Look at the mess you’ve made, Mr Executioner — try doing them this way
I think most people now realise that I really didn’t say the n-word. But as a result of the lurid headlines I realise I must turn over a new leaf.

I’ve been told by BBC chiefs that I’m drinking at the last-chance saloon so from now on I shall arrive at work on a bicycle with a copy of The Guardian under my arm, and at lunchtime, instead of moaning about how everything on the menu is vegetarian, I shall cheerily ask for extra lentils in my nuclear-free peace soup. Also I must remember when I’m in a lift to not goose Mary Beard.

I’ve even been informed that I must maintain these standards when I’m not at work. So no more sneezing into my hand just before I press the flesh with Ed Miliband. No more drunken shooting parties. And I shall immediately change the name of my scotty dog from Didier Dogba to Tony Blair.

Here, of course, in my little corner of The Sunday Times there can be no more columns about how badgers have killed all the nation’s hedgehogs and must be exterminated immediately. To keep my job I must become like the love child of Polly Tonybee and Brian May.

So. Here goes. Did you see that dreadful story from Oklahoma about the botched execution? Orderlies spent nearly an hour trying to find a vein in the condemned man’s arms and legs before finally deciding to stick the needle into his groin.

Then, after the cocktail of drugs had been administered, a doctor noticed that the intravenous line had missed his vein and that instead of flowing into his bloodstream the drugs had been absorbed into his muscles.

So now he had half a pint of potassium chloride in him, and writhed about in unspeakable agony for a number of minutes until mercifully he was killed by a gigantic heart attack. Naturally the whole sorry affair has caused the nation to think more carefully about using lethal injections to kill people.

Obviously, like all left-thinking people, I am dead against the death penalty. It is completely muddle- headed to think that the state has the right to kill people. Unless they’ve driven into a yellow box, of course.

But in the land of the free, more than half the population — and the US president himself — supports it. And now in all the 32 states in which it is legal everyone is trying to decide what method to employ when the supply of lethal drugs dries up.

Some are suggesting a return to the electric chair. Really? Do these people really think that in the 21st century it is acceptable to shave off a human being’s hair, put a colander on his head and then feed up to 2,000 volts of electricity into his body until he is dead? This is not quick. Or pleasant.

In a 1985 court case in America the presiding justice — an opponent of the electric chair — described the gruesome process: “The prisoner’s eyeballs pop out and rest on his cheeks. He defecates, urinates, and vomits blood and drool. The body turns bright red. Sometimes the prisoner catches fire.”

As a result some states are thinking of using a gas chamber instead, while others reckon a firing squad is the solution. I dunno. Perhaps they could adopt the old French way of tying the guilty man to his wife and throwing them into a river.

Other methods that have been used around the world over the years include being crushed by an elephant and being torn in two by horses.

It’s strange. It’s very easy to kill a person quickly and cleanly, and yet when the job is given to a state it invents all sorts of cruel and unusual methods that verge on the ridiculous.

I mean, what was stoning all about? And what deranged halfwit thought it was a good idea to sentence someone to death by pendulum? You shall be tied down and an axe will swing back and forth over your body, getting lower and lower until eventually it cuts you in half.

Things were even worse for miscreants in various navies. Because although the captain had access to a gun, so he could shoot the guilty man, and lots of rope, so he could be hanged, many decided that the best method was to lob a chap over the side and drag him under the vessel where the barnacles would act like a cheese grater and peel his skin off.

On land, meanwhile, the king, with his manners and his airs and graces, decided that if somebody had misbehaved, he should be hanged until he was not quite dead and then placed on an operating table so that all his internal organs could be brought into the fresh air, where the poor man could watch them stop working.

Usually there was an audience for this. And in Vietnam there still is. I visited a school there once that was right next to a jail. Which meant that every so often the pupils in form VIb could look out of the classroom window and see a blindfolded man in the courtyard below being tied to a post and shot in the middle of his heart.

Countries that have the death penalty really need to address this sort of thing. They need to stop fannying about and come up with a system that’s quick and as decent as a state execution can be.

How’s this for a plan? After the man is found guilty, he is sent to the county of Midsomer. Because one of the many murderers there could do the job on the court’s behalf. Or Sweden, where it’s much the same story.
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