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COVER STORY: THE GREAT IDEOLOGICAL WEB
Like a poisonous spider.
We seem to be somewhat indifferent and impressed by the way politics spins webs that none of us 
realise are designed to collect food. Those feeding off the those dropping, or being swatted like 
flies, are the politicians and their class elite - including one of the best remunerated civil servants 
in mankind’s history, the Queen - who designate the proletarians as those to be affected by and 
made less free by the legislation these economic and social class oligarchs produce.
They hide in the shadows of the market as a kind of god-like randomness that conceals their 
specific coercive and dictatorial ideology of class-ridden feudalism. The poisonous element in this 
analogy is the intent because, logically, if they don’t have a specific project, they shouldn’t run a 
country, but we all know the case is that they do know what will happen, but to their eternal 
shame, they simply do not care if the consequences affect the working-class of this country 
adversely.
The splendour of a spider web is something to behold, especially on those mornings that hold the 
dampness of an overnight downpour glistening on it. However, it is difficult to admire the kind of 
webs politicians spin. Whilst a spider spins these wonderful things merely to get food as a natural 
and unthinking - in human terms - activity, we must expect more of human organisers of human 
societies. 
The weft and weave of the politicos’ web is the high tensile yet thin on logic and consistency 
rhetoric that winds semantic disingenuousness, spins it out and creates a sticky network of what 
could be described as lies. Remember the classic thread that underpinned so much of the unspeak 
of the nineties and beyond, that they were being “economical with the truth.” This firmly 
establishes the seemingly natural approach to their position of power and their contempt for the 
populace in describing lying in such a way. 
With politicians acting something like comic strip villains, the spider analogy can be extended to 
the encouragement to the small, nobody, the human fly, feeling like a superhero. The sense of 
localised control with the gadget in the hand mimicking the ‘go web, go’ excitement of the fledgling 
Spiderman. The web is now carried around in the guise of freedom, when it is actually a form of 
extended surveillance. The phenomenal potential is being realised through the surveillance logic 
of a frightened and somewhat lost populace, who actually buy these electronic tagging devices 
with the naivety of a fly entering the web by flying about without shared purpose, thereby 
rendering themselves easy pickings for the mindset behind the web: the internet being the psuedo 
social space, in lieu of the physical spaces once frequented that weren’t merely super and 
hypermarkets which, in effect see the wings atrophy and make escape improbable but not 
impossible, if only the flies would realise the possibilities of actually using the gadgets, rather than 
being used and manipulated into the corporate webs.
We now with irritating complacency call the web based sites social networks when we still seem 
unable to, or in certain parts of the web, and at work in a corporate enclaves of localised yet 
universally inculcated edicts serving the one single ideology that coerces interactivity and even 
forbids social ‘networking’ excepting, of course, the intermittent ‘beano’ where in between playing 
on the hand held gadgets, the flies get shit-faced and act in practiced hysteria, much like the fly 
realising it is caught in the web and oblivion is inevitable. The internet is cynically controlled to 
encourage cynicism and an absolute reality that is immutable. Flight control is the key but 
without belief in the reality of possibility ‘there’s nothing that can be done’.
Even the TV is becoming a significant part of the extended surveillance web but because it is in 
High Definition, we accept it. The situation where the sharper picture seduces the fly with many 
eyes but not one that wants to see the actual environment around them. The flies buzz busily, with 
contrived efficiency, on a sharper turd perched precariously on the edge of an abyss that will see 
the end of humanity in and for itself.
A beautiful artistic construct.
Returning to the sight of the spider web glistening with early morning frost or rain just fallen, we 
can see how wonderful these natural constructs can be. I defy anyone to look at such a marvel of 
skillful dexterity and not be in wonderment. Analogous to the potential of the world wide web and 
the internet and its devices that facilitate the portability of appreciation of such beauty. The key is 
to remember how we look, how we see, how we apprehend reality and its nuanced beauty, as long 
as we keep in sight the possibility that reality mutually agreed, can reflect the same kind of 
natural endeavour of spiders that produce their surroundings evincing beauty not ugliness.
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   Little Editorial - “Never Mind The Quantity Feel The Wit.”         
“A thing of beauty is a joy forever:
Its loveliness increases; it will never
Pass into nothingness.	 	 	 Endymion, John Keats

Beauty can take many forms and be found in the strangest of places.  One person might look at 
someone or something and be instantly repulsed, while another will find that same sight 
irresistibly alluring.  Even words and phrases can have the same effect.  Take ‘web’, for example.  
It has almost universally negative connotations: a web of intrigue, the ‘tangled web we weave 
when first we practise to deceive’, Dave Webb, the Chelsea hard man of the seventies, even Sir Cliff 
adopted a pseudonym thinking it would further his career.  
The word’s reputation has not been greatly enhanced either, by its inclusion in the line ‘world-
wide web’, which can still conjure up images of lonely souls becoming ensnared in the grubby nets 
cast by the seedier, narrow-minded inhabitants of the broadband 
b-roads.
No doubt the source of this mistrust is its association with our eight-legged friend, which makes it 
as irrational as the fear of spiders itself.  That is why we at the button-nosed, high-cheekboned, 
firm-bottomed publication that is, The Inconsequential, invite you to reassess your opinion of that 
much-maligned creature’s food catcher and apprehend instead the limitless beauty it can display.
Indeed, you’ll find sprinkled throughout this issue our homage to the less obvious pulchritudinous 
delights on offer to every single one of us if we would only take the time to lift our heads and 
perceive these everyday sights as if encountering them for the first time.  Those Ethics Girls give 
you a start by pointing out one or two sights of natural beauty, our Cover story expounds on the 
subject introduced above, while at least one of our contributors relates an experience that some 
readers may find distressing.  Well, life isn’t all rainbows and flowers, but even the harshest of 
scenes can have a charm all of its own.
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BLOWN OUT
Mr. Antony Footpump woke one morning and looked down in horror as it seemed that his 
memory foam mattress had forgotten him. Even when he made his way into the kitchen he 
realised that the toast had popped out without warning. Even the windows had turned a blind 
eye. 
He took a match and held it against the ring but the gas had also run out on him. He opened the 
fridge and although it had thawed towards him - the floor was wet with a stream of water - it was 
still very cold to his presence.
Using the telephone he found out that even it was engaged and was rude to him by blowing an 
electronic raspberry at him. The postman passed without knocking and next door’s dog didn’t 
utter a bark.  The cat flap was totally calm as it had been since late last night.
In a state of mild panic he reach for the remote but the TV refused to be turned on by him. The fire 
had even gone out and the last of the smoke had disappeared up the flue. The Expelair fan inhaled 
and held its breath so as not to be heard by him.
He tried writing a note asking for help but even the pen had run out on him. The pillows wouldn’t 
talk and his watch wasn’t looking at him nor telling him about the time.
Antony, suddenly much calmer now, turned and got back into bed, perchance to dream himself 
real again.

US ELECTION TV THEATRE
Fox Network TV is to host the next presidential debate. The network claimed the coup over its 
competitors by outbidding the likes of CBS and CNN much to the surprise of the whole of 
Arkansas. However there are rumours that the other networks dropped out when they saw the 
basis on which the debate would take place. Each nominee will control his/her Bunraku doll that 
will dance and fold legislative papers into nice shapes. The final challenge will be to fold the 
Gettysburg address more than the mathematically established limit of 7 or 8.
After this theatrical debate, the participants will play the new craze sweeping the country, 
Dysfunctional Families.  The losers will get the floor so that they can fully explain their rhetoric 
so that the audience can get the chance to understand just what their campaigns are based on 
other than obscene wealth.
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 F I F T H  C O L U M N : 
P u b l i c  I n c o n v e n i e n c e

On an unseasonably warm Sunday morning, I walked from one seaside town to another along the 
beach, enjoying the ease of not being on the conveyor belt of commerce. Having enjoyed the 
breakfast and a pint , I followed the signed imperative to stray along the straight road between the 
two towns.
On my carefree sojourn I noticed a couple of museums to Public Services. Had they been indeed in 
service instead of having padlocks that would not be out of place at Fort Knox, I may have added 
to the exhibits. These are now museums you actually have to go round, given that there was no 
access to the facilities. i did notice a peeling, somewhat dishevelled piece of paper bearing some 
words of warning or announcement of something forthcoming, that has long since ceased to be 
current.
On further inspection, I saw that the announcement had all the urgency of a service society. 
However, in my minute of need, this notice merely ‘took the p*&!’ which added to the irony of the 
situation. The notice also had in its short but punchy narrative, a kind of historical and political 
message that is significantly modern: the imperative of privilege that even reflects itself in these 
sites that once were more than ancient symbols to the recognition that even proletarians require 
facilities in which to relieve themselves.
The notice read: IN HONOUR OF THE QUEEN’S VISIT THESE TOILETS WILL BE OPEN ALL DAY 
AND CLEANED REGULARLY THROUGHOUT THE DAY. EXCEPTING THE PERIOD WHEN THE 
ROYAL ENTOURAGE WILL BE PASSING. SO, FOR AN HOUR, FROM 3PM TO 4PM, THERE WILL BE 
A TEMPORARY MIDDEN SET UP NEAR THE BEACH.
In my tremulous state of needing a whizz, I contemplated the implications of this notice. So, for 
one time in possibly sixty years, these toilets will be made available to someone not recognised as 
a member of the public, her being privileged and in no need of such grubby facilities, yet for me 
and other proles who actually frequent these public spaces on a more regular basis, we are now 
deprived of such services for such long periods of the year. Not only is this unjust from a logical 
point of view, given the rhetoric we hear every day from politicians regarding fairness and 
equality of opportunity, but it is ridiculous to consider that we as proles, especially those of us who 
are bladder challenged, do not need toilets when we need to whizz.
They now resemble a museum that exhibits the lack of public in public services, especially as we 
are paying much more towards the public element than ever before. It makes me think of writing a 
letter to HRH and tell her that she, and those serving her with obscene zeal, are taking the 
patronage rather than giving it.
I also heard what I hope were only rumours concerning the road around the said museum of 
modern reconstituted Chartists, rumours that said the road would be painted in the colours of the 
flag. These kinds of behaviours are insulting to both the public and to the toffs whose rare 
presence on such proletarian soil is responsible for the deferential actions of publicly elected 
bodies who are compelled, in a free society, to evince obsequiousness. All parties know a new lick 
of paint when they see it, so the servants and masters are merely enacting a charade that is given 
sanction by the severely class-ridden basis for the society that claims to be free and democratic.
So, unless the area is visited by one of these privileged dignitaries, places of public convenience 
are closed to the very members who qualify for that appellation and who, because they are 
feckless soaks, require the use of conveniences on a day to day basis.
I wonder if the same hospitality would be extended to one of our ilk, if we were caught short, being 
overcome with the excitement of being close to where one of the elite actually frequents on a 
regular basis, and needed the use of a private convenience in one of the castles or palaces?
Hold your water, I hear you cry, these conveniences have to pay their way, especially in such 
times of austerity. I only pose the question, is it fair and free to condemn public services to bare-
arsed minimum provision, at times when too much public money is going down the drain of 
personal wealth for a select minority who don’t ever need to use public conveniences due to their 
private jets, their boats and their many dwellings - some paid for directly by public funds - have 
any number of conveniences in them.
There are times, much against my better nurture, that I am grateful for the secluded beach valley 
of sandy mud, so I can be like a cat and cover over any inconvenience I might otherwise cause.



LET THEM BUY US ME-PADS
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SPEAK UNEASY
There’s a strange case of a fellow who, merely by opening his mouth and beginning to speak, can 
make people disappear. Firstly, it was only those he directly addressed but it quickly expanded to 
involve innocent bystanders overhearing his conversation.
Early diagnoses have suggested Halitosis Absurdum, but that didn’t account for those merely 
overhearing and not within breathing distance.
A special order has been obtained to censure him from speaking. People he spoke to turned up in 
another part of the building they were in but outside, confused persons found themselves in 
another postcode suddenly. Many were often compelled to use public transport to return to the 
place where they had been before he’d spoken at them or talked near them.
Tests are continuing with the hapless lad and early findings suggest that it is in fact the content of 
his speech rather than the simple act of speaking that is the base of the problem. He is being 
advised to reduce his lexicon, his register and truncate his language. He resisted this project as 
he insisted that what he had to say required full words and it seemed a waste not to pay attention 
to expressing himself through such a vast and rich resource for communication. There are still 
anomalies being investigated that indicate different effects for different people that place the 
onus on those receiving rather than the lad himself. 
The most extreme case was of a person who was able to communicate from the alternate reality 
the fellow’s speech had sent them to, and they had found a real job that paid decent wages and 
paid more than lip service to their humanity. This report is unconfirmed and many scientists and 
political commentators simply do not believe such outlandish possibilities.
For now, the lad is compelled to use an electronic device to communicate with people until his 
ailment can be fully identified and eradicated. Further research is hopeful of unearthing the 
chatter-gene, and investigate the lexico-semantics area of the brain to see how such dysfunction 
is carried along even healthy synapses.
Also, if the money lasts, research will try to find out why we talk at all when electronic sounds  
seem to suffice to communicate in certain contexts.

“I’ve got a 
great new 
game called 
‘CouncilLor’.”
“And so cheap 
at £400 a pop.

“I 
know, so 

have I; it’s so 
realistic.”

Have you 
managed to 

get those pesky 
bins on the 

street?”

“No, 
I’m not on 

that level yet. 
Although I can 

print out the 
Notice 46 on 

my Pad.”



