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Earlier this year, and for 
reasons I’m still unsure of, I was 
contacted by the editor of Scribe 
Spirit, an international magazine 
by a collection of artists, writers, 
poets and musicians from around 
the world. Apparently they’d seen 
the random mayhem and chaos 
created online at the Philosophical 
Helpdesk, and, as a result, invited 
me to write on the subject of art.    

The brief was loose: write what 
you think art is and means to you. 

Okay. Naturally I wanted to 
write something profound, but 
in truth I struggled and made 
an absolute hash of it. What I 
eventually gave them was a badly 
written, abstract violent nightmare 
with just the briefest reference to 

art. Which is good from my point 
of view, because for reasons I 
won’t go into now, I view art in 
modern times as a struggle. Art 
is a struggle. Therefore, I picked 
a universally-known unpleasant 
theme to write upon and used it to 
vaguely symbolise not only my own 
struggles as a writer, but the many 
general struggles modern artists 
face. Such as the struggle for ideas 
and originality after thousands 
of years of human thought, the 
struggle to be noticed in a crowd, 
the struggle to make art pay, the 
struggle for integrity, the struggle 
not to sell out, and the struggle 
not to give up and get a ‘proper’ 
job, to name but a few.   

So, with this in mind, the next 

time you see an artist, shake them 
politely by the neck and wish them 
a Merry Christmas. You have been 
warned.   

Thanks for all your comments 
and emails, keep them coming. 
In the next issue we will start 
publishing the best/funniest. Till 
then, have fun, and once you’ve 
read this sucker, please pass it on.

With best wishes,
Keegan Wilson
Editor

HEALTH WARNING: Sitting on a toilet for prolonged periods, whether reading Pop Cult or not, can cause conditions such as thrombosis or haemorrhoids.  
If  you choose to read Pop Cult whilst sitting on the lavatory then it is highly advised you do so for no longer than ten minutes at a time.    
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I 
first discovered Internet dating a few yeas ago 
through a friend. Although clearly a little sheepish 
about using the Internet to find love, Michelle 
couldn’t get enough of online dating. Having 

jilted her long-term boyfriend at the alter only a few 
years previous, Michelle found herself single at 31, 
but knew, with frightening precision, exactly what 
she was looking for in her man. She would gleefully 
run through her future husband criteria like a weekly 
food shopping list. Michelle wanted a professional 
man, earning at least 30K per annum, not previously 
married, wanting children someday and preferably 
over six foot with dark looks. I used to wonder where 
personality and that all essential ‘chemistry’ between 
two people featured on the list, but not wanting to 
upset her with romantic details, I would just listen 
patiently in awe.  

H
er shopping list might have seemed a tall 
order in any ordinary circumstances. After 
all, some of these personal details could 
take ages to extract from a typical date.  

However, assuming you wholeheartedly believe in 
what you read online, Internet dating made it possible.  
With the press of a few buttons, Michelle’s search 
criteria was set and hundreds of portrait style pictures 
would wing their way to her computer screen for her 
own personal viewing, to select or delete as she saw 
fit. Michelle’s stories made Internet dating sound like 
the perfect solution to anyone’s romantic woes. If you 
think about it, with all these little faces staring back 
at you, each fitting your chosen criteria, the law of 
averages says that at least a couple of them will be 
suitable and, ideally, also interested in you.

I 
didn’t really think about Internet dating again 
until I found myself single and facing the same 
dilemmas as Michelle. What was once a titillat-
ing window into single life suddenly became a 

phenomenon that I was actually considering trying 
myself, albeit reluctantly. My best friend Eva had been 
Internet dating for a while by this time. She was an 

expert. I’d hear her explaining how she would upload 
her profile, wait for the responses to come flooding in, 
and then, once she felt she’d saturated interest, she 
would pay her three-day fee, allowing her to email 
back her online admirers. The goal here was getting 
personal email addresses so she could redirect traffic 
from the Internet dating site and avoid long-term 
subscription fees. Crafty.

A 
photogenic blonde in her late twenties, Eva 
always got plenty of online admirers. So 
many in fact that she had drafted a standard 
email response explaining how she had 

“received a good response” from her profile and was 
slowly working her way through the list.  As a passive 
observer, still believing in locking eyes with my life 
partner over a crowded room, or at least in the local 
supermarket, I found this a little cold. But for Eva 
this was the best way to maximise return on her £25 
investment in ‘love’.

E
va will openly talk about her online suitors, 
albeit in hushed tones, and print off profiles for 
me to look at. With each one, she was building 
up to what she had coined ‘The Chemistry 

Test’. Someone could look great in their profile, but 
she was well aware there is no substitute for a face-
to-face meeting to check for ‘chemistry’.

I 
simply couldn’t resist it anymore. I wanted a taste 
of popular dating culture for myself. It wasn’t hard 
to find Internet dating sites. In fact, you don’t even 
need to be online to find them. Billboards and 

magazine adverts tempt you to try one of the biggest 
websites, citing “find love in six months or your money 
back”; see what I mean about people shopping? I log 
on to one of the better-known sites that requires a 
fee. Eva advised me that subscription-based sites are 
the best, as freebie sites increase your chances of at-
tracting married men looking for excitement to fill dull 
moments in the office. Without paying a bean upfront, 
the site allows me to search for potential matches. I 
excitedly tap in that I’m a woman looking for a man 

Man Shopping 
by Saskia Diablo

Online shopping is really taking off, isn’t it?  You can buy and sell almost anything these days: 
music, books, clothes, food, insurance, holidays and men. Yes, I said men. Or at least that’s 
what it feels like. I’m not parting with cold hard cash in exchange for a person, but I am paying 
Internet dating sites to allow me to scour pages of faces in search of ‘the one’, or at least the 
one for today...
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Online shopping is really taking off, isn’t it?  You can buy and sell almost anything these days: 
music, books, clothes, food, insurance, holidays and men. Yes, I said men. Or at least that’s 
what it feels like. I’m not parting with cold hard cash in exchange for a person, but I am paying 
Internet dating sites to allow me to scour pages of faces in search of ‘the one’, or at least the 
one for today...

W
ithin the blink of an eye I’m faced with 
hundreds of little pictures of smiley, 
cheeky, funny and sultry faces with their 
very own taglines and carefully-chosen 

words to try to project some sort of personality.  I’m 
leafing through the search results like it was the latest 
Next catalogue….no, no, maybe, no, maybe, erm….
too short, no, no, no recently divorced, no, ooh maybe, 
no…Get my drift? I’m sure these men are all nice 
enough guys, but I don’t give them more than a cursory 
glance. It feels a tad odd actually, a little like they’re 
disposable commodities up for judgement by anyone 
who cares to look and they can easily be discarded in 
the blink of an eye.

D
espite my concerns about disposability, I move 
on, undeterred, and scroll down the faces until 
I spot one that looks cute. He’s given himself 
the name ‘BarryBoy_1’.  I think for a second 

that I hadn’t ever really pictured myself settling down 
with a ‘Barry’. Still, I click on the face and the profile ex-
pands. I can see everything about Barry, from his height 
and body type to star sign and relationship history. I can 
even see what type of food he likes and how often he 
exercises. The profile is so detailed I’m surprised bowel 
movement and medical history isn’t available. In fact, 
the latter may only be a matter of time. And, just as 
importantly, I can also see what type of woman he’s 
looking for. Barry has specified he’s looking for women 
between the ages of 21 and 30 with blonde hair and an 
active lifestyle. I fear I’m not the one for Barry and feel 
almost a little rejected. Maybe I’m just as disposable as 
everyone else on the site after all.

