East
Tim

pass
pass
pass
all pass

South
Bossman
1K)

2NT

3V

ANT

Before his partner could lead to the first trick, Tim had a few

questions.

‘How many points does two notrump show?’ he asked Turnip-

Head.

‘Fifteen plus, forcing to game, he grunted.

‘And the three heart rebid?’
‘Natural. Might be a cuebid, I suppose.
‘And the four notrump?’
Turnip-Head was getting more than a little impatient by now.

‘Look, sunshine, we don’t tend to ask too many questions round
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HARD TIME -
AT THE BRIDGE TABLE!

There was a loud metallic thud as the outside door closed
behind Timothy Newman. So this is my new home then, he
thought. Prison, clink, the slammer. Prison is no place for an
ordinary, law-abiding, middle-class guy like me.

But it turns out that prison life in Great Yarborough has a
silver lining for Tim — bridge. An expert player, he finds that
his ability earns him unlooked-for respect amongst his fellow-
prisoners, many of whom pass their ‘time’ at the card table.
This is a bridge novel filled with unusual characters and great

deals — and a bridge game that gives new meaning to the term

‘cutthroat’!

JULIAN POTTAGE (Wales) is well-known as one of
the world’s best creators of challenging bridge problems. His
previous books include IBPA Books of the Year Play or Defend? and

A Great Deal of Bridge Problems.

This is a first book for NICK SMITH (UK).
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