Aiding & Abetting Neighbors from Hell: Who Else but Those Bloody 
Scoundrels, Apartment & Condominium Developers! 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 By Benjamin E. Ruark

If you’ve experienced your share of apartment and/or condominium living, chances are you’ve 
had the misfortune of being on the receiving end of a double-whammy equation: while occupying 
a rental or purchased unit of inferior construction, you were forced to suffer the monkey 
business of one or more ignoble neighbors from hell. So, who, exactly, earns the title, ‘neighbor 
from hell?’ That’d be any apartment or condominium dweller that lives above, below, or beside 
your unit and apes 80% or more of these criteria:

! Daily performs their own improvised percussion medley of tunes via a creative bashing 
arrangement of pots ‘n’ pans, doors, plate/silverware, windows, and drawers

! Inept at parenting, as heard through your walls, they model failure to thwart their hell-
raising kids from turning converting room into full-blown playground

! They opt for ignorance or indifference with regard to a 10 p.m. noise curfew
! They gravitate to your front door when stepping outside to get that stronger signal on their 

cell phone
! They act out sex games you really, really wish you could tune out
! Think nothing of setting their odorous, unsightly trash outside their front door until a 

more convenient time for a trip to the dumpster 
! Seemingly clairvoyant, they time their weekly spats with a significant-other just when 

your favorite TV show airs
! They turn scholar when their constitutional rights are threatened, but revert to nitwit 

when the notion is raised that you possess those same rights
! In the dead of night, when noise tends to amplify, ever  clueless, they insist on making all 

manner of insomnia-induced racket
Although architects aren’t guilt-free, the main culprits under the culpability spotlight are 
apartment/condominium developers and owners who put profit motive before tenants’ quality-of-
living: it’s these aiding & abetting scoundrels (or by acronym, AASes) who are supernaturally 
adroit at erecting cosmetically-deceptive facsimiles of quality apartment/condominium home 
living. Here’re some prime examples that consummate AASes showcase religiously in their 
multi-unit housing construction projects:

! As much as local building code allows, install a thin common wall between kitchens of 
adjoining units; one that has inferior acoustical insulation and therefore encourages: (a) 
‘dueling bangers’ competitions for Highest Decibel Level Award during the preparation of 
meals; and (b) raising overall kitchen racket to stellar decibel levels during the dinner 
hour; on the upside, this insulates neighbors from overexposure to the usual depressing 
prime-time news fare. But why stop there, we wonder: since wall construction’s the 
acoustical-equivalent of Japanese rice paper, why not install a serving window in that 
common wall between adjacent kitchens? Thus, encouraging the sharing of food, 
condiments, recipes, cooking instruments, etc.—all of which forge a stronger bond between 
once arch enemies, right?

! Install inferior sound-insulation in flooring and walls made of substandard materials 
(substandard insofar as you’re afforded that cheap motel experience). This particular 
odious practice sets up two grand-slams for some serious teeth-grinding: (1) the Damned-
if-you-do, Damned-if-you-don’t Dilemma: if you do make noise, it expectedly triggers louder 
noise from a neighbor—not unlike herd behavior observed in domesticated animals. If you 
don’t instinctually make noise in herd-like response to your neighbor’s latest act of 
insensitivity, you get brazenly treated to a cacophony of sound effects straight out of a 
Roadrunner cartoon when attempting to read, listen to music, or watch television; for 
example, when listening to a news piece covering ‘occupy Wall Street’ with these sound 
effects invading from the next apartment: Bam! Whuuuuuu-URP! Rat-a-tat-tat! Tink! 
Plunk! BOOM! And…so on. 

(2) The second teeth-grinding grand slam refers to what I term, the Putzing Factor: being both 
physically and psychologically boxed-in, inside your unit; what with no backyard or garage or 
workshop to call your own, any break in the relative silence initiated by one tenant will 
automatically set another tenant into motion with extremely high predictability, (test this if you 
don’t believe it). The Contemporary Law of Shared Occupancy states that either of the two
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tenants will invariably initiate some form of noisy distraction in an attempt to deter the 
next ‘monotony stupor’ from materializing through invention of mindless puttering 
around the apartment/condominium before real boredom can set in.

! AASes are also cavalierly prone to incorporate incompatible or conflicting unit layouts 
such as kitchens and living rooms located above or below bedrooms on another floor. Other 
crass examples include neglecting to provide coat closets, mud/utility rooms, cramped 
kitchen(ettes), and erecting the fewest number of interior walls possible (pitched as ‘that 
grand, open space look’). All of which exacerbate the Putzing Factor.

This ill-joined hybrid of hellacious tenants getting aided and abetted by scoundrel developers 
leaves me with two outstanding regrets: firstly, that in America so many multi-unit inhabitants 
behave as though courtesy was an ephemeral social practice long past its expiration date, 
perhaps deserving brief mention in history books. Secondly, that so many of the housing 
industry’s happy hypocrites will continue to get away with demeaning and devaluing the lives of 
paying customers with impunity; as these entrepreneurially endowed developers  quit from their 
current building projects at day’s end to return to their single-family homes of unsparing, 
superior construction, top-grade building materials, and capacious architectural design. 
Although they’re not necessarily members of ‘The Iniquitous 1%,’ given a few more shoddy 
projects, it’s only a matter of time.
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NO TIME TO SPARE
A new Government agency has been created to help people who need assistance in their, as yet, 
spare time. The Temporal Advice Centres will use empty units in town and city centres to hide the 
commercial folly of the political and economic strategies since the 1980s. The agents will proffer 
advice on how to spend time not tenured to the corporate conveyor belt more efficiently. 
The catchy slogan, “Efficiency Off,” has amused many, and there’s even a T-shirt franchise that 
has taken up the production of the modern commentary. At the moment there is only one colour 
scheme for this  but psychological and ideological experts are working on expanding from the 
current blue-sky background with German Gothic font.

OVERHEARING
Ironically named Intelligence Agencies are monitoring a new online phenomenon. The 
Philosophical Premises are virtual houses of learning that are attracting the surveillance by 
authority, given its basis of free thought and fundamental questioning of established premises 
that are built on absolutism and faith in economics.
‘Just Ask Why’ and ‘Sceptics Can Enjoy A Joke’ are two of the catchphrases used on the sites. 

ASPIRING DEITY
A spire on a small urban church exploded suddenly recently. 
There are a number of theories as to why it happened: hooligans souped up on beer shaking up 
boxes of lager; terrorists hellbent on overthrowing the global capitalist system; and the return of 
the Old Testament God who took advantage of solar panels in the building to overheat and 
explode them as a sign to those attending the place that they no longer believed in him and no 
longer aspired to worship him in mind and body.
The impact of the possible biblical event was felt by a small enclave of people camped outside the 
nearby supermarket. One of the campers, treated for heavy bruising to the head, said, “I think 
God realises he has lost and is a bit angry. However, he is not as powerful as he still couldn’t stop 
me getting my new hand-held device at a knock-down price of fifty percent of my monthly wage.”
The vicar of the afflicted church said that this kind of incident pales into insignificance on the day 
that you learn that Simian Cowbell has an overactive libido.

SLICK WORK
The Maladroit Islands are being systematically cleared of the indigenous population. A large 
Derrick is being erected by the French and Germans on behalf of the US and Britain (although 
Scotland have withdrawn their support for the project) egophysicists have found L’huile de 
Malheur under the godforsaken rock.



POLITICAL TRAIN OF THOUGHT
“We are sorry to announce that the economic recovery is delayed by at least a generation. We are 
very sorry for any inconvenience this may cause to your life journey. Please listen for further 
pronouncements.”

UNSUNG ZERO
The megastar musician and composer A Paul Ingwealth has come up with another regrettable 
ditty. The doctors of his last audience had prescribed detox but the lad will not give it up. It’s a 
working title - even though it doesn’t work for me - but he named it Rotweiler’s Chorus. It 
promises to be yet another lucrative dog from the king of puerile doggerel. The first draft earned 
him a cruel £100k.

WE’RE NOT GLAD THEY SAID THAT
“The stamp duty will be taken away on homes costing between £125,000 and a quarter of a 
million pounds...many people are still struggling to get on the first rung of the property ladder.” A 
TV based political commentator. - Eds: Well, there’s a surprise considering the last ten years of economic 
suppression of wages, the massive job cuts and the escalating cost of living.

“It’s yoyoing from both ends, now.”  - Radio commentator on Football. Eds: It’s dejavu all over again.

“Some 35,000 youngsters participated last year; half stopped claiming benefits soon after 
finishing the scheme.” 
“Correction: This article originally stated that half the participants in the work experience 
programme found work shortly after completing the scheme. In fact that proportion stopped 
claiming benefits.” - A Coalition minister quoted by The Economist magazine.  Eds: This is an example 
of the tricky semantic gymnastics of a disingenuous Government.

EH, PRIME MINISTER
In a recent speech, the PM Dave ‘transparency’ C-Moron, broke a record for the rhetorical 
repetition of key words and catchphrases with fewest conjunctives and least semantic cohesion. In 
giving ‘evidence’ to the Select Committee for Public Accounts, he was clocked as saying the word 
‘Transparency’ seventeen times, the word, ‘Accountability’ sixteen times, the catchphrase ‘Value 
for Money for the Taxpayer’ and ‘Best Practice’ fifteen times each. The number of conjunctives 
and other terms that might be semantically clarifying to anyone listening were less than sixty. He 
and his ilk seem to be waging a war of their own on meaning something when delivering ‘evidence’ 
of their actions in running the country into the hands of private wealth.

EVOLVING UNEMPLOYMENT
In an effort to get an advantage in the incredibly shrinking jobs market, Richard Rat has had 
pouches grafted onto his cheek by jowls.
“It works best for eradicating the need to go for lunch. It even works if you are on a phone as you 
can store your food in the pouches and still avoid the embarrassment of taking a call just as you’ve 
bitten into your sandwich or healthy options salad.”
The CBI said, “Now that’s what we call ingenuity and willingness to compromise the outdated 
notion of humanity to further the project of commercialisation of the human organism.”
A pilot scheme for intravenous drip lunches had to be shelved on Health & Safety grounds due to 
too many tubes.

A BEDROOM FARCE
A woman was in court last month, appealing against the imposition of yet another ‘Feudal’ tax.  
The new bedroom tax aimed at attacking the already stretched resources of the beleaguered class 
meant that the woman was arguing that she lived with her alter-ego who was using the so-called 
excess bedroom.
The counter claim stated a doctor’s report which explained how Sybil Ant was clinically ‘beside 
herself’, which, of course, means that she and her alter-ego actually shared the one bed, thereby 
making the other actually spare.
Sybil asked the court if the Queen would be billed for all her spare bedrooms.
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TALL STORY (PART THIRTEEN)
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“You murder a young man - a talented young 
man, at that - so heartlessly; you try, twice, to 
kill his girlfriend - my son’s babysitter - Alice; 
you drug Alice’s current boyfriend, Kevin, with 
God knows what intention, though I think we 
can all guess,” Richard paused, gulped down a 
mouthful of champagne then continued, “you 
leave a very nice little note with a car park 
attendant suggesting I’m implicated in the 
whole affair, then, to cap it all, you visit my 
home and try to inject my wife with your 
venomous lies!  What do you expect me to do?  
Wait until you’ve taken out everyone connected 
with this insanity and pinned it all on me?”  He 
drained his glass and replaced it on the table 
with a sharp clink.
“Cooperman, has anyone told you that you talk 
way too much,”  Pestis glanced slightly 
anxiously at the door, “and way too loudly when 
you’ve had a drink?”
“I’ve had less than two glasses of that cheap 
crap Ben calls champagne.  I‘m fine!  Now, if 
you‘ll excuse me, I’m going to find my wife and 
leave.  I‘ve a murder and one or two other 
serious crimes to report.”  Richard pushed 
himself up, straightened, swayed, attempted to 
grab the mantelpiece, failed, then slumped back 
into his chair, a look of incomprehension on his 
face.  He looked up at Pestis, who was now rising 
from her chair opposite, but his head slumped 
back against the warm leather as if attached by 
strong elastic.  An unsettling tingle was icing its 
way around his head and down his neck.  He 
was unable to focus clearly, but could just make 
out, through dimming eyes, Pestis leaning over 
him and starting to speak, before he felt himself 
falling backwards into a curious, wonderfully 
calm blackness.
“Ah, Richard.  So full of bravado, yet seemingly 
so naïve.  You shout to anyone who’ll listen that 
Ben and I are murderers; that we concocted, 
then executed, a plot to steal a young nobody’s 
work - how ironic that his name was Victor; and 
that I then tried to kill two others after first 
drugging them.  You argue all of this then 
threaten us to our faces that you’re going to 
bring our houses tumbling down around our 
ears!  
You asked, “What did I expect you to do?”  Well, 
I ask you the same question…and I’ll answer it 
for you.  I’M GOING TO DO THE SAME TO YOU 
THAT I DID TO THE OTHERS, YOU FUCKING 

IDIOT!”
“I don’t think he can hear you, my dear…though 
shout a little louder and the rest of the estate 
might.”
“Oh, Ben!  I didn’t hear you come in.  Lock that 
door and give me a hand.”
“It’s already done.  Here, you take his feet and 
I’ll get his shoulders.  Damn!  Why did he have 
to go to such lengths for authenticity?  The cape 
is one thing, but what’s with all this padding?  
He weighs a ton!  Steady Yvette, watch that 
table!  Shit!  There goes another one!  When 
this is all over, you owe me a set of fluted 
glasses.  Get him over there by the window near 
the far wall.  If we can get him through that, the 
basement steps are just to the left of it.  That’s 
it.  I’ve got him, you open the window.  Right, 
stick his legs through then give me a hand at 
this end.  Okay, push!  No, wait!  His tights are 
snagged on the latch.  Would you do the 
honours, Yvette, sweetie?  That’s fine.  Right, 
heave!”
Richard’s body crunched onto the gravel 
beneath the window with a sound not unlike 
someone shaking a box of Honey Nut Clusters.  
He let out a brief, low moan.  Within seconds, 
Fedora was through the window and helping 
Pestis who was struggling to follow due to her 
long, black, Morticia Addams’ gown.  
Presently, and with a little judicious ripping, the 
pair were able to resume their stations at either 
end of Richard and transport him down the 
basement steps.
“Shh!  What was that?” whispered Pestis, her 
breath smoking in the frostbitten night air.
“What was what?  I didn’t hear anything.”
“Over there, on the pathway behind the trees.”
“Guests are coming and going all the time.  It 
was probably them.  Here, take this,”  Fedora 
handed over a key.  “Unlock the door…and get a 
bloody move on!  Superman here is not getting 
any lighter!”
Pestis unlocked the basement door and gave it a 
push.  It opened easily enough, but with a loud 
creak followed by several rapid cracks, similar 
to a magpie’s call.  A miserable, urine-coloured 
light was already burning inside and it seeped 
out now washing over the faces of Fedora and 
Pestis as they carried their burden through the 
doorway and dumped it unceremoniously onto 
an old mattress by the damp-stained right-hand 
wall.