A
fter scrolling down some more, I spot anoth-
er image that catches my eye: a dark haired 
man photographed in front of a mountain 
range. With thoughts of rough ‘n’ ready 

cowboy types, I click on his face to find out more. 
He’s 30 years old, 6’ 4” and lives in London. So far so 
good! He works in IT consultancy (some projects are 
quite exciting, I suppose…) and seems pretty sporty. 
I do hope he’s not looking for a ‘Sport Jilly’, because 
he’ll be bitterly disappointed by someone with a daily 
exercise regime that consists of parking at the far 
side of Tesco’s car park. He’s also served in the army.  
Hmmm…a uniform…That’s me won over.

B
efore I can do anything I have to sign up 
to the site. This scares me. I don’t want to 
be spotted by people who know me. Or 
worse still, men I’ve dated. They might think 

I’m…desperate or something. Though more and 
more people seem to be taking to the net, I still think 
there’s still an underlying stigma to ‘selling’ yourself 
online. Thank goodness I don’t have to upload a 
photograph, but I do have to write about myself in 
at least 200 characters. OK, this can’t be hard.  But 
it is. How do you make yourself sound different to 
everyone else online? I want to come across as funny, 
intelligent, warm, but most of all, unique. I quickly 
give up, though, and write something about having a 
nice bum. It’s a cheap shot, but I’m not proud. How 
can I be when I’m admitting on the World Wide Web 
that I can’t find a decent boyfriend? I also have to 
input my age and location. In minutes, Saskia Diablo 
officially has an online presence and I’m ready to start 
contacting others.

T
he site lets you send a virtual ‘wink’ at people 
for free to let them know you’re interested. So, 
feeling brave, I press the wink button at my 
soldier friend and continue scrolling. After a 

few more minutes no one else takes my fancy (despite 
scrolling through 50 or more faces and therefore far 
more than I’d usually see on an average night down 
the local). I’m just about to log off when I notice a 
new email has arrived in my inbox. I’m so excited!  
Someone has contacted me! Surely it can’t be the 
soldier already? The crafty site manager won’t let me 
read my email or even let me know who the sender 
is until I pay my subscription fee. Damn them. I log 
off and ponder signing up. After a few hours, I figure 
noting ventured nothing gained and let the credit card 
have it. This email better be worth it.

between the ages 
of 28 and 35, 
living within 20 
miles of London.  
I appreciate this 
is broad search 
criteria, but I 
want to cast the 
net wide to avoid 
missing anything 
good. I press the 
‘search’ button 
and the site whirs 
away while it 
finds men that 
match my criteria.  
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I 
excitedly check the inbox, and it’s the soldier. A 
short and sweet email saying “Thanks for wink-
ing…your profile is a bit empty?” That’s ten out of 
ten to him for observation. My profile is downright 

skeletal. I email back, expanding a bit about myself 
and offer a photo. He emails straight back, accepting 
my offer, and I nervously ping across my photo. It’s 
the first time I’ve been judged online by a ‘virtual’ 
stranger and I assume I won’t hear back - this way it 
avoids disappointment. But he emails back, and over 
the next few days we’re in regular contact.  

H
is emails are very short and don’t say much, 
a bit dull if I’m brutally honest. A few more 
days pass and he obviously notices a dip in 
my interest and suggests meeting up. Hurray 

– bingo! We have a date and suddenly the subscrip-
tion fee seems worth it. I’m finally going to meet a 
real-life Internet dater!

T
he night of the date arrives. I wonder, will he 
actually look like his photo? Will he really be 
6’ 4”?  Will he really be as boring as his emails 
have led me to believe? A male colleague of 

mine recently entered the world of Internet dating 
and had a particularly bad experience when he met 
up expecting a “petite brunette”, to be faced with a 
six foot woman and her five year-old. It turned out 
he was relieved the little boy was there; apparently 
he talked more sense. So with these tales entrenched 
firmly in my mind, I was more than a little anxious 
about what I might find.

I 
spied a tall guy in a suit at the bar. As I ap-
proached he turned and smiled. We rather formally 
shook hands and with some relief I comment on 
how he does actually look like his photo. That 

doesn’t seem to go down particularly well. Maybe 
you’re not meant to refer to the Internet on the date 
itself?! The barman is waiting for my drinks order and 
suddenly I wish he was my date instead. We move 
away from the bar to sit down and chat. The usual 
date questions ensue: What do you do in your job?  
How long have you been living in London? Have you 
ever been to this bar before?  Dates are so scripted 
sometimes, this one particularly so.  

T
he conversation flows easily enough in its own 
benign way, but something isn’t quite right.  
He seems relatively ‘normal’, but then it dawns 
on me. He doesn’t have a sense of humour.  

Period. I can’t make him smile. I would challenge 
anyone to be able to. I’m doing my absolute best at 
being charming and witty and it’s not even raising an 

eyebrow. I doubt he’s heard of the concept of ‘flirting’. 
I don’t think I’ve ever met such a cardboard person, 
and I wonder if this is why he’s been finding it difficult 
to meet his ‘match’ thus far. I feel sorry for him, but 
more so for me. I’ll never get this night back again.  
The only positive I can take from the evening is I had a 
great roasted vegetable and cheese Panini and there 
were some fit men in the bar. In fact, that’s always 
a sign of a date going badly: when you find yourself 
checking out the other talent. After food I make some 
lame excuse about needing to leave due to an early 
morning meeting. He ignores me and keeps talking.  
Another half hour later he concedes it’s time to go 
home and we walk to the tube station together.

T
he end of a date is always the most uncomfort-
able part of the whole evening, whether you 
like a date or not.  When you don’t like a date 
you just want to avoid any awkward bodily 

contact moments and commitments to meet again.  
My date seems to know the score, although it’s hard 
to tell with such a characterless personality.  He says, 
“Well, keep in touch”. I nod and whimper a strained 
“Yes”, through a tight-lipped smile and I run down 
the stairs to my platform, feeling free, but also a little 
disappointed.

T
he next day in the office I don’t expect to hear 
from soldier boy ever again. I’m not really that 
keen to carry on with Internet dating, either.  
It appeared to have all the answers, but I only 

think it has some. You can specify your man criteria 
down to the tiniest of details, but they become fairly 
redundant if there is no spark. I log on at lunchtime 
and surprisingly have an email from the soldier. 
It would seem he thought the evening went well.  
Strange how two people can be at the same event 
and have completely different perspectives on how 
good it was. I toy with the idea of ignoring the email.  
Technology makes it so much easier to be cowardly.  
I end up emailing back a brusque ‘thanks but no 
thanks’ type email, and another one bites the dust.  
‘Spark’ is now firmly back at the top of my shopping 
list and I’m not going to find that online; or at least 
not until I’ve test-run hundreds of different products, 
and I don’t have the time or the inclination just yet.  
I’ll stick with shopping down my local pub from now 
on, thank you very much.
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She identified the body as that of her husband. 
They had been married for five weeks and he had 
gone and died. She felt it inconsiderate, as she had 
planned to spend the rest of her life with him. He also 
damaged the kettle when he died, a rather sleek stain-
less steel designer job from somewhere Scandinavian, 
a wedding gift from her Great Aunt Susan, who would 
be cross. It had come with a lifetime guarantee, which 
it had honoured, if somewhat ironically. 

The doctors had been having great difficulty prying 
it from his rigor-mortised fingers and their eventual 
success in freeing it and the celebration that followed 
was muted by the unfortunate (if inevitable) timing 
of her arrival. She walked in as the more senior of 
the two hospital staff had danced around her dead 
husband’s body in triumph, brandishing and waving 
the kettle like it was a trophy. “That’s him,” she said, 
and she left.

