
Les aventures d’Albert 12 What has happened to Albert's wife?

A young woman is sitting against a low wall, on the pavement.

'I am  absolutely knackered. I have been in a road accident. My husband and the other victims have 
been taken to hospital. The wreckage has been taken away. The onlookers have disappeared. But 
having been ejected into the bushes, nobody has noticed me.

Now, I am sitting by the side of the road. I haven't any money, nor anything to eat or to drink. I 
haven't got a mobile telephone or a bed for the night.

 I look a mess. People are crossing to the other side of the road to avoid me.

But Look!. Who is this? A man is approaching. He looks worried. The Good Samaritan perhaps!

 But what shall I say when he offers to help me? How do you say in French 'I have an urgent need to 
go to the loo?'

Wait! Here are some cyclists coming round the corner, very fast. The guy in front is an elderly 
man on an old bike with a basket full of food on the front. He is texting a message whilst he is 
riding 'no hands.' It's Malcolm, 'Le Cyclist' on his auntie's bike!

There are two  guys behind him with their heads down, going full pelt. One has sideburns. I have 
seen him before somewhere - on the television and they can't catch him!

My God, they are going to hit the Samaritan who is crossing the road! But not Malcolm. Still 
riding 'no hands' but with a movement of his buttocks, he does a swerve around the Samaritan 
and  stops. He watches  the collision calmly. The cyclists fly over their handlebars. The Samaritan 
is prostrate.

'I can't' stay lads' he says. 'I must get home for seven o'clock to take my pills. This young woman 
is going to look after you. But first of all, some advice. Don't worry about the aerodynamic 
position. Keep your heads up - and in the future look where you are going.'  

Well, as soon as they touch the ground, I am on my feet. 'Hi Malcolm' I say. 'Give me a bottle of 
water and I will take care of them. Look, they have all got dislocations, a shoulder. an elbow and 
a hip - perhaps more. But they are in good hands. I am an expert with dislocations.'

'Oh, Thank God, a doctor' moans the cyclist. 'This hurts like hell.'

'No, I am not a doctor' I say. 'But I was brought up in a Romanian circus where my father was a 
circus wrestler. And when we were short of money he dislocated the joints  of his opponents so 
that they would pay him to reset them. I was his assistant!'
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