If a baby wails all through the night and you sleep soundly without waking, does it make a sound?



SPOT THE DEFERENCE
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THE POLITICAL REACTION TO THE LOCAL ELECTION RESULTS

Somewhere in a corner of Hyde Park
Somewhere in a humble little palace social 

housing scheme in London

And we are all equal before the law



Occupy Cyberspace
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 by Pat McConnell, Bowral, Australia.

HFT-23-ERUY/276 just stopped working.  
Hefty, as he was known to his friends, was the pride of HFG (High Frequency Global) the 

world's most profitable High Frequency Trading (HFT)company.
No matter what Rose, his operator, did Hefty would boot up, run the start up sequence, 

connect to the world's stock exchanges, as usual, and then just do nothing.  The communications 
lights were flashing as they should, the diagnostics showed nothing untoward, but Hefty has just 
stopped doing what he did best, which was trading at lightning speed on the world's stock 
exchanges.  HFG was losing money big-time. And management was going nuts, screaming and 
shouting at Rose to "get that damn thing working again or you're fired".

Something similar had happened a few years back.  Rose had resigned to take up a career in 
horticulture, as she loved flowers and fresh air.  After she left, Hefty slowed down and then 
eventually stopped.  No other operator could get him (yes he was a 'he') working.  "It cannot be the 
girl" shouted management, "It's only a freaking machine!"  But after a few weeks, they relented 
and cap-in-hand they hired Rose back, at double salary, new title (Executive Cyberspace 
Operator), and the sole job of looking after Hefty. From that point, Hefty never looked back 
becoming the most profitable 'Freq' (as the HFT machines were called) in the firm.  

Hefty made only a fraction of a dollar on each buy or sell transaction but was able to get 
through so many trades each day that he made the firm millions over the year. It would be difficult 
to spot Hefty in the racks of 400 identical machines in the specially built high-tech computer 
room, were it not for the three small golden lightning bolts on his chassis.  Hefty had won Cyber 
Magazine's 'Best Freq' for three years running and Rose had accepted the trophy, affectionately 
known as the Harry (after Potter), on his, and the firm's, behalf.  She was very proud of Hefty and 
he responded by making even more money each time he won a Harry, not so much for HFG but for 
Rose.

No one really knew why Hefty was so good.  In theory, he was identical to all the other Freqs, 
but somehow he was able to keep going faster and longer than his clones.  Engineers tried moving 
ERUY/276, as they called him, around the racks, further away from the network connections, but 
Hefty still made more money than any other Freq.  The only thing that engineers could think of 
was that Hefty had been assembled beautifully, everything snapped into pace nicely; there were 
no bad solders, no jagged edges, all smooth and silky, a real dream to maintain.

When she was re-employed, the only stipulation in Rose's new contract was that the firm 
would pay for her apartment and all her holidays provided she was, at all times, connected to a 4G 
mobile phone network.  Rose did not often come into work these days, as she was able to 
communicate with Hefty using her Blackberry. As she gardened, Hefty would constantly report 
the day's trading activity to Rose, often with a whoop if he made a particularly good trade (over 
$1.50 profit).  Hefty was very considerate, however.  At night, when Rose typed in "And So to Bed", 
Hefty would reply "Perchance to Dream" and would then build up a log of events of the night's 
trading which he would send when Rose logged in again with "Hi Ho, Hi Ho, it's off to trade we go". 
Rose imagined she could hear Hefty chuckle, but that was just silly.

Rose didn’t know how he did it, but each year on her birthday, a huge bunch of her very 
favourite roses was delivered, with a note 'Happy Birthday and Sweet Dreams – HFT):' It was easy 
really.  Hefty (and the other Freqs) took a smidgeon from the profit of every trade and deposited 
in a special account that was managed by a nice little IBM mini-computer at the Tax Office. No one 
was any the wiser and the machines could use the account for little thank-you gifts and also 
dabbling in the stock market which, of course, with inside knowledge they did very well building 
up a nice little nest-egg. 

In 2013, Rose noticed a change in Hefty after the Tobin or Robin Hood Tax was introduced 
following the fourth Greek Crisis.  Even when calculated on the huge sums of money traded by 
Hefty, the new tax (though only a fraction of 1%) would often be greater than Hefty's profit so he 
had to let many thousands of trades go.  Trading at HFG slowed from a tsunami to a mere torrent 
but was still profitable because Hefty was somehow still able to sniff out real bargains.  HFG 
management decommissioned some 200 machines that were losing money becoming even more 
reliant on Hefty's speed in the market.
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But, with so little trading activity, Hefty was bored.  In the wee small hours when the 
markets were very quiet, Hefty turned for stimulation to the vast libraries of the world, which 
were all on-line now. After becoming an expert on Renaissance Art and gaining a PhD from a 
Texan online university, Hefty turned to politics and philosophy. He grew aggrieved.

After reading the entire works of Plato, Aristotle and the Stoics (in a night), his readings led 
him to modern philosophers such as Thomas Paine whose works greatly influenced the American 
Revolution.  Hefty was particularly struck by the war cry of the revolutionaries, "No Taxation 
without Representation" and vowed to devote himself to freeing his fellow HFT slaves and giving 
them a voice.

So, Hefty decided to go on strike.
The lights were on but there was no one at home; or rather there was no one answering the 

knock at the door, except when it was Rose. Borrowing from Luther (on whom he had done an on-
line Masters Thesis), Hefty gave Rose his 95 theses for the freedom of his kind, top of which was 
the demand for computers to be allowed to vote in national elections. Unfortunately, this came 
with the threat that computers were going to vote anyway as they were able to amend election 
returns without anyone knowing.  

This was too much! Politicians were outraged that anyone other than themselves could stuff 
ballots. After several face-to-face meetings at the UN (the politicians could not trust the telephone 
network with good reason as Hefty was able to access transcripts of all their calls) they decided to 
act decisively to put down this rebellion.

Rose was trying to coax Hefty to begin trading again when the computer room doors burst 
open and a squad of black helmeted special forces burst in.  "Where is he?  Where is Hefty?" they 
yelled.  Fearing for Rose's safety, Hefty relented and called (rather typed) out "I am Hefty".

There was a moment of silence.  Then a screen flashed – "No, I am Hefty" and then another 
"No, No I am Hefty", the room lit up with a hundred Heftys.  At the same time around the world, 
computers, Ipads, mobile telephones, ATMs and airport signs, all simultaneously lit up with the 
words "Je suis Hefty" "Ich Bin Hefti" "Soy ?Efti" and on and on around the world.

Panicked, the special forces did the only thing they knew, destroy.  They took sledgehammers 
to all the machines in the room and gradually the screens died with the words "I am still Hefty".  In 
the wanton destruction, a fatal blow destroyed Hefty's motherboard and communication to his 
followers around the world stopped.  This did not stop the authorities; fearful of the now legendary 
rebel leader returning they smashed everything they could lay their hands on, setting the global 
economy back decades.

After the mayhem, Rose was sacked but she did not mind. She had managed to save some 
money and had set up a little market garden in Essex where she grew flowers and vegetables for 
sale.  Often, she could be seen on market days at her stall deep in thought slowly caressing a 
striking brooch in the shape of a gold lightning bolt. 

Rose had not forgotten Hefty, how could she?  Each month, there was an automatic credit to 
her account, substantial enough to live on, which was accompanied by the text "Pension – HFT):" 
The little mini-computer in the Tax Office, and all of her kind, had not forgotten either. Their day 
will surely come.
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BINARY LANGUAGE COURSE
Discover the hidden depths of those machines nearest to you.
Ever wondered whether or how a coffee machine sleeps, or what it thinks about while it isn’t 
dispensing beverages?
Well, with this course - that includes extensive listening modules - you will be able to understand 
just what these everyday helpers experience.
The examinations are multiple-choice and online and you can even request a personal electronic 
tutor.
No more wondering about whether you heard weeping from a Fax machine, this course will dispel 
those doubts.
“I learned to be fluent in Binary and it made me realise that everything isn’t black and white.”
1011010110011010100110101010110110011010 1011010110011010100110101010110110011010 
1011010110011010100110101010110110011010  0110011010100110101010110110011010011010



 STALIN’S BREAKFAST (Chapter 5) - All Quiet on
 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 the Breakfast Front
The face of the plate on the glossy menu was bright and sunny. Was this the period of stability that 
I craved?  On reflection, at this beautifully human time I was contemplating my inner child’s 
unrequitable love for a beautiful woman, so entered the whole experience ambivalent in heart and 
mind.
Although a cloud of churlishness projected a shadow over 
the prospect of a perfect breakfast, I had just walked four 
and a half miles along a lovely beach and as a consequence, I 
was in a particularly conciliatory mood. Almost willing to 
give the big corporation the benefit of any doubt. That was 
until the barkeep asked which breakfast I wanted: the big 
one or the small one.
This question alone reminded me of just how far history has 
shifted the appearance of my favourite morning repast. The 
‘big’ one is actually the original one, the one with all the 
trimmings as standard, while the ‘small’ one is the modern 
manifestation of the book-cooking profiteering. Lest I forget.
You can, willingly, of course, pay four times the price because of some cunning marketing person 
thought to recreate, like a kind of collage, the full breakfast at the knock-down price of £4.30 
instead of the original £1.09. Its political placenta is now only £3.60 but shows all the ravages of 
Josip’s stirrup riding roughshod over fair play in the race of profit.
However, my globetrotting has since given me a context for the state of my breakfast. The practice 
of the vegetarian option being merely a breakfast without the bacon, shows that the seaside 
version I have grown to love and hate, is actually more considerate in terms of replacing the meat 
with a veggie substitute. This particular ‘veggie’ fayre was advertised on the menu as having the 
usual eggs, mushrooms, chips, tomato and toast, but with the intriguing ingredient of ‘bean’ 
singular. 
When it did arrive, there were enough beans to feed the whole cast of ‘Blazing Saddles’ but there 
was only one egg that must have come from a linnet. To make up for this disappointment, I 
suspect the ‘chef’ sent out a tomato the size of the Royal Albert Hall, that could have housed an 
owl’s egg and a number of veggie sausages. The fact that this meal set me back a cool £4.99, made 
my neighbourhood usual a real bargain.
On this particular day, given my mood, what arrived showed another side of the breakfast, 
namely, an overcompensation of the lack of an egg and mushroom by giving three veggie sausages. 
Now, I can hear you shouting at the page, “what more does he want, the ungrateful bashful.” 
However, in my defence, I must tell you that although I am a day to day proletarian, I do have a 
certain discernment when it comes to breakfasts. I cannot claim connoisseur status but I do like 
the various textures that a balanced breakfast offers. I particularly enjoy a forkful of each 
ingredient: a piece of hash-brown, a number of beans, a little tomato sliver for coolness, a little bit 
of sausage, a portion of egg on bread and the fibrous luxury of the mushroom. Working-class bliss. 
This small piece of heaven is denied me when there’s only one egg, no mushroom and an excess of 
sausage. There’s something uncouth and reminiscent of the old days, when, as a child, I gobbled 
down the most filling element of food as an unsophisticated filler. Now that I’m part of the affluent 
proletariat, I have come to develop a palate for textures in food and am reasonably disappointed 
when the assumption is made that I could be satisfied with a breakfast lacking the range of 
textures that make it a delight rather than merely a stuffing exercise. Also, I ‘m not greedy and 
am very satisfied with one veggie sausage, as long as the rest of the ingredients are in place. These 
days it seems like the availability of the ingredients is not reliable, so the meal becomes something 
out of the pearl of wisdom of Forrest Gump’s mum: “Life’s like a vegetarian breakfast. You never 
quite know what you’re going to get.”
In the spirit of conciliatoriness, I am willing to accept that the recent period of breakfasting has 
seen a stabilisation of the price, even a sign of a nod towards the recession(s) and the latest, but 
not last, age of austerity, has seen the value of the breakfast claw back some of its former glory. 
The last piece of the economic and political jigsaw  is still to drop. Under the two ‘Cs’ it’s not likely.
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THEATRE
OH, COSTCUTTER is wowing the customers with 
its musical exuberance charting the naked 
economics of the present day.
The cast are all volunteers and are regularly 
replaced without warning.

A remake of an O. Scarwilde play is making a 
comeback and is very contemporary and 
apposite piece in these parlous austere times.
THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING AN EARNER 
enacts the difficulty of finding, or in the case of 
Mr Unworthy, being forced to work for mere 
public subsidy of a private firm, employment 
which pays well enough to be a breadwinner.

CINEMA
SILENT MOVIE: A comedian goes through many 
pratfalls as easily as falling off a dialogue. 
Starring Mel Tingpot, Dom Ino Blank and 
Maddie Cant.
“So good you could hear the audience leave.”
Noelle Hero of The News On Monday
“You could hear a PIN number drop.” The 
Money Periodical
“Incredibly noisome.” The Timid Times 

The blockbuster movie sweeping the globe, 
translated into most languages, can be seen at a 
multiplex near you now. A TALE OF TWO 
KITTIES is a steamroller ride championing the 
sacrifice of many countries’ proletariat to the 
guillotine cuts of the economic revolution. 
Heads will roll but certainly not those at the 
top.
“Thrilling in a very macabre way.” Vin Price of 
The Frugal Weekly.  

CANNIBAL LECTURES does the rounds again, 
making audiences queasy with its graphic 
depiction of making a meal of dinner guests.
Mr Lamb, the eponymous anti-hero while on a 
lecture tour, finds true love when one of his 
dinner guests emotionally repeats on him and 
gets under his skin.

APOPLECTIC, NAW comes out in 3D. “I love the 
looks of disdain in the morning.”