The sex with Stefan, a male nurse and family-liai-
son officer, in a hospital cupboard, was unexpected, 
brief and to the point. Stefan apologised and asked if 

she had change. She slapped him, and then realised 
he was talking about the coffee machine outside in 
the corridor. The slap was unnecessary, but somehow 
satisfying. He made a second apology and left, forget-
ting to button his fly. She scooped up her slightly 
laddered tights and put them in her handbag.

She took a taxi back to the office and re-heated 
her tea in a microwave. The milk had floated to the 
surface and had to be stirred back in. It was late when 
she switched on the computer and began working. 
She removed her rings and placed them quietly in a 
draw where they would gather dust. 

Eventually, in the early hours of the morning when 
she arrived home, she got in her side of the bed, 
but realised there were no sides anymore. She cried 
herself to sleep and woke up with the smell of his 
aftershave on the pillow beside her. 

Simmer by George Chilton

Both cups of tea were left cold that lunchtime. The first one abandoned the 
minute it was poured due to the untimely death of the pourer, and the second 
interrupted by a phone call made by an ominously solemn nurse reporting the 
death. The tea waited patiently.
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picked up on him through hearing homemade mix 
tapes he’d been selling on the streets of London and 
began playing his music. A few months later he was 
beating 50 Cent to a MOBO for best hip-hop act, 
something that has to encourage any young musician. 

2004 Sony Award winners Ace & Invincible enthu-
siastically host the afternoon show (Mon-Fri 4-7pm) 
with a great mix of music and humour which includes 
a competition that gives listeners the chance to do a 
kind of trolley dash in their local record shop. Wow. 

My favourite show on the station is The Basement. 
Presented by Greg Edwards (Sun 12-2pm), who broad-
casts some welcome chilled tunes from reggae, soul, 
funk and dancehall to ease any lingering Saturday 
night hangover. 

Over on BBC Asian there’s a more distinct mix of 
radio styles. The daytime schedules mix music and 
chat based shows and include the soap opera Silver 
Street (Mon-Fri 9.20am & 7.20pm) which follows the 
lives of young Asians living in a fictitious area of the 
Midlands. With warehouse parties and a boxing gym, 
this is not the Archers. 

The evening show (Mon-Fri 7.30-10pm) is devoted 
to a different Asian language every night, and on 
Sundays Bobby Friction (who also appears with Nihal 
on Radio 1) DJ’s a two hour set comprising of many 
Asian music styles in The Mix (Sun 2-4pm). With so 
many varied stations (and more discussed below) it’s 
difficult to have anything other than admiration for 
the BBC’s radio output; indeed I’d quite happily pay 
my licence fee for radio alone.

On the commercial side of things, 6 Music’s great-
est digital rival in terms of music output is Xfm. This 
previously London-only commercial FM station has 
been broadcasting digitally for a number of years and 
has a daytime playlist that is a more mainstream indie 
version of 6 Music’s. Airtime is also given to unsigned 
bands in Xposure with Claire Sturgess (Mon-Thurs 
9-11pm) while artists such as Bloc Party, Morrissey, 
The Others and The Coral have recorded sessions and 
interviews for Music Response (Mon-Thurs 7-9pm; Fri 
1-3pm). 

The station initially captured an audience outside 
the capital through Ricky Gervais’ and Steven 
Merchant’s hilarious Saturday afternoon show. 
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Richard Mason loves his radio and wants the rest of us 
to love our radios too. Listen with your eyes, as Richard 
invites us to Turn On, Tune In and Let the Music Out.

With ownership of digital radio sets more than 
doubling in the past 12 months and the number of 
adults now able to receive digital radio via DAB, the 
internet or cable/satellite TV rising to 24.6 million, 
there’s a lot of potential listeners for radio out there, 
and fortunately an increasing number of excellent 
radio stations to support it. Depending on where you 
live there’s an extra thirty-odd, and counting, stations 
available on digital. So where do you begin? 

Those whose aural appetites are easily satisfied 
by a mix of super crrrazy male/female-are-they-shag-
ging-or-not-breakfast-show-presenters, an overload 
of traffic bulletins and a revolutionary playlist that 
encompasses everything from James Blunt to the 
Lighthouse Family, will be excited by the fact that their 
identikit local FM radio stations have a strong digital 
presence. But for the rest of us, BBC 6 Music is as 
good a place to start as any. With a broad daytime 
music policy that allows combinations of records by 
artists such as 65 Days of Static, The Beach Boys, PJ 
Harvey and Dilated Peoples, this is a place where DJs 
are allowed to be passionate about songs they want 
to play while giving welcome airtime to the many new 
bands who desperately need it.

Over the past few years, 6 Music has been the 
first station to play acts such as Arcade Fire, Magic 
Numbers, Kaiser Chiefs, Scissor Sisters and Editors, 
and one of the biggest champions of new music 
around is Steve Lamacq, who can be heard from 
4-7pm each weekday. Combining enough analysis 
and information to keep the archetypal ‘muso’ happy, 
with a downright decent selection of tunes for the 
casual listener, Lamacq endearingly hosts his show 
with a lack of pretentiousness that is all too prevalent 
with many national ‘radio presenters’. Indeed, Lamacq 
and 6 Music are perfect bedfellows; his engaging 
passion for live music is replicated in the station’s use 
of archive concert material, specifically on Nemone’s 
Dream Ticket show (weekdays 10pm-1am) 
and in the 6 Music Hub, where new sessions by artists 
such as Elbow, Dandy Warhols, Belle & Sebastian, 
Supergrass and Nitin Sawhney are regularly recorded 
for the underrated Gideon Coe (weekdays 
10am-1pm). 

Where it’s not uncommon to hear hip-hop, soul, 
blues etc in the daytime, it’s the weekend schedules 
where you’ll find the shows that make the station 
the most eclectic on the digital dial. Stuart Maconie’s 
weird and wonderful Freakzone (Sun 5-8pm) 
showcases anything from leftfield electronica to 
psychedelic weirdness; the enjoyable Craig Charles 
Funk Show (Fri 8-11pm; Sat 6-9pm) creams 
together a sublime blend of Philly, Northern Soul and 
deep phat funk, while the 6 Mix (Sun 10pm-
Midnight) gives a different DJ the opportunity to 
take over the airwaves each week. Previous acts to 
appear have included the elusive Future Sound of 
London, Coldcut, St Etienne, Carl Craig and Gorillaz. 

If none of that is to your liking then there’s always 
the Brinsley Ford Dub show (Sun Midnight-
1am), or if you prefer it a bit harder, the Rock show 
with Bruce Dickinson (Sat 9pm-midnight). 
And if you ever wondered what happened to Lard (or 
Marc Riley) after Radio 1 cruelly dumped the Mark 
& Lard Show, well he’s on 6 Music presenting two 
weekend shows. Mint (Sun 10pm-midnight) 
concentrates on the art of record collecting, while 
Rocket Science (Sat 1-4pm) allows him to play 
whatever music he damn well likes. Just as it should be.

 It’s not just 6 Music that breaks new acts and 
gives the listener a chance to broaden their musical 
horizons, as the BBC has also kindly introduced 
1Xtra, which features new black music alongside 
classic cuts from the past. There’s hip-hop, drum n’ 
bass, RnB, dancehall, garage, reggae, soca and even 
gospel shows on the station where the DJs are true 
music specialists.  

Consider the swift rise of Sway as testament to 
this. Despite not having released a record, 1Xtra 
picked up on him through hearing homemade mix 
tapes he’d been selling on the streets of London and 
began playing his music. A few months later he was 
beating 50 Cent to a MOBO for best hip-hop act, 
something that has to encourage any young musician. 

Continued over



�0

2004 Sony Award winners Ace & Invincible 
enthusiastically host the afternoon show (Mon-Fri 
4-7pm) with a great mix of music and humour which 
includes a competition that gives listeners the chance 
to do a kind of trolley dash in their local record shop. 
Wow. 

My favourite show on the station is The 
Basement. Presented by Greg Edwards (Sun 12-
2pm), who broadcasts some welcome chilled tunes 
from reggae, soul, funk and dancehall to ease any 
lingering Saturday night hangover. 

Over on BBC Asian there’s a more distinct mix 
of radio styles. The daytime schedules mix music and 
chat-based shows and include the soap opera Silver 
Street (Mon-Fri 9.20am & 7.20pm) which 
follows the lives of young Asians living in a fictitious 
area of the Midlands. With warehouse parties and a 
boxing gym, this is not the Archers. 

The evening show (Mon-Fri 7.30-10pm) is 
devoted to a different Asian language every night, and 
on Sundays Bobby Friction (who also appears with 
Nihal on Radio 1) DJ’s a two hour set comprising of 
many Asian music styles in The Mix (Sun 2-4pm). 
With so many varied stations (and more discussed 
below) it’s difficult to have anything other than 
admiration for the BBC’s radio output; indeed I’d quite 
happily pay my licence fee for radio alone.

On the commercial side of things, 6 Music’s great-
est digital rival in terms of music output is Xfm. This 
previously London-only commercial FM station has 
been broadcasting digitally for a number of years and 
has a daytime playlist that is a more mainstream indie 
version of 6 Music’s. Airtime is also given to unsigned 
bands in Xposure with Claire Sturgess (Mon-
Thurs 9-11pm) while artists such as Bloc Party, 
Morrissey, The Others and The Coral have recorded 
sessions and interviews for Music Response 
(Mon-Thurs 7-9pm; Fri 1-3pm). 

The station initially captured an audience outside 
the capital through Ricky Gervais’ and Steven 
Merchant’s hilarious Saturday afternoon show. While 
the duo’s rise to superstardom meant they sadly 
vacated their two-hour slot a couple of years back, 
their replacements, Adam & Joe (Saturday, 1-
3pm) have seamlessly carried the baton by producing 
a consistently funny show.

Another comedian broadcasting on Xfm is Jimmy 
Carr (Sundays 10am-1pm) although, as so often, 
the best shows are criminally tucked away in the early 
hours of the a.m, and The Rinse (Sat 1-3am; 
Sun midnight-3am) is certainly one of these. The 
Saturday show sees host James Hyman mixing 
together a combination of tunes from a record collec-
tion so vast he’s apparently considering barcoding it. 
Expect to hear all genres of dance covered, including 
hip-hop, breakbeat, electronica, funk, acid house, 
bootlegs and rare groove. Sunday’s show is more akin 
to the 6 Mix as the airwaves are thrown open to guest  
DJs such as Herbaliser, Backini, DJ Rubbish, Mekon 
and Goldie. 

Preceding Hyman’s Sunday show is the highly 
knowledgeable and understated Nick Luscombe, 
who rounds off the Sabbath with a sublime mix of 
electronica, hip-hop and mellow dance on Flow 
Motion (Sun 10pm-Midnight). Beautiful.

Surprisingly, after championing what could be seen 
as underground music on Xfm, one of the downsides 
to the station is the repetition and predictability of the 
weekday daytime playlist. Much like with the Radio 1 
schedules, certain songs are overplayed to the point 
of tedium. However, don’t let that dissuade you from 
letting the excellent Lauren Laverne coax you 
out from underneath the duvet weekday mornings 
(Mon-Thu 6-10am) 

Laverne, who previously hosted the station’s 
drivetime show, has recently been handed the flagship 
breakfast slot on Xfm after the departure of Christian 
O’Connell to Virgin, and graces it with such a charm-
ingly effervescent, bubbly demeanour that you wonder 
what she has on her cornflakes. 

O’Connell (Mon-Thurs 6-10am) meanwhile 
seems slightly misplaced at Virgin. He’s funny 
and creative with his format (recently posting Keith 
Chegwin to a different country every day for a 
competition was slightly bizarre, although being 
a commercial station it’s easy to understand why 
when they hook up with a large courier company 
and mention their name every 15.67 seconds) but 
unfortunately the four-hour show is smothered by 
adverts and a music policy as excruciating as being 
stuck in a dentist’s waiting room with Jim Davidson 
while waiting for a root canal operation and nothing 
but a copy of the Daily Mail to pass the 45 minute 
wait. My advice? Download the weekly podcast from 
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the Virgin Radio website and hear O’Connell without 
the music, adverts, and the energetic sports reporter 
who blurts out whole bulletins inonelongdiatribewith-
outeverseeminglytakingabreath. It’s probably so they 
can fit in more adverts. 

Should you be seeking out something a bit 
different, i.e. music without interruptions, then Chill 
could be the station for you. Broadcasting the mood 
of songs its name suggests, Chill plays non-stop music 
with no presenters or news and has a fairly decent, if 
not one-paced, music policy to boot. Its website fea-
tures a picture of a sofa echoing the ‘lie down and be 
counted’ mantra of top ambient DJ Mixmaster Morris, 
and is worth relaxing with after another Ben-Hur style 
battle through rush hour traffic.

Listeners who prefer less contemporary music 
and are happy to share their breakfast with Tony 
Blackburn (Mon-Fri 6-9am) might well be 
interested in tuning into Classic Gold. Should that 
not be their cup of tea, there are plenty of other 
stations out there with Baker Street on heavy rotation. 
No doubt confusing its target audience, the similarly 
named Capital Gold features songs from the 60’s, 
70’s and 80’s, plus ‘new music from legendary artists’, 
which only suggests that for every new Rolling Stones 
song aired they could, and should, have just played 
an old one. Undoubtedly the most famous DJ on a 
completely male-dominated roster is David ‘kid’ 
Jensen (Mon-Fri 10am-1pm; Sat 9am-12pm; 
Sun 11am-1pm. Phew!). The ‘kid’ recently hung 
out the bunting to celebrate the 30th anniversary of 
the most overrated piece of musical tosh ever commit-
ted to record, Bohemian Rhapsody. 

Refreshingly, it is possible to escape music on 
digital radio, as plenty of talk-only stations exist. 
There is Five Live (the Daddy of talk radio) and 
Talksport (an unruly only child with an ASBO) 
already broadcasting nationally on AM.  

Oneword (part owned by Channel 4) has been 
on air for five years and broadcasts a mix of drama, 
comedy, children’s shows and documentaries, while 
BBC 7 combines a similar package of shows, and 
benefits from having huge archives to plunder for 
gems such as The Goon Show, Sorry I Haven’t A Clue, 
Knowing Me Knowing You, Dr Who and Sherlock 
Holmes. The best new shows on the station are for 
children, including the live Big Toe Radio Show 

(4-6pm every day) for older kids and Little Toe 
Radio Show (7-8am; 3-4pm everyday) for 
their younger siblings. Fun Radio creates shows 
solely for children, and mixes live phone-ins with 
stories, nursery rhymes and, from 1pm every day, 
a Nap Hour; something more stations should be 
invited to add to their schedule.