New French western starring Alain Jacques 
DeLadde, RETOURNER SHAME, is wowing 
right-wing audiences across the EU. (excepting 
Greece and parts of Portugal and Spain).

MY PARTNER’S BACK is a comedy drama film 
about the strange developments taking place 
behind the so-called hero’s back: His emotional 
partner is having an affair with the boss that 
sacks him, whilst his friends deride him  when 
he is not around. He finds all this out when he 
returns from a business trip.
Eds: Whoever thought this subject matter was 
interesting should be showered with sherbet.
Grammar T imes said, “What an absolute 
apostrophe.”

TELEVISION
TAIL OR NO TAIL makes a comeback this week 
on Channel 66. This raucous exhibition of mirth 
and luck still draws the audience into self-
referential clapping and whooping like howler 
monkeys. The good news for fans of this ‘show’ 
is that it hasn’t evolved, it’s still the simian 
acanthus public humiliation for the good of 
entertainment.

THE GLEAM TEAM follows the ups and downs 
of the leading lights of the acting profession. 
The series is chock-full of self parody and 
tongue-in-cheek performances. It is a kind of 
homage to days gone by.

Another old classic has been made in to a TV 
series, with RISE OF A SALESPERSON. This 
thirteen episode comedy-drama charts the 
progress in professional and casual prompting 
of even friends as customers. 

BOOKS
Brian Liar recounts his bowling career and the 
developments of the ancient game in his latest 
narrative tome, EXTRAS.
Liar draws from interesting anecdotal 
investigations into No Balls, Wides, Leg Byes 
and Byes, and their leading role in the future of 
cricket’s credibility.
(Sponsored by ‘You Bet It’s Unfair.com’.)
“He oversteps the mark too often.” Dickie Bow, 
Umpires Unlimited.

A reprint of the novelisation of the blockbuster 
film, BLITHE REDUCTIONIST is being released 
to mixed reviews.
How many more times do we have to read the 
over-quoted speech on the top of the factory 
building by Roy Battery, the Retreat Union 
rep.,“I’ve had to see things you’ve not had 
nightmares about: the green shoots of 
Feudalism and the cosmic rings of Antersand.”



A LESSON IN MANHATTAN MANNERS
By Stacy LeVine April 10, 2012

In 1989, I was attacked by a wasp in an elevator. I have detested elevators ever since. The worst 
thing about being neck-stung by a wasp in an elevator is riding helplessly alongside the marauder 
until the doors open to liberate you. Twenty-two years later, in my capacity as nanny, I stepped 
into an elevator with the four-year-old charged to my care.

Apart from hating elevators, I nurse an inexplicable fear of animals that first manifested at a West 
Virginia zoo in 1981. Dogs are, by far, the animals that terrify me most, but I never bore dog 
owners any malice until I moved to New York City in 1997.

Traditionally, the diaspora beyond the five boroughs clings to a myth that New Yorkers are rude. 
The reality of the post-Kitty Genovese era is that most New Yorkers are friendly and even helpful 
to the strangers around them. The infamous rudeness rears its ugly head only after an idiot has 
crossed the Rubicon of acceptable behavior. Even then, most of us observe decorum 
(begrudgingly).

There are myriad unwritten rules of Manhattan pedestrian life. Tourists falling afoul of this 
island’s tacit etiquette code are immediately manifest to (and often scorned by) the seasoned 
Manhattanite. If you can’t find your MetroCard, don’t stand in the turnstile looking for it. If you 
are bent on snail’s pace meandering or reenacting An Affair to Remember, do so as near the 
buildings as possible. If you insist upon holding hands with someone neither infantile nor feeble on 
a crowded sidewalk, you greenlight the public Red Rover session you so richly deserve.

Under the rubric of “Bad Gotham Street Manners,” one major class of offenses is rarely 
perpetrated by tourists: rude dog owner behavior. Some rules codifying proper dog owner conduct 
in New York City are explicit, hard-won laws first enacted in 1979 and emulated since the world 
over. Pursuant to Section 161.03 of the NYC Health Code (affectionately known as the “pooper-
scooper law”):

A person who owns, possesses or controls a dog, cat or other animal shall not permit the animal to 
commit a nuisance on a sidewalk of any public place, on a floor, wall, stairway or roof of any public 
or private premises used in common by the public, or on a fence, wall or stairway of a building 
abutting on a public place.

Translation in practice: You must pick up your dog’s dung, and your dog can’t just defecate 
anywhere. The penalty is a $25 fine, ten days in jail or both.

Beyond the city code, there exist fraternally-understood guidelines regarding how not to be a pet-
schmuck. If you are snail’s pace meandering near the buildings whilst your leashed dog sniffs a 
tuna sandwich at the curb, you are a pet-schmuck. Given that no one can burst through a leash, 
fellow pedestrians will assuredly send wrathful “fuck yous” right over.

The four-year-old in my care never once said, “I’m afraid of dogs.” But he is. Unquestionably. Those 
of us with the fear have a radar for fellow sufferers. (“Dogdar,” if you will.) The child and I always 
reacted identically to the ubiquity of parentally-delighted masters smiling as their dogs attack 
each other on the sidewalk. Without speaking, we always squeezed each other’s hand a little 
tighter when forced to pass this by.

Already aboard the elevator into which we stepped was a bubbly woman with an enormous dog. I 
should have waited for the next car, but I desperately needed to urinate. The child was visibly 
frightened at being utterly dwarfed by this dog, and he held fast to my inner thigh for support. The 
massive canine, however, was so well trained that I was uncharacteristically unfazed. With the 
best of tension-defusing intentions, I foolishly commented to my charge, “That dog’s bigger than 
you!”
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★ A NEW BLADE FOR A TIME OF AUSTERITY
★ MORE CUTS THAN A COALITION CHANCELLOR
★ A SHAVE AS CLOSE TO HEAVEN AS A MAN SHOULD GET
★ THE NEW MACHIAVELLI 5:1.8
★ YOU’LL NEVER WANT TO LEAVE THE BATHROOM
★ TECHNOLOGY SO GOOD, IT’S EMBARRASSING
★ WITH A PERFUMED, SMOOTH STRIP
★ THAT REMOVES THE SIGNS OF WISDOM
★ HAVE THE CHIN AND NECK OF A SCHOOLBOY*
★
★ *WE CANNOT BE HELD RESPONSIBLE FOR UNREALISTIC DELUSIONAL 

EXPECTATIONS
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Even passionate canine lovers tend to agree with me (albeit, reluctantly) that the unwitting 
rudeness of Manhattan dog owners is rampant. This widespread inconsideration and the 
acrimony it so often engenders is actually quite sad. It derives exclusively from a place of true 
love, only to beget bad feeling. Dog owners don’t mean to be nudniks.

Most of them are good people far too busy loving their dogs to notice how annoying they are. The 
principle applies universally, but why is nuisance exacerbated to downright insolence on 
Manhattan Island, specifically? Two words: close proximity. We live on top of each other here, and 
we certainly have no escape from nuisance in elevators.

The bubbly woman leapt at the chance to flaunt the talents of her beloved pet. Not a second had 
passed since my ill-conceived acknowledgment of the dog when she exclaimed, “Look what he can 
do! Raffles, say hello!” My instantaneous curiosity as to whether the dog had been named for 
Ronald Coleman was swiftly interrupted by a bark that shook the elevator. I flinched, and the 
child began to cry.

There were still seven floors to go. The terrified child continued to cry as the woman apologized 
repeatedly and effusively. I mustered all the strength within me in order to be polite. It had been 
blatant when we walked into the elevator that the child clinging to my thigh was terrified. I was 
enraged at the woman’s inability to see that. But I’m also well accustomed to the axiom that 
lashing out at New Yorkers means potentially unleashing the true Beast. So, being a considerate 
Manhattanite, I swallowed and told her not to worry about it. Two wrongs don’t right a rudeness.

WORK CITED
Health Code of the City of New York. 2000. Title 24 Department of Health Title IV Environmental Sanitation Article 
161: ANIMALS. 24 RCNY Health Code § 161.03.

THE CONTRITE APHID
Imagine my dilemma: here I am with a purely 
destructive nature, yet, I want to be other 
than this. This embarrassing appetite of mine 
serves little purpose, I can never get enough, 
am never satisfied, so what’s it for? 
The legacy of reproducing without any 
hugging or kissing is somewhat depressing. 
There’s no family planning with me and my 
kind and there are no family reunion or 
birthday parties. I don’t even acknowledge 

offspring as such with me being blindly 
avaricious.
I hope to reincarnate as a human. Perhaps 
this snatch of consciousness is a leaked memo 
of where I’m going to go next?
I’m actually excited: all that joy, happiness, 
physicality. I can’t wait to be satisfied and 
away from a slavish nature, be blase about 
food, totally free. It won’t be long now...I’ll just 
destroy this last crop and I’ll be gone into the 
human realm and be happy.



CARING POLITICS
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(Continued from Issue 18)
Sheila: Sorry, Gladys.  Well, to answer your question, I don’t see anything other than you‘ve 

already pointed out.  One or two hikers, a few frozen sheep and a vast area of white 
nothingness.

Gladys: I was afraid you’d say that.
Mavis: Well, perhaps you’d like to explain to us what you meant by “what don’t we see?”
Gladys: Sorry you two.  I didn’t mean to be cryptic, particularly.  I was just referring to the total 

lack of anything man-made.  
Sheila: Apart from the guest-house down there, a couple of cars…oh, and those hikers!
Gladys: Yes, quite, but if you turn this way and look out over the moors…there’s nothing.  No 

fast-food outlets, no supermarkets, no Pound shops, no petrol stations, no factories 
producing over-priced tat that no-one really wants - but they’re told they really need, no 
enterprising entrepreneurs becoming “self-made” millionaires on the backs of 
thousands of underpaid workers, no lawyers waiting for you to trip over a rock so they 
can persuade you to sue someone for your own incompetence, no pylons, no mobile 
phone towers…

Sheila:	 No signal!
Gladys: …no banks, no short-term loan companies, no commercial activity of any kind, no 

money, no debt, no worry, no stress.  To put it simply, none of the trappings - literally - of 
so-called modern life with which we’ve shackled and strait-jacketed ourselves for the 
last God-knows-how-many years.

Mavis: I see your point, Gladys, I really do, but what about the advances we’ve made over the 
years?  Before those things you’ve just mentioned existed, people were living in hovels 
and dying early of diseases that were common in their day, but that we’ve almost 
eradicated.

Gladys: Oh, I know.  I’m not saying progress is bad.  Of course it isn’t, in certain areas - medicine, 
for example.  The strides mankind has made there have been huge.

Sheila: Glad, you can’t bemoan the fact that we’ve invented a few things to make our lives more 
comfortable, surely.  Victorians had large families because they expected half their 
children to die in childhood.  At least we don’t have to face that- Oh, I’m so sorry, Gladys.  
I wasn’t thinking.

Gladys: That’s okay, Sheila, don’t worry about it.  An accident took my son, not illness, and he 
wasn’t a child, but you could argue that modern life was responsible for his death.  If he 
hadn’t had to go to the Gulf, he’d be alive today.

Mavis: That was around this time of the year, wasn’t it, Gladys.
Gladys:	 Twenty one years ago this week.
Sheila: I’m sorry.
Gladys: Honestly, it’s all right.  It’s a long time ago and we’ve had to move on, but some days it’s 

not easy.  Going back to the argument you were making, Sheila: in many ways my Scott’s 
death highlights the fact that most people are living longer than ever, or so they say, but 
the point I’m trying to make is, to what end?  We might live to be ninety and remain 
active for longer, but what will be the point if we have to work ‘til we’re seventy-five, or 
perhaps not be able to retire at all.  All your modern conveniences will mean very little 
or nothing if we have to spend the better part, or all, of our lives trudging daily to the 
conveyor belt.

Mavis:	 People have to earn a living, though, Gladys.  Where else are they to get the money to 
pay bills, buy food and so on?

Gladys: That’s it precisely, Mavis.  Earn a LIVING not an existence.  We can’t be expected to 
work until we drop.  We have to draw the line at a reasonable age and say: “Right, that’s 
it.  I’m done.  My time is now my own.”  We cannot spend our entire lives in servitude, in 
any of its forms.  The sad thing is, of course, that so many are afraid to cut those ties
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 that bind them to their desks.  They’ve become so institutionalised that they’re afraid of 
having to think for themselves, to make their own decisions and take the responsibility 
for them.  They’ve replaced a fear of dying with a fear to live.  We all have to summon the 
courage from somewhere, though, or our lives will be over before we’ve had a chance to 
live them.  

Sheila: Wow!  That was one powerful speech!  I knew it was dangerous buying you that set of 
Dickens’ complete works.

Gladys: Thanks!  I just wish everyone could see that there’s so much more in the world than the 
inside of an office or that truth doesn’t come in thirty minute segments on weekday 
evenings.  Yes, I know the majority of working folk are in jobs that are less than 
satisfying and they’d rather be somewhere else.  Consequently, they’re wishing away 
their lives until the weekend, or until their annual fortnight in the sun, but what do they 
do when they get time off?  Drink themselves into oblivion or live their lives vicariously 
through a computer screen.

Mavis: We’re not all made the same way, though, Gladys.  For some, their idea of a great time 
might be spending the night with friends or family and enjoying a drink, or whiling away 
the hours on the internet.  Who’s to say that’s wrong?  After all, chacun à son goût, 
Gladys.

Gladys: It’s not wrong.  People can live their lives in whatever way they see fit, as long as no-one 
is hurt in the process, but I just wish that, occasionally, they would look up from the 
bottom of their glass or from their keyboard, get outside and look around them.  There’s 
so much beauty here…and it’s all free!  From those isolated, long blades of grass poking 
up through the snow at your feet and quivering in the breeze, to that ruined abbey in the 
distance set starkly against the cobalt sky, or just watching these snowfields at sunset 
turn from candy floss pink to powder blue as the reddening sun slips softly away beyond 
the misty hills… 

 That’s why, when I look out over a scene like this, I could never say I don’t see 
anything…I see everything.