There’s no time for snoozing at Planet Rock 
though. Originally broadcasting just music with no 
chat, the station has gained listeners to the extent 
that it’s now all DJ’ed up from 6am to Midnight every 
day and even has a show presented by Yes keyboard 
wizard, Rick Wakeman (Sat 10am-1pm). 
Its biggest rival is Kerrang, although judging by 
some of the artists on their playlist (Ordinary Boys, 
Kaiser Chiefs, Maximo Park to name a few) it’s a 
lot more mainstream than I expected. Even Richard 
Ashcroft features. The bloke seems to stalk me round 
the digital dial to the point where I may consider 
getting a restraining order. LEAVE ME ALONE, DICKY 
ASHCROFT. Right, I’m off to Five Live Sports 
Extra to listen to the cricket. He’ll never find me 
there, mwahahahaha!!!
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When we started Pop Cult, I wanted to use it to bring you interesting people with interesting 
things to say, but not in the conventional interview style employed by other magazines. I wanted 
to do something different, something brave, experimental and literary. Something that would 
hopefully extract more from the people being asked questions, offering us greater insight into their 
psyche and wisdom... but I just couldn’t think of how to do this.

Then it struck me. What if it were a fantasy interview with the location and scenario chosen 
by the person being asked questions, so it could take place in the past, present or future, real or 
fictional? It would have no boundaries or limitations; they could chose anywhere and anything 
to happen. It would work over email, be a ‘virtual experiment’ with me asking questions and 
reacting to the ‘virtual surroundings’ to create additional thoughts, moods and feelings, and the 
interviewee responding to the questions and doing the same.

Robert Newman 
by Keegan Wilson with Robert Newman

The day is April 27th, the year 2016, and I arrive at 
Heathrow airport having flown in direct from the year 
2006. Mine is one of two flights to land at Heathrow 
that day - due to current limitations on fuel and 
energy use, air travel is extremely limited. Generators 
in the airport hum, the lighting is poor and much of 
the place is in darkness with barely a soul around. I 
collect my bags and head for the exit to look for a cab. 
There are none. So, instead I take one of the waiting 
horse and carts and instruct the driver to head for an 
address near Leeds. 
 
I try to sleep, but the novelty of riding in a cart pulled 
by a horse keeps me awake. I use the time to go over 
my notes concerning Robert Newman, novelist, come-
dian and occasional player of the ukulele. I am here, 
visiting him in the future, to speak about his career 
and stuff; the cult fame he found in radio and TV in 
the 1990’s with the Mary Whitehouse Experience, his 
critically-acclaimed novels, his success as a stand-up 
and what he is doing now, in 2016. 
 
We arrive at the destination in the early hours of 
the morning. The driver, after handing me my bags, 
decides to sleep in the cart and make the return 
journey later in the day. I make my way up to the 
house, knock at the door, and, following a brief wait, 
Robert answers it. I am forgetful that to him the horse 
and cart has been a way of life for some time and 

begin talking excitedly about the ride up country. He 
looks at me curiously, waits for me to stop talking, 
gazes over my shoulder and tells me that it’s not a 
horse, but a donkey. I turn to look, he’s right, of 
course, and I let out a feeble cheer “Well hooray for 
the donkey” and explain that it’s been a long, tiring 
trip. 
 
We go inside and again I hear the hum of generators. 
Robert shows me to a room with a bed and tells me 
he will see me in the morning. He disappears and I’m 
left in the room. There’s nothing in it except for a map 
of the British Isles. Where’s East Anglia? Kent? East 
and West Sussex? Cornwall and much of Devon? I 
lean closer. And London? 

They’re all gone, replaced by water. If I hadn’t seen 
it with my own eyes, I’d never have believed it. On 
the wall, next to the map, are framed photographs 
and clippings from magazines and newspapers with 
pictures documenting the loss of whole cities, 
towns and villages, all of them swept away beneath 
a rampaging, invading sea. They’re uncomfortable 
depressing images, which immediately make me 
think of the heartbreaking loss. 

A knocking at the door disturbs my horror. It 
swings open, it is Robert, and he is grinning. He has 
noticed I’ve been looking at the map and pictures. 
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“Welcome to the world post-
oil peak, post-collapse in 
industrial society”
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“Welcome to the world post-oil peak, post-collapse in 
industrial society,” Robert announces, before continu-
ing, “due to there being only 30% of the energy 
we thought we would have, and with climate chaos 
having begun to bite our island a bit more.” 
 
I am too bewildered to take this in, he senses this and 
says he will tell me more in the morning, but asks 
that for now I turn the lights off, because of a need to 
conserve energy. Then, without warning, he turns the 
light off and leaves me standing alone in the dark. 
 
I wake in the morning, but no one is home, the house 
is empty. I search for food - I’m in need of a good 
breakfast - but I can’t find anything, except for 
some rock-hard bread, which I ignore, so I help myself 
to water from a filtering unit and eat a bag of nuts 
that I’ve brought with me. It’s a beautiful day, it’s 
warm, it’s sunny, cold breeze though, and I leave the 
house, deciding to go for a walk and to get a feel for 
the place, but within five minutes I spot Robert and a 
few others in a field. 
 
It’s an eccentric sight. I wander across to ask what 
he’s doing standing behind an antique piece of farm-
ing equipment being pulled by a tired looking goat. 
 

“Well,” he says, pulling the reigns and halting the 
goat, “this little island has been experiencing access 
to less and less energy each year. Climate change has 
shrunk the shape of Britain and drowned most of the 
UK’s Grade 1 agricultural land. Most people spend 
a chunk of their time in a field nowadays, hoeing or 
rowing, bending or cutting and planting.” 
 
He goes on to tell me how they got a pneumatic 
drill and dug up the multiplex cinema in Leeds (once 
they’d eaten all the popcorn). The experiment is to 
see whether they can grow root vegetables on the 
compacted oil beneath. 
 
“The thinking is we are going to have to wait a few 
years to let badgers and wild grasses break it up and 
oxygenate the soil a little, (right now it’s like clothes 
that have been in a tightly-packed suitcase for too 
long!). Yeah, we spend much more of our day stand-
ing behind a plough than we thought. You still see 
some deluded fantasists in the high streets of the 
old financial and insurance sectors with cardboard 
signs that say ‘will management-consult for food’.”

 
It was the first time I’d properly seen Robert. The 
previous night it was too dark and I was too tired and 
disturbed to take in many details, but today, out here 
in the sunshine, I can see he is ageing well. He has the 
look of a happy rustic Mediterranean; tanned, 
weather-beaten skin and the mischievous grin of 
youth. But in my head I was confused; this grim future 
wasn’t the one I’d been expecting. Where had all the 
cars gone? Where was teleportation? Electricity? Gas? 
Food and prosperity? Where was Blade Runner? 

What had happened to technology? Did it not save 
us like we thought it would? I look at Robert seriously 
and ask what happened between 2006 and 2016. 
 
“The tanking of the US economy back when China 
decided to switch from the dollar to a mix of euro and 
yuan - effectively no longer underwriting the US 
economy for a few billion each day - has at least 
meant the US has no money to invade Canada or 
Columbia, as they were threatening to do.  But all 
across North and South America a myriad form of 
popular assemblies, which sprang from the indigenous 
right networks, strangely enough, have been taking 
more and more power from the old corporate oli-
garchs. The Presidency is now rotated weekly - initially 

You still see some
deluded fantasists
in the high streets 
of the old financial and 
insurance sectors with
cardboard signs that say 
‘will management-consult 
for food’ 
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it went to Star Employee Of The Month at selected 
branches of Wendy’s and Mickey D’s as they had the 
right kind of photographs, but after a while this has 
been anyone nominated by their neighbours. Most 
people try to get out of doing their weekly Presidential 
stint - it’s a bit like the middle-class jury boycotts back 
in the day - but most are doing so if reluctant, even 
though it means they are away from home with no 
assured access to food.” 
 
Robert gees the goat forward and helps push/steer 
the plough along. It looks hard work, he was right 
about the soil, and it offers stubborn resistance to 
his and the goat’s strenuous efforts. I offer to help, 
but he politely thanks me and declines. He is quite 
happy to push the plough by himself, almost serene 
about it. 
 
I tag alongside, and Robert tells me what he was up 
to last night. 
 
“We were in a long meeting in an old warehouse in 
Leeds, debating how to stop people burning kerbside 
plane trees. Some people didn’t want to be authoritar-
ian about it, but we agreed a compromise that the 
burning of park benches and Adshell, Maiden and 
JCDecaux advertising hoardings were fine if people 
needed fuel – even though a little toxic. That was all 
well and good as far as it went, except of course that 
only the few hundred people at the meeting agreed. 
There’s still no idea of how to stop gangs of young 
kids from ripping up the trees. The young kids hate 
everyone over thirty because we had all the consumer 
goodies and foreign holidays and they get nothing 
now. Also because it’s perceived that it was us that 
f**ked things up.” 
 
The kids have been hating people over thirty for some 
time. Abbie Hoffman, in his role as radical leader of 
the Yippies, a group political monkeys who 
nominated a pig as their candidate for the presidency 
of the United States in 1968 because they liked the 
idea of having a president they could eat, openly 
warned the American youth not to trust anyone over 
the age of thirty, even though he himself was thirty-
plus at the time, but Abbie was fond of his ironies. 
 
As a child, I sat in awe of Laurel and Hardy, I watched 
their films repeatedly, I still do. I was then, as I am 
always now, transfixed by their ability to create 

comedy. In terms of comedy, they are simply perfect. 
The thing with Robert Newman is this. Over the years 
there have been many great comedians, genuinely 
funny and entertaining people, but Robert seems to 
me, in his work and artistic ambitions, to be one of 
a select few comedians since Laurel and Hardy made 
their films, who could sit happily at a table with them 
and not feel wholly embarrassed, ashamed or in awe. 
 
I suspect Robert to be a fan of L&H, because much 
of his comedy, like theirs, seems to come from a dark 
place and is tinged with sadness and human 
vulnerability. Much of the dark, observational 
character-based comedy we know today and its 
techniques have their roots in Robert’s early work on 
radio and TV. 
 
“The inspiration,” he says “for writing comedy about 
human vulnerability and sadness came from a number 
of sources. One was noticing that there was not 
much attention given to this area and yet it seemed 
pretty central to most people I knew. Also when I was 
in my twenties I used to be depressed quite a 
lot of the time, and somehow the depression seemed 
more ‘real’ than other emotional states. I’m not sure if 
I believe that is the case now, but it was certainly how 
it felt then. Depression was where you returned to 
after exhausting a lot of false leads (or so it seemed). 
There were also many comics doing very 
confident, smug routines basically saying ‘look how 
I’ve got life licked’ and it seemed to me more a 
comedic and honest thing to be saying ‘look how 
life has got us licked’. The comedic tradition of saying 
that and of not being so self-possessed is a rich 
one too. The English comedians Chaplin and Laurel 
injected world cinema with this idea. My favourite 
comedians are Laurel and Hardy, and my favourite film 
of theirs is their last one: ‘Utopia’.” 
 
For some, Utopia is one of the worst of all L&H films. 
It is a cruel reminder of their sad demise that sticks 
in the throat. It was produced and made by a bunch 
of well-meaning but unqualified Europeans who 
couldn’t communicate with one another, because they 
all spoke different languages. The actors sharing the 
screen with our heroes are even worse! What makes 
it sadder is that L&H are also physically ailing, you 
can really see it, in fact Stan Laurel had been in poor 
health for some time prior to filming, and on set he 
had a medical team present whose job was to keep 
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him alive. The story behind the making of this film is 
so absurd you’d think it was an L&H script. Others see 
the poignancy in this tragedy, and when you couple 
it with their humour, Utopia becomes undoubtedly 
tender, beautiful almost and funny too. You can’t 
imagine they’d have it any other way. L&H were fond 
of their ironies too. 
 
I’ve always thought it funny that with a market 
flooded with DVDs, none of Robert’s shows are 
available. 
 
He tells me: “I don’t really want to release MWE on 
DVD”, and he offers no further explanation. I get the 
distinct impression that he is not interested in looking 
back, but is always thinking forwards. 
 
I’m interested in the past though. As a comedian and 
performer, Robert Newman takes risks and is not 
afraid to go up to the edge and take a peak at 
what lies beyond. There is danger in what he does. 
Reviews of his 2005 gigs compare his stand up to the 
legend that is Bill Hicks, a link, which Robert tells me 
later, that was made in Hicks’ old stomping ground 
of Austin, Texas. For much of his career, Hicks battled 
censorship and freedom of speech, and I ask Robert if 
the BBC ever told him ‘no, you can’t say that’. 
 
He stops the plough, walks to the side, again stretch-
ing his muscles out and loosening the tension. He sips 
from a bottle of water, then speaks about MWE. 

 
“There was lots of censorship from the BBC and all 
non-negotiable. You’d be informed of a ‘fiat’ which 
had come down from some man you’d never met 
whose office was ‘upstairs’ just saying ‘nothing about 
Iraq’ (the show went out during the first gulf war). The 
father of one of the cast members was a bishop and 
so he was very against a sketch I wrote about religion 
and vetoed it. I wish I’d forced the issue now and one 
or two cast members – or possibly me - would have 
had to walk. Then I think I may have put all my great 
ideas into a better programme.” 
 
Following his success on TV, Robert embarked on a 
number of high-profile live tours with David Baddiel, 
culminating in sell-out gigs at Wembley arena to 
crowd sizes no other comedians had ever played to 
before in this country. As a result, the press went and 
declared comedy the new Rock and Roll. Where do 

you go to next from there? 
“I just wanted to write books and have more time for 
reading. The reaction to the Fountain At The Centre Of 
The World in the USA was so much better than here 
because I was a blank page over there and the novel 
could be taken on its own merits. Here I will forever 
be seen as a counter-jumper whenever I try to do 
something that isn’t stand-up.” 
 
Stand-up is where Robert’s talents flow. “I love doing 
stand-up, and writing the Fountain made me more 
confident to write concept shows and more theatrical 
shows.”

Indeed, what has become of the ukulele? Has it 
been burned for fuel, a victim of these grim times in 
2016? Does Robert still have it? He does. 
 
“People round here are against burning carbon-tastic 
wood. So I’m all right. They may burn it just to stop 
me playing the thing. Music is necessarily acoustic 
nowadays unless you are near a big generator in the 
summertime. 
 
He goes over to a bag and fetches it, explaining that 
the ukulele and reggae is all he listens to now. I’m 
treated to a brief performance and then the ukulele is 
put away and it’s back to the plough. Much work is to 
be done. 
 
Robert explains, “I’m afraid marauders came last night 
to steal our vegetables. Luckily none of them recog-
nised what was a swede, a savoy cabbage and what 
was a runner bean, and so they just ended up doing 
our weeding for us and then nicking the generator.” 
 
I’m shocked and begin asking who would do such a 
thing. Robert looks at me patiently. I ask him where 
the police or military are to stop gangs like these, 
and he looks at me knowingly until I get the idea: the 
marauders were the police or military. 
 