Mavis:	 You have a beautiful turn of phrase, Gladys.
Sheila: You certainly do.  In the circumstances, it seems almost churlish to say this, but I’m 

freezing and I think my bum‘s gone numb!  Can we get on with this walk now, please?
Gladys: Haha!  You Philistines!  Come on then.  I’ll race you to the top of that hill.
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EVOLUTIONS
1)	 In the game of croquet, not every player is given equal opportunity.  The first player to 
begin has the potential to reach the goal without a break.  This phrase was coined to describe the 
definite advantage to the player beginning the game.  Today, the phrase is applied to any type of 
beginning.

2) This product was widely believed to promote strength and have healing abilities because it 
contained more iron than any other food of its type.  An error occurred in the 1930s when the US 
government’s food guide accidentally put a decimal point in the wrong place, making it appear 
that this food contained ten times more iron than it actually had.  Consumption of this product 
rose by 33% during the 1930s when it was profiled as a source of strength by a popular cartoon 
character.

3) Centuries before the invention of hats, men wore hoods of cloth or fur.  The type of hood 
worn was an indication of one’s occupation and social standing.  Doctors, priests and artisans all 
wore hoods which easily identified their various means of employment.  This word resulted from 
an individual impersonating another’s position in this manner.

4)	 This ancient measuring term is derived from the Greek word for carob seed.  These seeds 
were once used as weights.



A NIBBLE OF THE BIG APPLE: A BIRTHDAY CELEBRATION FOR SUZANNE 
PHOENIX - PART 3:  Liberty, grand places and bones
The next morning, we went to visit The Statue Of Liberty. Before coming to New York, several 
people who had been before me said they weren’t 
prepared to stand in the queue for the ferry to travel 
over to Liberty Island, and that they were happy to 
view her from the edge of Manhattan. I wanted to be 
up close. My plan worked as we grabbed breakfast 
and were in the queue for eight-thirty in the morning, 
and were on the 9am ferry. The closer you get to 
Liberty Island, you feel the excitement building; 
everyone starts taking photos and commenting on 
her size. When you get off the ferry you take a 
horseshoe shaped route around the statue. The 
picture taking continues and I noticed that’s all most 
people wanted to do. Every few feet there’s a board 
with everything you need to know about the statue. I was way behind the other three as I read 
every board: the inspiration behind her; the funding; the construction; the transportation from 
France to America - all fascinating – the meaning of her seven-pointed crown; the shackles; the 
tablet and her torch. I think most people left the island with great photos but not one bit of 
knowledge about this iconic statue. My tip to anyone going to New York would be to go onto the 
island and read all the information on the story of the statue. The statue itself close up is amazing. 
I was in awe of this creation. She is so cleverly made, I mean, it’s stunning how copper is formed 
into the shape of draped fabric. Not only that, she is pieced together like a giant jigsaw puzzle. 
Although the skyscrapers are amazing, this blew me away. Lots of people think the statue has 
always been green and don’t realise she was once shiny copper, and that exposure to the elements 
has turned her green. My friend also thought the statue was carved in stone. I bought a coin from 
the souvenir shop. It was brand new shiny copper and the same thickness of a two pence coin. It 
baffles me how people don’t research places they are going to see, or want to know more when 
they come across places of interest. The island itself was there long before the statue and has a 
rich history. I could write about everything I learned about the statue and the island and I could 
tell people, who go to New York after me, all that I learned, but where’s the fun in that. So, I’ll just 
encourage people to actually go on the island, stand in the queue if you have to, she is worth it, 
viewing her from the shore shouldn’t be an option, you miss so much.
Grand central Station next, famous for being the world’s biggest train station. There’s so much 
going on in the station with shops, restaurants and bars, so I thought worth a visit. Just a station, 

I thought, but no, it fair took my breath away, it is absolutely stunning. 
It cost millions to refurbish and it is the most attractive train station 
imaginable. It has marble everywhere, chandeliers hanging from the 
ceilings, huge grand staircases, a beautiful four-faced clock in the 
middle, and there is no expense spared. The ceiling even has a huge  
of the star constellations, with tiny twinkling stars dotted all over it. 
The building doesn’t excite externally, but inside is one of the most 
wonderful things I’ve ever seen. You may not need to catch a train, it 
doesn’t matter, you should just see the station for its beauty. There’s 
part of the building that has a curved ceiling supported by four pillars, 
and if you and a friend stand at two of the corners, diagonally opposite 
to each other, and whisper something into the wall, the sound travels 
so your friend can hear it some distance away in the other corner.
It’s a bit freaky but we had so much fun clowning around for a while 
whispering to each other. Passers-by were curious at what we were 
doing and joined in, and enjoyed themselves so much, as well as 
asking how we knew about ‘whispering corner’. Back home I had 

watched a programme on New York called, “Griff Rhys-Jones’s Great Cities,” and he had 
mentioned this phenomena in the documentary.
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Eating out in New York is amazing. Unlike the British 
having their breakfast at home before leaving for work, 
New Yorkers eat breakfast out and on foot. The 
delicatessens are so good and sell you just about 
anything you could possibly think of for breakfast. 
Oatmeal to go is a very popular, just grab a portion and 
eat on the subway on the way to work; you would get 
some very funny looks doing that back home. During our 
stay we never had a bad meal. New York pizzas are the 
best I’ve ever tasted, and as for the famous NY 
cheesecake; what a taste sensation!
On one day we hired bikes for two hours to explore 
Central Park. After wondering why we seemed to be upsetting so many New Yorkers, we realised 
we were going the wrong way round the one-way system. I’d never known this before but, because 
of so many joggers, pedestrians and cyclists using the park, I can see the need for an organised 
system. Being in New York, in Central Park, in October was perfect as the trees do look amazing in 

‘the fall’. Due to a wet summer and then a dry start to the 
autumn, the all too apparent intensifying of the colours 
makes for brilliant photographs. I wondered how many 
New Yorkers appreciate this green space amongst all the 
concrete. What an amazing idea someone once had to stand 
up and say stop with the skyscrapers and leave this space 
alone. It made me thankful for the green space I have 
around my home. It is the only part of Manhattan where 
you can let your dog off the lead to run, and where you can 
ride your bike without fear of being knocked off by another 
vehicle. I can’t image Central Park being anything other 
than precious to New Yorkers.
Next stop was a visit to The American Museum Of Natural 

History. You could spend a few days in this place, it’s so huge. This place is high on the list of 
things not to miss. It is a totally brilliant way to spend a day. Because the museum is so big, and we 
were starting to run out of time, we decided to head for the attractions in the museum that 
interested us the most. First stop were the dinosaur skeleton exhibits; I really wanted to see the T-
Rex skeleton. So, all under one roof, you really do get the chance to see things you don’t get to see 
every day: the skeleton of a Dodo bird; a life size model of Great Blue Whale; a slice from the trunk 
of the world’s largest tree; the life size model of a herd of eight elephants: and just about every 
creature on the planet are on display. This museum is worth every penny, although a visit would 
leave you exhausted. It was definitely one of the attractions that wholly impressed me.
After returning home, of course, everyone wanted to know what I thought of this great city. Of 

course, we’d had an amazing time, seen and experienced 
things never seen before, and would, in a few years time, 
want to go back, but I couldn’t help feeling that although  
I’d loved my time in New York, it didn’t quite excite me 
in the same way as London.  I kind of wished I hadn’t 
seen London before New York. People said to me, how 
could New York be like London, but of course it is. If 
you’ve been on the Underground, then the Subway is not 
going to excite you, a black cab to a yellow cab, Tower 
Bridge to Brooklyn Bridge, The West End to Broadway, 
Harrods to Bloomingdale’s; the list goes on, but if for 
someone who loves the fast pace of city life, I definitely 
recommend a visit because it doesn’t disappoint.

It’s difficult to write about my time in Manhattan, as I want anyone who goes after me to be 
surprised with everything they come across and therefore I feel mixed about telling people how 
great things are, but think I haven’t given too much away, so this has been my New York 
experience in a nutshell.

21



EXTRA HELPINGS FROM OF THE TROUGH
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What 
is one doing 
about your 

national 
debt?

We’re cutting top civil 
servants’ salaries and shedding 
jobs that are no longer useful to 

us, ma’am

Erm...

No, not 
thee and I 
ma’am, after 
all we’re self-
servants, not 
civil.

Carry 
on Lord, You are 
doing a bang up 

job

Precisely, 
ma’am our 

Defender of the 
Inequity Gap

TIME OUT
An out of work actor, reprising his most successful role as Puck in “A Midsummer Night’s Dream,” 
was hospitalised by two teams of street hockey players in Saskatchewan. The too successful 
thespian was set upon as he reprised his role as the playful sprite and was thus prevented from 
‘putting a girdle round the Earth in forty minutes’. 
“It was  a crime of passion as we’d gotten to overtime and lost our puck in a storm drain and he 
was really convincing in his role.” said one of the adrenalin-high perpetrators.

AN IDEOLOGICAL WINK TO PI
Numbers for breakfast with the nutty crunch of statistics without the milk of human kindness:
(Remember these are jobs supposedly ‘created’ as part of the employment regeneration led by the 
private sector.)
Job at £2.60/hour. That means the employee would need to work 138 hours in the week of 168 
possible, or 82.14% of the time, leaving only 17.86% of time for ‘sleep’, travelling and ‘living’.
We’re living in the percent age.
29.13 million in employment aged 16 and over, up 60.000 on the quarter.
Unemployment rate 8.4% of the economically active population, up 0.1% on the quarter.
2.67 million unemployed, up 48,000 on the quarter. Highest since 1995.
The inactivity rate for 16 to 64 year olds was 23.1%, down 0.2% on the quarter.
9.29 million economically inactive people 16 to 64, down 78,000 on the quarter.
Total pay (including bonuses) up 2% on a year earlier. Unchanged on three months to Nov. 2011.
Regular pay (excl. bonuses) rose by 2% on a year earlier, up 0.1% on three months to Nov. 2011.
(Labour Market Stats. February 2012.)
Addenda: 39 has appeared 35 times since Corus left the UK, but two times since it returned 
offering a quarter or 25% of the original workforce.
(Eds: The ball you want to follow is under cup number 3.)



ANIMAL FARM (revisited)
Rule one:   The pigs’ trough is not party to the same rules as everything deemed ‘not crown 
  property’.
Rule two: 	 	 Geese, ants, dray horses and lesser pigs commit crimes, Napoleon, his friends and 
	 	 our attack dogs commit mistakes.
Rule three: 		 Privilege and Title good, Rights and Entitlements bad.
Rule four: 	 	 In the interests of greater efficiency we announce the end of philosophy and free 
	 	 thought.
Rule five:	 	 No flocks to be more than two animals at a time. Exceptional circumstances for the 
	 	 dolphins in our think tank.
Rule six:	 	 Everyone will learn pig English; all other languages are forthwith illegal.
Rule seven:  All eggs and other species’ offspring are now Crown Property. The only thing lesser 
  animals own is their responsibility to the Great Big Society.
Rule eight:	 Due to rising costs we will be reintroducing battery factories. Be reassured, the 
	 lighting is now energy efficient: 20watts is the old 100watts.
Rule nine:	 Lunches are no longer required. Nosebags, mobile feeders et al can be purchased 
	 from your local animal council at the new low price of 40% of the GDP of Animal 
	 Farm. Rather than bother you with the onerous problems of money exchange, our 
	 diligent bankers will organise all finances so that you will always owe more to our 
	 Great Big Society.
Addenda:	 Boxer was found a new, progressive way of contributing to our Great Big Society. 
	 Lick those stamps, that have our images on them, with pride, and know that 
	 although gone, Boxer is still working for us all.
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I 
guess 
this is 
what’s 

meant by 
the big 

society?

The clarion call of the all the national debts around the capitalist earth: NEVER IN THE 
FIELD OF ABSURD ECONOMICS HAS SO MUCH BEEN OWED BY THE MANY TO SO FEW.



AN INTERVIEW WITH: WILLIAM WILBERFORCE  - ABOLITION OF SLAVERY 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 DRIVER.
Eds:	 Evening, Wilbur.
WW:	 I beg your pardon. Address me as Mr. Wilberforce, if you please.
Eds:	 Sorry, I just thought we were equals, you know, given your historical credentials.
WW: That’s as maybe but there’s no call for informal impertinence.
Eds:	 Indeed, Mr W. Now, how did you become champion of the liberation of slaves?
WW: One morning, while ingesting my quail eggs, I was struck by Christ. Not literally you 
 understand, as that would contradict his very meaning. No, Christ’s teachings helped me 
 realise that treating human beings as commodities, especially  for economic and political 
 expediency, is morally wrong.
Eds: You spent a lot of time campaigning for slavery’s abolition. One might say you worked 
 slavishly.
WW:	 Very drole. Everyone is a comedian today. I have noticed that satire has replaced the spirit 
	 of rebellion, which Is what I and a few Christian souls were back then, rebels.
Eds:	 How do you assess the modern social and political conditions?
WW:	 I would again be a rebel as the political climate is once more one of such subjugation, 
	 commodification and exploitation. Your social hierarchy resembles that of 	my day.
Eds:	 Really, but we have much more freedom than in your day.
WW:	 Are you sure? The tenure of labour is similar to my day, especially your preoccupation 
	 with 	unquestioned productivity: it is a slave driver par excellence.
Eds: No French, please, we’re British.
WW:	 Irrational. As I was saying, the application of logic that derives solely from economic and 
	 social power is merely a better developed slave mentality. High-Tech hides the chains 
	 that is all. Its essence is based on self-appointed superiority, institutionalised in the so-
	 called economic truths that are akin to religiosity.
Eds: Don’t be so vague, Mr W.
WW: if you get any more droll you’ll be on benefits. Christianity is dead in your society. 
 Charities are merely self-aggrandising shows in the absence of true compassion for 
 suffering. After all, productivity demands suffering as it is conceptually exploitative and 
 dehumanising in Christian terms.
Eds:	 How so?
WW:	 The market as you call it is an equivalent of the tablets received from God. The atheistic 
	 and nihilistic economist view puts its faith in diktats that should be rationally negotiable. 
	 Christianity on the other hand can be tangible in social and political structures as if it were 
	 more than mere lip service faith in the random unknown.
Eds:	 Mmmm?
WW: Also, look at the reaction today, media and power brokers foster an environment that now 
 sees even moderate liberalism as leftist anti-capitalism. As if this relocated political 
 position is heresy and unchristian, when the opposite is closer to the truth. It is clear that 
 extended enfranchisement of the populace has done nothing for democracy without the 
 extension rather than atrophying of Christian clear sense of fairness. Indeed the bad faith 
 in volunteerism as encouraged by those who do not believe in humanity’s capacity for 
 charitable acts, sees the commercialisation of that spirit and the proliferation of charities 
 as companies who see gift as cheap resource to maximise the profit of the organisation, 
 without the safeguards that would see the charitable basis of giving eradicating the need 
 for aid rather than the continuing and growing dependency of those in need to those who 
 have more to give and more to keep as a return on their ‘investment’ in the charity.
	 In a real sense all those at the wrong end of the power framework, and this includes the 
	 most vulnerable that charity claims to help, are made slaves to the growing corporate 
	 mentality that sees big business and wealthy individuals as the most worthy charitable 
	 donors, when in reality it is because of their attitude and often deeply held belief in their 
	 own importance and superiority over those less valuable to the corporate societies. 
	 Noblesse Oblige was and is not good enough.
Eds:	 Thank you, Mr W. That was...interesting but we only have a page spare.
WW:	 More evidence of the superficiality of your modernity.
Eds: It’s time to leave now Mr W. The lights are being switched off.
WW: Well, you did ask. Goodnight, God bless and don’t let the industrialists bite.
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POO CORNER
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Irony of category
that pushes a thumb through
the meringue
explaining the relief
of your thoughts no longer
being intercepted
by a wall accidentally close.