“The new idea is micro gardening. A widely dispersed 
network of camouflaged root crops. Then again, as 
in the second world war and Britain’s dig for victory 
plots on brownfield sites, in most areas - rural and 
urban - most people muck in and are respectful and 
cognizant of the principles of the commons, of this 
being everyone or no-one’s food, and as in WW2, only 
the value-added rarities like bananas, coffee and pork 
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have a black market cash value.” 
Hunger does funny things to people. They can behave 
in all sorts of strange ways as it slowly drives them 
mad. I wonder what people do here when they are 
hungry. 
 
“Well, for a while, before the peak, many people 
were trying to tell anyone who’d listen that Britain 
had for years been only ever two days away from food 
shortages. We carried on living in this just-in-time way 
for ten years or more, but like a drunk walking on the 
edge of a cliff at night, never knew we were on the 
edge until we fell.” 
 
I’m aghast. How can this be? What about money? 
Where has all the money gone? Are there no rich 
people who can help? 
 
“Ah, you still have the thinking of the Old Days. Come 
with me, I must take you to the Compulsory Thought 
Re-Alignment Shed. Now, put this helmet on your 
head while I crank up the generator.” 
 
I’m handed a metal colander used to separate stones 
and debris from the soil. I hear the others laugh. 
 
I hand the helmet back. I try to think quickly. I will be 
returning to 2006 to write this for Pop Cult. I can use 
it to warn people that this can be averted, or can it? 
What do I say? 
 
Robert laughs. He is here with a plough and a goat. 
It is 2016, for him there is no going back. “Using the 
solar-powered net, you can click on a free download 
MP3 of the Peak Oil riff I was doing back then in my 
Apocalypso show. Were they listening? Well, it’s like 
they say, those that have ears, let them hear. You 
know what I mean?” 
 
I nod. 
 
“Messages for people back in 2006? Well no, 
whatever reached their ends back then clearly never 
sunk in. Then again, it would be handy if they had 
left a big dry underground cache of thick winter coats 
and warm furry moonboots somewhere, because 
these post Gulf Stream winters are really long, dark 
and cold and you can’t see the puddles until you 
are up to your middle in them. But far be it from 
me to distract anyone from their shopping for last 

week’s must-have item; for hopping on a subsidised 
carbon-tastic plane to transport their ignorance and 
blank incomprehension to another sunny destination, 
nor from their passive belief that ‘leaders’ would help 
them.

 
“Or from staring slack-jawed over magazine collec-
tions of celebrities shopping and transporting their 
ignorance, gaping at these celebs like 18th century 
Russian peasants gathered in the snow to watch 
the aristocrats arrive at the ball and hear the music 
from the windows. Ironic as we now live like Russian 
peasants - but without the farming skills, alas - since 
our winters are like Kiev’s nowadays.”

THE END. 
 
To listen to Robert in the present, before we are all 
stuck in fields digging, visit www.robnewman.com 
Here you will find downloads, writing, tour details, 
news and plenty more Interweb offerings to keep you 
satisfied at work when the boss isn’t looking. With 
thanks to Robert Newman for being so generous with 
his time and talent, and to Nicky for helping us time 
travel.

   Photo by Guy Smallman
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I
magine if you will, the horror... You are midway 
through your dream family holiday, a self-catering 
canoe trip up the Congo, when suddenly the river 
turns nasty: A large male hippopotamus, flagrantly 

erect, has mistaken your small dugout for a female of 
the species. 

Normally this brute is a harmless vegan, but 
hippopotami are well known for their aggressive be-
haviour, especially when coitus interuptus is involved 
– he recognises you for what you are and is angry. 
His cavernous mouth and strong jaws, armed with 
gigantic teeth, is about to clamp down and smash 
your puny body... What do you do???

Steve Cadaver has spent countless years ac-
cumulating a vast repertoire of hunting, tracking and 
bare-knuckle animal combative tactics. Only a select 
few hard men, including the Navy Seals, know these 
strategies. Steve, who has recently returned from 
teaching at a two-year Inuit Polar bear wrestling 
camp held at a secret location near the North Pole, 
contacted Pop Cult to tell us details of his exciting 
new eight-week programme that teaches the secrets 
of how to fight dangerous animals and win. 

Alain:  We hear that you have finally decided to 
release some of your less extreme ideas into the public 
domain, do you think this is entirely wise?

Steve Cadaver:  Since the ban on hunting, the 
numbers of people fighting with wild animals is on 
the increase, but these people are not trained for that 
type of combat and usually suffer seriously. Honestly, 
some of these people would struggle to beat a pet 
dog. I am trying to make this sport safer for people. 
If you follow my intensive eight-week programme, 
the answer to the hippo dilemma and many other 
carnivorous questions will be your own property. Once 
a person has completed the course, he or she should 
be fully skilled in the ways and competent enough to 
take on any raging wild animal, completely unarmed 
and unaided, and beat it up. I sh*t you not.  

What follows are Steve Cadaver’s, exclusive to Pop 
Cult, top tips on defeating some of the world’s most 
frightening creatures. Should you ever meet one. 

WARNING: Do not attempt to perform 
any of these procedures unless you are 
fully trained in these combative tactics or 
are Steve Cadaver. All of these combative 
stratagems are non-functional and not 
guaranteed to work on the street. Steve 
Cadaver is a fictional parody and not meant 
to resemble anyone eaten by crocodiles or 
mauled to death by grizzly bears.

See over

There’s only one way to prove you’re 
a man and not a sissyneck, says Steve 
Cadaver, and that’s to have a fight with 
a wild and dangerous animal in its own 
habitat... and beat it

Pop Cult’s very own wild and dangerous animal, Alain Gibson, meets with 
Steve to find out more about this sick and terrifying new extreme sport.
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The great white shark... a living, predatory, 
prehistoric fossil with a big mouth filled with hundreds 
of pointy teeth that can pierce your skin and do you 
immediate harm. This particular shark fears no one 
(apart from Steve Cadaver) and bosses his hood with 
a Don-like attitude. Under normal circumstances, this 
cold-blooded, primeval killer would only nibble at 
you, just tearing a chunk of your leg off, but, if the 
beast does go for you in a proper way, the key thing to 
remember is to show it aggression and go psycho. 

While it is momentarily stunned by your temerity, 
quickly swim to its side (use a modified breast stroke 
here, not the crawl, as occasionally this technique can 
cause you to leave your foot in the shark’s mouth at a 
critical point) and once you have swum into position 
employ a swift rabbit punch next to the gills. Combine 
this with a fin-disabling wrench and an eye-gouge. 
That should do the trick. 

The Nile crocodiles are experts at the ambush 
attack - they are very patient and can wait concealed 
under the water for hours by breathing through a 
hollow reed. Their eyes are like swimming goggles 
and can easily spot anyone slashing slyly in the murky 
waters of their riverbank home. Using subterfuge, 
the toothy behemoth rears its ugly, handbag-skinned 
head, clamping down its powerful, jaw-like mandibles 
onto the victim’s fleshy extremities. Escape is all but 
impossible due to the Croc’s ratchet-like teeth. What 
can you do? Take the monster by surprise... Relax; let 
it take you into its horrific death roll, then simply swim 
to the side of the riverbank when it least expects it. 
It’s that easy. I sh*t you not.

An agitated grizzly bear can reach up to ten meters 
in height, that’s as long as a double-decker bus of the 
same size and twice as aggressive in more ways than 
one. His arms are powerful enough to knock a small 
child’s head clean off, he can climb trees or shove 
them over if they look a bit too prickly. A big bear 
can eat clean through a cow in under forty minutes. 
Imagine the scene, you have accidentally driven your 
open-top sports car through the bear’s picnic, stalled 
and flooded the engine… The horror! Don’t delay 
now, leap out of your seat (after unfastening your 
seatbelt), assume the fencing position and - as he 
charges into your combative arena - feint with a lead 
jab then lash out with a devastating Thai leg kick to 
just above its knee. As your bony shin smashes into 

the grizzly’s tender nerve cluster, strike him repeatedly 
in the groin with the steering lock you keep concealed 
up your Ralph Lauren polo shirt for just such an 
emergency. Here this is not strictly unarmed combat, 
but have you actually seen a grizzly up close?