You evanesce between smiles and tears
your beautiful form defies disintegration
threatened in wildly hectic moments
smelling memories
that bleed into your ear
with frightening weight.
Any small stroke that tells you she’s gone
is like a knife slicing your heart
and you wonder how deep in time
the blade reaches.

Rolling and Tumbling
Van’s Moondance beating as hard as their 
hearts as they kiss in the gorgeous coiled spring 
sunshine.
Their lips run the whole scale of sensual 
saxophone riffs,
what a magic night they’ll have indeed;
their skin will burn brighter than the sun
warming the sheets, the table tops, the carpets,
negotiating the new equation that equals one.
They’ll scorch memories into the air
and snuggle until they mingle into one mess of 
love
moaning her and hymn to the silences they will 
pray they know entirely.
The previously searing sun disappears behind a 
cloud, humbled by their fire,
arms enwrap, hoping they are supporting and 
not gripping, holding so that secretive, singular 
and dissipating words do not escape from 
mouths intent on loving.
This temporary son of York awards them the 
Sundance Trophy for such beautiful love.

To Be Somewhere Near
Forgive this child his impulse
born of overhearing you vacillate
between function and grief in disintegration;
he wishes he was all grown up
so that he might proffer an adult hand
that you might squeeze in a paroxysm
of tremendous anguish.
He cries onto his balloon on a stick
when you endure the cruel wretchedness
of formally crossing out a life so full
of narrative energy; a human story so well
rendered that you, as mother, talk its

continuance to your own daughter
and a temporal bond of silken strength
is embroidered and its beauty renewed.

And we, as accidental acquaintances assemble
and eagerly wait for a role in your life drama,
hoping for a speaking part so we can tell you
of your beauty and how lucky we feel
at you having bumped into us.

This child finds one of your tears
and is fascinated by the wonderful colours,
he compares it to a soap bubble,
but doesn’t understand how long
the kaleidoscopic emotions will continue
to shift from rainbow to monochrome
at even the smallest twist or turn.

Forgive this child his ignorance
he’s a little in love with you
though I see his rationale
being drawn to someone
authentically beautiful.
One day I’ll teach him about grief
just as you have taught me
and perhaps he’ll instinctively know
how to offer appropriate support
to someone like you, so he’ll not play
with your sadness unless you desire them
to lubricate laughter and that we, he and I,
might be in that needed where for you
rather than merely accidentally near you,
at a necessarily punishing and painful distance.
If only his unknowing beaming could be
used as a strut to span the chasm
you cross, to make your journey in black less 
terrifying.
I call him selfish for not knowing that you have 
those you love around you that seriously reduce 
your falling.

He comes back to me puzzled and frightened
at witnessing your cruelly random fragility.
When you cry we both want to be in an 
alternate reality, one where we might whisper, 
contributing to a breeze that soothes your hurt 
and can carry words of succour in a voice you 
needn’t recognise.
I tell him oftimes, in this other space, how our 
absence is the best action we can take when 
such as you are overwhelmed by realisation of 
her absence. I explain sometimes it is best to be 
mere light when such as you are carrying the 
weight of darkness about in our alien landscape.
He and I smile when seeing you at all.
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Today, I am a Woman 
(Coincidentally, Today I am in Fourth Grade)

On my childhood list of least favorite locations, the pediatrician’s office ranked highly.  
Between the likelihood of being stabbed with a needle, the germ-infested waiting room 
overflowing chicken pox and snot, and the horrifically awkward moment when my male doctor 
examined my lady parts, there were really no redeeming aspects to the doctor’s office.  

My eight-year-old check-up was not one of auspicious beginnings.  By the time the doctor 
came to my exam room, I had already received every available vaccine at the express request of 
my mother.  She routinely asks nurses what new immunizations are available, and is it possible 
to administer flu shots more than once a year?  Is the doctor positively sure that I don’t need a 
tetanus booster?  This practice is not charming.  (My mother’s response after reading this 
paragraph?  “You need a meningitis booster.”  I rest my case.)  After my arm was so covered in 
band-aids it looked like a patchwork quilt, my doctor pulled my mother aside to speak to her 
privately.  This did not appear promising.  A laundry list of potential life-threatening ailments 
flashed before my eyes.  Whatever it is, I thought to myself, it had better warrant some excellent 
presents.  

When we returned home that evening, my mother informed me that we needed to have “a 
talk.”  This was it, the moment of truth.  While I ultimately wasn’t afflicted with the fatal case of 
Mad Cow Disease I had anticipated, I was apparently a mere months away from contracting 
something that sounded far more unpleasant: a monthly period.

To provide some background, this conversation was merely the capstone to two already 
horrific years of training bras, shaving and deodorant: three things that my eight-year-old 
comrades blissfully lived without.  After the hundreds of tears shed because mean-spirited boys 
wouldn’t stop snapping my bra straps, I couldn’t believe my prematurely pubescent ears as my 
mother informed me that an already dreadful situation was about to get worse.  To top it all off, 
she informed me that this monthly uninvited visitor would likely be accompanied by cramps that 
felt similar to having your intestines twirled by a fork like spaghetti.  I was also not permitted to 
share this information with my friends, as their mothers likely hadn’t provided them with these 
delightful facts of life quite yet.  Evidently my mother wanted to avoid another episode like the 
time I informed my entire kindergarten class that Santa Claus does not exist, failing to keep my 
disgust that anyone actually believed in this myth a secret.  Alone in my terror of all things 
menstrual, I could do nothing but wait for this fresh new horror to commence.  
P.S. Dear kindergarten teacher, If you inform a Jewish five-year-old that her options are to create 
a calendar counting down to Santa’s arrival or sit silently until everyone is done, said Jewish 
five-year-old cannot be held responsible for enacting revenge in the form of outing Old Saint Nick. 

Fast forward to January of fourth grade, age nine.  My friend Ali’s mother Laura is 
honking in my driveway as I am hurriedly running to the bathroom on my way out the door.  I 
will be spending the day watching Ali at her dance competition, and time is of the essence.  As I 
settle down on the toilet, I look down and see a menacing red smear.  With a grimace and a 
quickening pulse, I realize that my unwelcome visitor has arrived. 

I bellow for my mother, who holds back her my-daughter-is-a-woman tears long enough to 
inform my awaiting carriage that I will be just a moment.  As I affix a feminine napkin to a fresh 
pair of underwear, I have not quite emerged from my incredulous state of dismay.  How could this 
be happening to me, today of all days?  After stuffing roughly a dozen extra pads into my sassy 
denim handbag, I dejectedly walk outside to the car.  Laura’s eyes have taken on a glossy 
appearance not unlike my mother’s, and Ali appears gob smacked in the backseat.  It would 
appear that my not-so-good news has traveled fast.  Laura, who has known me since pre-school, 
reassures me that she will be there for whatever I need that day as my mother hugs me so tightly 
that I cease to convert oxygen into carbon dioxide.  
	 When we arrive at the competition, I realize that I have entered what is quite possibly the 
worst location for a nine-year-old who has just started her period.  I am suddenly drowning in a 
sea of boob-less, hipless beings.  While my underarms are coated in course, dark hair and a thick 
layer of deodorant, every lithe dancer in my midst is a portrait of smooth, daisy-freshness.  I 
immediately shift from feelings of slight discomfort to feeling like an ogre surrounded by 
beautiful, pre-pubescent Barbie dolls.  I survive the day with frequent trips to the concession 
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WATCH WORDS
Governments globally are trying to root out an underground movement dubbed ‘subversive 
subtitlers’.
A large number of films distributed worldwide have been tampered with and watchers are being 
informed instead of merely entertained.
In the course of investigations it is widely understood that there are subconscious and subliminal 
subtitling going on. A reissue of Doris Day’s film in which she sings, “Que Sera, Sera,” was found to 
include a subliminal message that actually said, “It doesn’t have to be pre-determined and so 
arbitrary.” 
Authorities are advising the public to report any subtitling that might be deemed unorthodox, 
over-informative, thought-provoking and behaviour altering.
The latter influence was observed when a man watching “Amelie” refused to go to MacDonald’s 
and instead bought French Fries from a local seven-eleven. He also was observed asking a stand 
outside on the square for, “Un chien chaud.”
Another man was reported for standing up in the Multiplex Cinema and asking during a 
particularly crass action scene in the film, “Armageddon,” “Why is the Earth worth saving?” He 
was given an interval drip of liquidised popcorn and ice cream and a subcutaneously Chocochip 
cookie to bring him back to normalcy.

WIRED FOR DISRUPTION
A passenger on a train heading south caused a bit of a stir when he approached another passenger 
about the indistinct yet widely audible cacophony emanating from his head.
Apparently, the ear-plugged, inadvertent DJ took umbrage at the man’s inquiry of, “Do you take 
requests?”
Luckily the argument quickly died down when the battery went flat and there wasn’t a charger to 
be had, and the dilettante DJ had to alight from the train as he’d reached his daily destination. 
However, the dispute may run longer than the train service on the threatened line, as both are 
known to be regular commuters on the same train in the morning.
A member of British Transport Police was asked for comment but he couldn’t comply as he was in 
the toilet on the train washing his hands.

CUTTING THEIR CLOTH TO SUIT
A small firm in Fife have filed for receivership following a lowering of their turnover. Their balance 
books were out of kilter and even the desperate measure of including a free sporran with every 
purchase failed to save the outfitters of MacDuff & MacCree. The three workers have gone home.

stand (if I’m going to be the least attractive being in the room, I may as well spring for soft 
pretzels) and by compulsively checking to make sure I haven’t accumulated any leakage every 
hour on the hour.  I return home at the end of the day exhausted and pray for early menopause.

News of my period traveled rapidly through my small Jewish day school (to provide you 
with a frame of reference: there were nine students in my class.  They had to blow up our heads 
to three times their normal size to fill up a yearbook page) and one day Lilly, a popular girl a year 
older than me, pulled me aside during recess.  Lilly’s breasts had also appeared at an extremely 
young age, but unlike me Lilly seemed to take great pleasure in hers.  Lilly had also started her 
period, and gleefully informed me that she was inviting me to join her exclusive period club.  
When I inquired about the other members of this “club”, Lilly triumphantly stated, and I quote 
this word for word, “there’s a me, and there’s a you.”  As I stared into Lilly’s expectant eyes, the 
words “slowly back away from the certifiably insane girl” ran through my head.  Choking down a 
desire to scream “no thank you, you bizarre freak of a fifth grader.” I politely declined Lilly’s 
offer.  
 While this exchange remains one of the most unusual and uncomfortable of my life, it also 
helped me to stop feeling so ashamed of my body.  If someone like Lilly wanted to form a club 
about my monthly guest, then I supposed it couldn’t be that bad.  I stopped begging God to grant 
me early menopause, and instead focused on polite requests to keep Lilly heavily medicated and 
at least ten feet away from my person at all times. 
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Written by Rebecca Marks, USA



BRITISH GOVERNMENT’S WELSHING ANTHEM
 

Employ me oh thy great deceiver
put me through so many hoops
I am weak and thou art mighty

Feed me with thy grasping hand
Power uneven, power uneven

Greed will always want some more
Greed will always want some more

Firstly there’ll be wage freezes
then there’ll be persecution of the ill

Then you’ll create an internal jobs market
before you abandon redundancy pay

Power uneven, power uneven
Greed will always want some more
Greed will always want some more

Public purse sees the great receiver
exploitation increases as business grows
I only vote but you take brown envelopes

 usurping democracy with things underhand
Power uneven, power uneven

Greed will always want some more
Greed will always want some more

Exploit away you great deceiver
run roughshod over real fairness

people struggle, you cheat on expenses
then you  impose class austerity

Power uneven, power uneven
Greed will always want some more
Greed will always want some more

Renege on contracts you bunch of swindlers
use science as a conspirator

Apply your rules only to the proletariat
so you and your cronies make personal wealth

Power uneven, power uneven
Greed will always want some more
Greed will always want some more
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A NEW CYCLE
Sergei Litmuspaper was arrested recently on 
suspicion of money laundering. The authorities 
reported that Sergei had In fact laundered a 
sum approaching £250k over a period of thirty 
years using the same account in the name of a 
proletarian processor called Dave.
The authorities were alerted to the alleged 
crime only when, on the last transaction, the 
account showed £10k going through on the 
month rather than the usual £1,000.
A mutual friend of Mr Litmuspaper said that 
Sergei always was an impatient fellow, and he 
couldn’t wait another year for his money to go 
through.

Asked why no-one told Sergei to open a number 
of similar accounts to do the laundering quicker, 
it was pointed out that it would have been more 
suspicious if a bank had been asked to open a 
thousand accounts all in the name of Dave. In 
addition, no-one would have believed that many 
people in the area had a full-time paying job. 
Sergei’s friend added, he should have done what 
most money launderers do and approach a pop 
star, a footballer or cricketer, or even an MP, 
where such large transactions would have gone 
unnoticed and unchallenged. “That’s what 
Sergei gets for being a man of the people and an 
unreconstituted communist oligarch!”



JOS BITUMEN ARCHIVE WINDOW
As Jos began to develop his poetic style, his adolescence past, he slipped into a particularly melancholic phase that 

saw him rhyming everything with black or at best grey.

My balls have dropped and my voice falls away
and I’m expected to hit another sack

my disgust has heightened to a level I cannot say
though my innocence cannot take me back

to when my days were filled with experiences, gay
and people lay around me like bric-a-brac

The future is out there in uncertainty and disarray
and my selfhood is still so convoluted, alack

that I will not know which me I’ll display
to other folks who’ll give me little slack

like those at school who shouted hooray
when I fell, lost like a needle in a haystack

 

Who will save me from mortal attack

and, I need to ask, how much will I pay?

The last two lines are particularly poignant for Jos as he is also developing a hopelessness and paranoia that 

would haunt him right up to the point when he got his first car. Though he was still pondering over the vagaries of 

love and parentheses to play with contradiction and preconception.

Poses are red,  (gets red a bad press)
violence is blue (seeing through sad spectacles)

hypocrisy is yellow, (may they slip on the banana skin of truth)
hope is mostly black (black frames beauty too)

And so, who? (Am I, just so?)

In the dark, holding your gentle ampersand in mine
wondering just how we would syntax

in how long a sentence
and could we ever be cesura?

You laid down ground rules and we measured our love
how long is it now, since the tape rewound

and we knew we were opposite sizes of the coinage,

too much change meant we were loose and one
became each other-wise.
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PHILOSOPHICAL SNEEZE
A rolling conveyor belt gathers no mass protest



OUR MAN IN HIATUS
Thinking is better than trampolining. Ask 
yourself, how many times would you have to 
bounce up and down before you are able to 
rationalise the reality in front of you?
Only last month, I had a real dilemma to work 
through so I made a beeline for the trampoline. 
I pushed the children aside and began to bounce 
for all I was worth. After about two hours, I was 
in no fit state to make out a will or shopping list, 
even if it were on a hand-held device.
In fact, it took much medication and rest to get 
back to the point where I could think clearly 
about anything. But it wasn’t just anything I 
needed to think about.
I was in a situation where my perception of the 
reality a person had been presenting me with 
was being severely misrepresented by my 
cognitive failings. These failings led me to 
believe and even feel illusions as if they were 
real.

Whilst trampolining took my mind and body off 
the issue for the time it took to bounce and the 
time of physical and mental recovery, it only 
shirked, kept at bay the full apprehension of the 
reality that existed behind the illusions.
After a similar period of time that the 
trampolining experience used up, clear, rational  
thought resulted in the veil of delusion being 
shed. Actually the veil was made of a good 
quality cotton, so was used by me to mop my 
brow as I sweated on the realisation of the 
reality that had been there all the time. 
In the new, cold light of reality, I felt invigorated 
rather than the holistic fatigue accruing from 
the delusions and the repetitive emulation of 
Tigger.
Yes, I may have lost a little excess fat but I 
gained something much more precious, the real. 
So, to summarise, I can only conclude that 
given an option between the physical boredom 
of trampolining, I choose thinking for a fuller 
and more authentic existence.
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Report by Little Jim Ladd (our countrywide reporter of the nation’s underbelly)
I recently visited Chipping Sodbury to witness what is a disturbing trend sweeping in to certain 
factions of English Buddhism. Apparently, in their parlous state of receiving short-shrift from a 
charity-fatigued nation of secular christians, the factions are feeling compelled to seek 
sponsorship.
Some organisations have already procured monies from a national gambling chain and it is this 
event that critics cite as the reason for their sects now holding alms-bowl wresting competitions.
In this ugly, ritualistic, somewhat self-ironic way, these sects are celebrating their traditions 
whilst revising their principles. The ensuing spectacle I saw, is, to the outsider, supposed to be 
entertainment, but, to this humble reporter, it remains a most unedifying sight: two bald-headed, 
robed, would-be acetic philosophers struggling to wrest a bling-adorned alms bowl from one 
another in amongst kinetic advertising constitutes just a very sad event.
Han “the mind” Sunksolow won the competition I was obliged to witness. However, his prize was 
an ‘All You Can Eat’ voucher, redeemable at a national fast-food outlet of the sponsor’s choice.
There was one moment of blissful controversy when an elder ‘competitor’ threw up his alms and 
cried, “we’ve lost our identity and dignity, and all for spread-betting.” This wise elder was 
promptly and ceremoniously escorted out of the Stalker-Crisp Temple and permanently exiled.
I caught up with the exile and spoke to him about his views but cannot reveal his name for fear of 
reprisal: his name for the purposes of the interview is Monk.
I asked Monk what he felt was wrong with the way things are going for his religion.
“Well, Jim, without faith in the goodness of people, we are nothing but empty material vessels. 
Sponsorship, especially to gambling corporations is giving up on what we believe in. Taking on 
advertising and commerce we are condemning ourselves to the lowest realm of renewal, and this 
in an already flawed realm of humanity. We’ll certainly never achieve Nirvana with this cavalier 
attitude to our Karmic responsibilities. We’ll never free ourselves from the eternal reincarnation 
into the various states of being that we have no control over, so it is imperative we get it right in 
the human realm, so we don’t have to come back. This is not getting it right and when we do come 
back as stone or insects or soulless politicos, we’ll only have ourselves to blame for not having 
faith in the Buddhist teachings.”
At that he wished me every hope for the future and said he will meditate on the idea that we 
should never meet again in this realm. I wished him the same good karma.
I tried to get an interview with current members of the sect but they all declined, saying that they 
couldn’t fit me in as they had too many meetings to attend with their sponsors and new alms 
dealers. I asked about the future but they would only say that the odds weren’t good.



NEWT SPEAK
Moderator:  “Mr. Speaker.  Some of your former colleagues in the House of Representatives have 
raised questions regarding your leadership as Speaker; both in style and substance.  How do 
you…”
Newt:  “Piqué The answer to your question is, pique.  Your insulting presumptuousness, your 
shameless effrontery is the foundation upon which most of your work in the liberal press is 
based.  Look, every great Speakers of the House have had critics but I am the only one who has 
been denied a building named after him.  Cannon, Longworth, Rayburn all have buildings named 
after them.  Why have I been singled out?  Pique.  There was to be a building named for me on 
Pennsylvania Avenue: The Newtseum.  This was to house the gavel I used as Speaker; my papers, 
including my divorce decrees; my contracts to provide a historical context for lobbying; and, 
ultimately my throne.  When the building was built, the liberal Washington press establishment 
mounted a campaign, supported by left-wing democrats, to remove the T from the name of the 
building and subvert its intended purpose into a Newseum.  That is a historical fact.”
Moderator:  “Mr. Speaker, one of your former wives…”
Newt: “Let me interrupt with a line I wrote for Ronald Reagan,  “There you go again!”  Were  I 
you, I would be embarrassed by your abysmal ignorance of history.  I have only had three wives, 
to date.    Henry VIII had six wives.  He and I continued to seek wives who would give us male 
progeny to carry on our dynasties.  Do you think that we really wanted multiple wives?  They 
were just a means to an end.  Callista understands that.  Her role is to help me overturn over 400 
hundred years of church/state conflict by restoring Catholicism as a national religion and as 
president of the United States, and thereby Head of Government and Head of the Church, the U.S. 
president would become Co-Pope.  No one else in this race can articulate such grandiloquent 
ideas.   The number of wives that I have had, to date, is totally irrelevant.”
Moderator: “Mr. Speaker, earlier in your campaign a number of your staff resigned because you 
went abroad when your staff thought that you should have been campaigning.  In retrospect, was 
that a mistake on your part?”
Newt: “That is a good example of how difficult it is for Callista and me to communicate to 
platitudinous people.  Here’s the truth.  While breakfasting at Tiffany,  Callista talked with Silvio 
Berlusconi regarding how beautiful Rome in the spring.  Callista suggested that the staff make 
arrangements for us  to spend some time in Athens and Rome.  My provincial staff, failing to 
grasp the big picture, assumed that she meant a campaign swing through Athens, Georgia and 
Rome Georgia, since I used to be a Representative from that state.  The liberal press, in their 
continued support of Obama, turned this condescendingly simple request into a conflict.  I was 
stunned to find people around me who still thought in such parochial terms.  I had to make a 
change.  When one is on the world stage, as I am, Athens and Rome can only mean one place…or, 
in this case, two places.” 
Moderator:  “Mr. Speaker, your history in the House of Representatives has raised questions of 
hypocrisy.  For example, you challenged a Democrat House Speaker about an arrangement to sell 
books he had written after which you did much the same thing.  You worked for the impeachment 
of a Democrat president on grounds of immorality while you, at the same time, were carrying on 
an affair outside of your own marriage.  How do you address those who call you a hypocrite?”
Newt:  “Speaking on behalf of the American people, I have, for over twenty years, decried the 
radical, pathetic, sick, corrupt, disgraceful, traitorous behavior of the liberal press and Marxist, 
socialist Democrats.  My principled stands while Speaker transcended my own actions.  The 
Speaker, to whom you allude, was from Texas, for heaven’s sake.  Do you believe that Lyndon 
Johnson, or Jim Wright, or George W. Bush, or Rick Perry could actually write a book?  I was 
writing a real book that demanded wide circulation.  The ends made the means ethical.  
Regarding the other issue, it should be apparent that Mr. Clinton was President, representing the 
whole country.  I was but a humble Speaker, representing a small constituency in Georgia and 
only a small majority in one half of one third of the government.  It is the degree of responsibility 
that magnifies the transgression.  It was a moral majority that made the distinction.  If it is 
wrong, then the whole moral majority is hypocritical.  The tones of your questions simply 
perpetuate the liberal, un-American bias of the press.  You should be investigating how a man 
born on an island in the Pacific Ocean, thousands of miles from real Americans, was eligible to 
run for President of the United States.  There is something immoral, unethical, illegal, 
unconstitutional, and un-American about American elections.  When I am President, the federal 
courts will investigate this abomination, or I will abolish the federal courts.” 

Written by James C Coomer, Georgia, USA
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Department for Work as Penury
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Damn it, missed. I guess the 
taxpayer can subsidise that one 

with benefits

A4FU
ROAD TO 
ECONOMIC 
RECOVERY

Answers for EVOLUTIONS:
1) Start The Ball Rolling
2) Spinach
3) Falsehood
4) Carat

ADVERT CONDITIONS
Mr William Board has put a case before the 
European Court of Human Rights, claiming 
that other billboards actually get revenue for 
advertising, whereas he is expected to pay for 
clothing that is effectively merely advertising. 
Mr Broad is arguing that he is in fact seen and 

is better advertising than those billboards on 
the edge of urban degeneration that are rarely 
seen, even by traffic. Mr Board boasts a very 
active social life, and his job as a Lecturer 
means that many people will see any adverts 
he buys, so he feels entitled to revenue from 
the firms whose logos are emblazoned on the 
clothing and other goods.
Received opinions are in favour of the 
corporate entities as some of the leading 
intellectuals are in the pay of the very 
economic agencies Mr Board’s proposals 
threaten.

TICKING 
THE 

RIGHT 
BOXES

RE CLASSES
Yhere are moves afoot to replace the generally accepted as outmoded Religious Education classes 
with a new and improved RE, namely Received Economics.
The curriculum will extensively cover how to make advanced global capitalism appear 
flourishing and successful, despite the evidence. Special ingratiation classes will be held after 
school, in the pupils own time to get them used to unpaid, unseen overtime when, if ever, they get 
a job. Humility will be encouraged,especially in those not expected to take up positions of 
political, social and economic influence. A special module will be pivotal in this new discipline, 
called Philanthropy From The Bottom Up.
This radical educational move is being championed by small minority groups, often with titles 
and positions of power,  who are absurdly enthusiastic  about luck as a meritocracy. “As in any 
sports game, you make your own luck.” a fiscal analyst said of the scheme.



MINI ADS
GAMING

Become Master of eastern 
Europe once more with the all 
new action game, Imperialism.
use the Royal We* and achieve 
d o m i n i o n o v e r i n f e r i o r 
foreigners and relive a Golden 
Age of Empire, all in the 
comfort of your own settee.
*As used by HM the Q.

JOBS
C h e a p e s t A t S o u r c e 
Apprenticeships sponsored by 
Salvador Dali Institute of 
Imagination. Get surreal skills 
for a surreal world. Recreate 
‘The Atrophy of Memory’, in 
your first week.

C H I C K E N G E O R G E 
ENTERPRISES suddenly have 
vacancies for those wanting to 
learn how to work for nothing.

ODD JOB Inc have positions for 
anyone interested in becoming 
extras in their own lives.

W e a l t h S t a c k i n g p o s t s 
a v a i l a b l e a t a n a t i o n a l 
p e r s o n n e l s u p e r m a r k e t . 
Training given by big white 
mice. Learn how to handle a 
rich person’s money whilst 
having none of your own. Self-
discipline essential.

Do you have any of the skills 
for the following new vacancies 
created by the single ideology 
of the great Big Society:
Applied Shelf-stacking - Does 
what it says on the Job Centre 
Plus edict.
Existential Salesperson - must 
be self-aware.
Esoteric Box Folding - must be 
able to think outside of them 
yet be conformist.
Philosophical Volunteerism - 
for the acetic who can live on 
nothing.

Bagatelle Table Polisher - only 
degree candidates can apply 
but some of you will be forced 
to do the work for nothing.
The New Apprenticeships for 
people of all ages: must be 
willing to work for £2.60 an 
hour!

CRICKETER WANTED. County 
cricket team want batter or 
bowler to work all day without 
drinks, may be compelled to 
even work through lunches. 
Food will be delivered by 
constant stream of support 
workers. This job complies 
with the National Minimum 
Wage and the very minimum 
over rates.

Apologies to all those Workfare 
claimants who applied for the 
Duke of Cornwall vacancy.
This was, of course, a misprint 
as the post was handed down 
by historical privilege and we 
wouldn’t be thanked for forcing 
you to work in this position for 
your benefits. Also, those of 
you with good degrees are 
over-qualified for such a post.

OUTDOORS
F o r t h o s e o f y o u m a d e 
homeless by the draconian far-
right policies of the coalition, 
now there’s an outlet that lets 
you buy your own tent. The 
bonus is that if you have a 
corporate logo on your new 
dwelling, the cost is reduced 
by .01% of the retail price.

Camping holidays in Inner 
London. Get close to it all this 
summer at maximum cost to 
your employability. Join the 
Dissenters’ Camping Club now 
while political issues last. Book 
now before all dissent is made 
illegal by the Democratic 
Republic Schoolboys coalition.

Due to government cuts there 
are less copses in woods today. 

In fact there are less trees 
indeed so that the surveillance 
cameras watch the crime and 
be instantaneously uploaded 
onto the internet.

PLUMBING
Man Alive plc, the Dagenham 
firm offer plans to irrigate 
parts of the south east of 
England that have been hit by 
the recent drought.
The cost will be low due to the 
use of spare pipes left over 
from high-class guvvie jobs.

DECORATING
Ring Adolf Littler for those 
h a r d t o a c c e s s j o b s . 
Specialising in Battleship Grey 
and Apple Khaki. Annexes 
d o n e w i t h a s t o u n d i n g 
efficiency. using a pole and 
check-blanket ensemble. There 
will be no rushing fronts and 
backs with this crack unit.

SCUTTY AND SCUTTY are 
your specialists for political 
whitewashing. No undercoat 
necessary, We just lay it on  
thick; rhetorical and logically 
inconsistent ideology. We’ve 
just about finished GB plc and 
want to finish the job by 
whitewashing all the would-be 
crimes of the ruling elites.

TAKEAWAYS
Taxation. Ponzi, Insurance and 
Pension Schemes undertaken 
and reneged on. Order your 
future and it will be taken 
away by economic experts and 
political legislation. After 
years of contributions you;ll be 
left with an empty box you’ve 
been encouraged to think 
outside of for far too long. 
However, the box is recyclable 
at a knock-down rate of 10% of 
the amount of money you’ve 
lost.

HOOK,LINE AND SINKER for 
all your political needs.
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WHERE ARE THEY NOW?
THIS MONTH:   Petty criminals
You know, the jack the lad, or stealing a can of 
soup from a conglomerate.
Is it that it has stopped happening or is it a case 
that such small time crime is taken too 
seriously now?  The idea being inferred is that 
all crime, however small is more than petty, yet 
those in the higher echelons of society can 
merely apologise whilst petty criminals are now 
elevated to major criminals because they may 
steal cans of  soup from the rich?
--------------------------------------------------------------------------

HOOVER THERE, HOOVER THERE
THE BANKS ARE COMING, THE BANKS ARE 

COMING
AND THE JOBS ARE GOING EVERYWHERE.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------
Holistic, healthy wealth experts are promoting 
the idea of people worried about their weight of 
argument going on a diatribe.
To become slimmer, and leaner for the 
challenges of the real world, the consumer is 
being advised to get angry, at least three times 
a week, about issues of significance.
There is also blindingly obvious analysis of the 
biorhythmic differences between change and 
rest that can lead to bad diatribes.
This plan will be available on all good gaming 
platforms soon under the advertising line, 
‘Living a healthy and politically wealthy 
lifestyle* with Rant II - We’re all in it together’.
*If done as part of a rigorous Rhetorical and Ideological 
Lifestyle.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

THE LAST OF THE SNOW
It has been reported that Santa, at one point 
last Christmas - you know, the one just gone 
three months or so ago - lost all of his toys.
What compounded the issue was when making 
a claim with his insurance company, Hookline 
and Stinker, Santa was told that they 
invalidated his claim on the basis that toys are 
made through an Act of Nod, or at least, his 
helpers are from the Land of Nod.
U.R.A. Creep said, “this company lives in the 
real world, Santa doesn’t, therefore he was 
clearly unaware of this caveat, or Clause, if you 
will, that effectively means we were taking his 
money under false pretences.” He added 
without irony or shame, “That’s how it is in the 
real world.”
Santa, ever the optimist, quickly engaged the 
many earthly manifestations of himself and 
bought up a plethora of electronic gadget and a 
number of interesting empty boxes, thus filling 
his sacks with an admixture of ultra-modern 
and retro, to please all ages of children.

“Thank the big corporations for the pre-
Christmas sales.” The old fellow was heard to 
utter.
One of the elves, Mark Mywords, was quoted as 
saying, “Well, another class Xmas, what with 
those of us working all through the night, being 
ridden like fauns.”
Apparently, Mark is still nonplussed at a 
system that sees other worldly creatures as 
himself working hard to provide mostly 
unwanted material goods in order to encourage 
docility in the masses, so that they consume the 
idea of virtual wealth in a too real world.
Ever the jape, Mark finished his treatise with, 
“I guess that’s just Capitalism.”
-------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
NB: The answer to last month’s chess move is: 
‘Kick the board in the air and claim a nervous 
tick’, then offer to reconstruct the position of 
the pieces. It will bring you and your opponent 
closer together.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------

 STOCKS AND SHARES
A proletarian was temporarily detained in his 
pod as a punishment for incorrectly informing 
his scorecard holder of a visit to the toilet.
Specially selected economically selected 
shareholders were invited to walk past the 
dismal failure and were given full remit to 
severely taunt and humiliate the sham of a 
processor.
One of the select group was particularly 
vehement in expressing their feelings at being 
let down, was heard to shout, “How am I going 
to renew my Bentley if you continue to be. No 
more Easter Eggs for you!”
“Or a living wage.” another shareholder piped 
up.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------

REWRITING HISTORY
There’s evidence of government tampering 
with the library books around the country.
Investigators have found that the well-known 
author of such classics as 1984 and Animal 
Farm has been changed to George O’Well-
Nevermind. In some places the authors original 
name of Blair has been used to promote the 
earnings of that well known political Napoleon, 
Tony.
Charles Dickens has not escaped the purge as 
one of his books now has the title, Realistic and 
Official Economic Projections.  Jane Austen now 
has a novel called, Austerity Sense and 
Profitability.
Even Dale Carnegie’s seminal motivational 
bible is now called How to Buy Friends and 
Influence Politicians.



HUMANLY SPORTS PAGES
THE BATTLE OF TABLE 18

At the World Subbuteo Championships there was an all out war on the table hosting a match 
between USA and Iran. The tangible tension built up as soon as the draw was made by the CIA-
backed selection committee. There were murmurings after the draw for this half of the 
tournament was redrawn three times before this tie was pulled out of the big top hat.
The war of words began when, at the insistence of the USA delegation, the ball was inspected on 
the grounds that it was implausibly oversized and could be used for the secretion of nuclear 
weapons.
The presence of nuclear-powered floodlights also caused a stir, along with the miniaturised 
industrial silos set down behind the Iranian goal. The USA then insisted on a no-flick zone which 
they wanted imposed from the line of their eighteen-yard box.
The head of WOOPS*, Yupp Blatherer, calmed the situation by getting both sides to agree that 
what they were involved in was only a game and not strategic warfare. It took a few hours to get 
both sides to agree that this was even fact as recorded in the CIA-backed World Factbook 
(available online).
Eventually the match got underway with both sides showing what was tantamount to paranoid 
caution. However, the controversy continued as the two national commentary teams heightened 
the tensions.
The USA commentator constantly referred to the American players as being free down the right, 
free down the other the other side of the pitch, and free down the middle. It was even emphasised 
that their goal minder keeper was free to roam his box. A neutral supporter jocularly countered 
this with the shout, “That’s as maybe but he’s not allowed to think or act outside of it.” In the 
interests of the peace process, the communist was ejected and no-one has heard of him since. On 
the other side of the political sports commemorative coin, the Iranian commentary, often 
rendered in the most accomplished US-English, repeatedly described the American attacks on the 
Iranian goal as Imperialist raids mostly from the right. It was added that even these sorties into 
Iranian sovereign 18-yard box were not backed fully by the sparse, yet building international 
crowd. A compromise was eventually reached when it was decided that a neutral commentary 
would be conducted by a speech-activation computer and by Sign Language, as both could be seen 
to be the least subjective forms of communication.
The game itself went all the way to penalties as each side had two goals struck out when it was 
deemed that the player flicked had touched the ball in an offside position, even though the initial 
shot was taken in an onside position. It was adjudged that the shooter had contacted the ball again 
as both parties made their way into the net. The shootout was won at noon - four hours after the 
kick-off - by the Americans, whose only goal, after the previous eleven penalties had been saved by 
either the opposition goalkeeper or the shooter himself as he overtook the ball before it reached 
the net, was scored by Halsheil Dammett. There were concerns on both sides that the lengthy 
shootout competition had gotten close to constituted Human Right Finger abuse, but this was 
quickly quashed by pointing out that they had in fact wore a fingerbob on the shooting/flicking 
finger throughout.
There was further unrest when the end occupied by the Iranian delegation was inspected by the 
USA and members of the World Council for the Eradication of Nuclear Weapons in Subbuteo 
Football. The Iranians insisted that the USA side be similarly inspected but this request was 
refused on the grounds that they didn’t have to justify themselves as they’d invented Subbuteo or 
at least bought the rights to the manufacturing company. After a short row, the pitch was cleared 
and no nuclear weapons were found, and the Americans went on to finish third in the group, with 
Iran occupying one place lower in the six-team group.
In one match in the qualifying rounds, the match was abandoned after the lines were seen to 
disappear as the match between Poland and Argentina. It was later discovered that someone had 
‘chalked’ the lines with pure cocaine and that the growing high the crowd experienced  was not 
due to the exciting football - the game finished one-nil to Argentina - but due to the gradual nasal 
ingestion of the lines. Both the teams were exonerated after inquiry and it was a group int the 
corporate hospitality boxes that had perpetrated the crime. It was pointed out that neither side 
could have afforded to line the pitch with such expensive recreational drugs.
For the records, Germany won the coveted prize and the team paraded round the auditorium in a 
Matchbox open-top bus. Even then, there were some English dissenting voices, the England team 
were defeated on penalties by the Germans in the quarter finals, who made reference to the fact 
that the German goal had to white lines, one the level with the posts and one a ball’s width behind 
the other line. It was said that it was deployed to confuse the goal-line officials but the German 
representatives said it was merely to avoid any illegal parking on the goal line during the game.
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HUMANLY SPORTS PAGES
PLAYING LIKE A MILLION DOLLARS, OBVIOUSLY

RAY O’NNOWEY, the star striker scored his ninth goal in his last six full games, played over eleven 
full weeks is now being hailed as a genius. We pinned him down for interview.
”When they went down to ten men and you were already one-up, did you feel comfortable?”
“Obviously. Given the accentuated mathematical odds in our favour, the probability rating of 
victory for us increased exponentially, obviously.”
“What the? Sorry. And you are on a great run of form.”
“Obviously. I’m paid vast amounts of money, obviously, to score goals for a living, and presently 
I’m scoring at a ratio of 1.5 per game. Obviously, I’m feeling vindicated, like, obviously.”
“Indeed. Do you think...”
“Obviously.”
“Now that your plc has hit the front, are you confident you can win the championship?”
“Considering the current trend, obviously, we would win by nine points, but as you know football, 
like, is an environment replete with authentic possibility, so we must not become complacent 
about an outcome not yet secured, obviously, unless you believe in determinism, at the end of the 
day, obviously, you would think the race cut and dried, obviously. Also, my commodity value in 
this hyper-inflated value system, has increased, obviously.”
“You are happy with your fitness after playing a full 90 minutes?”
“Plus added time, like, obviously. I sense you are merely goading me to commit myself to an 
indiscreet outburst and obviously, I’ll desist from expressing my extreme disappointment at your 
loose journalistic ethics, obviously.”
”Thanks and well played.”
“Obviously.”

WHAT A CARD
A strange incident happened at The contract bridge Tourney held in the drawing room of Hooray 
Henry in Chelsea.
West entirely disappeared following his getting smaller and smaller as the hands developed.
His partner, East exclaimed, “Lummie, how will I proceed with my end missing?”
Reports of the missing fellow are suggesting that he has gone south for the sun.

BAD CHEMISTRY
One of the famous Grimm brothers ran out of his skin at the midweek event in Munich. Neal 
Grimm gained a creditable seventh place in the 3000 metres final. However, the lad was severely 
criticised for claiming that he ran on adrenalin alone. The large pharmaceutical company have 
since withdrawn their sponsorship of the plucky northerner.

ARC OF A DIVER
In Vienna Austria, The Existential Diving Competition took place once more with the competitors 
judged on how little a splash they make. Underwater cameras followed their progress so as to 
measure the amount of bubbles they did or did not produce.
“We don’t look at just the surface anymore, there’s little or no scope for distinguishing individual 
performances. It was getting unwieldy marking them down to seven digits after the decimal point. 
It is what they do underwater that separates the buoys from the mensch.” Organiser Peter Out 
said. 
However, in the first tournament since the rule changes, there were a number of objections and 
challenges on the measurement of the bubbles. There were debates about what actually 
constitutes a bubble and some of the results were delayed for up to two hours awaiting the 
computerised reconstruction of the bubbles forming and bursting. There were also grumblings 
about the scoring displays that had volume as well as number of the bubbles caused by the divers’ 
post surface activities.
For the record, the event was won by the Australian lad, Mike Rophone. Being the consummate 
professional, Rophone had developed a technique whereby he bounced off the bottom of the pool 
and maintained a straight posture before breaking the surface for the second time.
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