A heavily pregnant White Rhino... these lumbering 
armour-plated bulldozers may be an endangered 
species, but does it really matter if one is bearing 
down on you at fifty four K.P.H while you’re lying 
prone, engaging in a spot of tan work under the dusky 
African sky? If that horn skewers you, you will be 
kebab meat for the hyenas. First, leap to your feet at 
the last minute, thus evading her initial drive by. Then 
use more footwork to outfox the blind bastard as you 
reach for your trusty hunting rifle stashed under the 
Land Rover dashboard (remember those horns are 
worth hard cash). Again, not strictly unarmed combat, 
but white rhinos can be bastards and you’ll miss the 
point if you keep getting hung up on technicalities.

The Spotted Hyena will normally eat carrion if it is 
available, but remember what we said about kebab 
meat? Once they have had a few lean hours in the 
savannah nightclub they will take whatever they can. 
The Hyena is all muscle, teeth and bone, don’t try to 
punch him in the head or you may break your fist. 
As he lunges forward to bite your face off, ignore 
the stench of his putrid breath and spear your hand 

“At the very least, 
doing the wet 
towel snap should 
disconnect the 
nerves of the spinal 
column, causing 
total paralysis, thus 
enabling you to skin 
the bastard alive.”
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straight down his throat. It is important to achieve 
maximum penetration so that your shoulder wedges 
his jaws open. Feel around inside that fetid gastric 
chamber until you can feel his beating heart of dark-
ness, then seize the organ and rip it, still pumping, 
from his body.

What about a rabid giraffe? A double sidekick to 
its ankle then knee should bring it down to range. 
Once on the floor, run round to its rear and grab the 
tail and run up its back, using its ribs as steps. Finally, 
leap up into a neck lock and clinch tightly with a 
guillotine throat lock until all breathing stops...

Poisonous snakes are simple. Small ones: just 
stamp on their heads with your heavy desert boots. 
Flashing a torch in their eyes whilst you grab their 
tail can fool the more tricky devils. Now quickly, once 
you have one in your hand, crack it like a whip and 
watch as its poisonous head flays off into the sand. 
At the very least, doing the wet towel snap should 
disconnect the nerves of the spinal column, causing 
total paralysis, thus enabling you to skin the bastard 
alive. Snakeskin makes a trendy belt and their kidneys 
(eaten raw) will make you irresistible to women…

In his own words, Steve’s programme is ‘fascinat-
ing and essential’, and to receive the full course on 
how to fight wild animals and win, search for it on the 
Interweb, because frankly, we don’t think it exists. On 
his site, which does not exist, Steve also offers private 
combative training, available at exorbitantly expensive 
rates, but Pop Cult readers can claim an exclusive 
50% off by quoting the reference: Pop Cult Cadaver. 
Terms and conditions apply. With special thanks to 
Croc Killer Kev and Penguin Puncher Paul. 

 Pop Cult would like to point out that no animals 
were harmed in the writing of this story and 
that cruelty to animals is wrong!

Duck Tin Lupins By L. Fleischman           No.9,78559      www.ducktinlupins.com
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The chicken and egg by Dr Conroy Bluetint

In an effort to, once and for all, solve the riddle of the Chicken and Egg, and 
find out which came first, Dr Conroy Bluetint spent three intense months on 
a farm in Wiltshire, living with a group of free range chickens, sharing their 
home, getting to know and understand them, their habits and customs, and 
joining in with their daily routine.

I 
had hoped to uncover the truth behind the chicken 
and egg, but, instead, I found a grim reality. A spe-
cies with no clue as to where it came from, or how, 
splintered into warring factions of varying beliefs, 

with each group vying to establish its dominance over 
the others. 

Before my time with the chickens, there was much 
hard work to be done. I borrowed ‘teach yourself 
chicken’ CDs from the library and did just that. Two 
days later I was fluent. I also thought it would be a 
mark of respect to my hosts to don the traditional 
chicken dress, and helpful too in making my presence 
less obvious, thus encouraging the chickens into more 
natural behaviour. I kept it on for the entire three 
months. 

I also prepared by reading all thirteen volumes of Dr 
Iyaddah N’Idea’s excellent and much overlooked 1978 
sociological study of chickens: The Classless World of 
Hens, the Macho world of Cocks. I figured if I could 
work my way through all that, I could do anything in 
this life, even live three months with chickens.

On arrival I was graciously welcomed by the 
chickens, but already there was an obvious sign of the 
discontent that lay beneath. Once the formalities and 
introductions were over, the chickens settled back into 
their familiar pattern of behaviour, which is moaning. 
They constantly go on: ‘It’s too hot’, ‘It’s too cold’, 
‘Where are the worms? I swear there used to be more 
worms, years ago’, ‘My back’s killing me, I think I’m 
laying a bloody a coconut this time and not an egg,’ 
and so on.

The days and weeks passed into a routine of steady 
exercise and hunting around for food. Despite my size, 
being so much larger than the chickens, I was fitting in; 
I was being accepted by the group. At nights we’d sit 
together in the chicken house, cosy in our nests, and 
the elder chickens would take it in turns to tell stories 
to the rest of us. These were dull stories about chicken 
beliefs and history, and the storytelling would go on till 
you either fell asleep or the cock crowed, signalling a 

new day for exercise and hunting out food. 
I had my suspicions about some of the younger 

chickens. The days of battery farming to them seemed 
like mumbo jumbo, made up by the elders and used 
to scare and control the younger chickens into being 
grateful for what they had, i.e. what the elders were 
really saying was ‘misbehave and you’ll be thrown in a 
tiny cage for all eternity’, but the younger chickens were 
beginning to question this and the rest of the things 
they were being told.  

It started when the farmer decided to add to his 
number of chickens by buying more. New chickens 
arrived from the market, chickens with different 
experiences and who brought with them fresh ideas, 
which the younger chickens found appealing. Behind 
the backs of the elder chickens, the younger ones would 
speak to the exotic new chickens, and information on 
both sides was exchanged as they learned about each 
other and became friends.  

On the second to last night, as the elders began 
the stories, I sensed something was wrong; a few of 
the younger chickens were acting strange. There was 
something shifty and nervous about them. I whispered, 
in the chicken tongue, to Brenda, a young chicken 
whose nest was next to mine, and I asked her what was 
going on. She told me to shut up and stay quiet!

So I did, and I was witness to an extraordinary clash 
of generations, as chickens young and old ferociously 
argued their points. At first the elders were startled by 
the outcry of dissent from the younger chickens, but 
they soon fought back, claiming the younger chickens 
had lost leave of their senses and were possessed by 
Reynard.  Reynard is the chicken equivalent of our 
Satan, and is depicted in chicken culture as a red beast 
that looks not too unlike our fox. The elder chickens 
believe if a chicken does bad then Reynard will come for 
them in the night, so, in a way, not only is Reynard like 
our Satan, but he is also like our death. 

The younger chickens argued back, stating that the 
whole chicken system they lived under was bound by 
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a fear of doing wrong, because they did not want to 
face the wrath of an angry Reynard or the prospect of 
chicken hell, which to you and I is a battery farm. The 
younger chickens pointed out that chickens die because 
of old age and natural causes and not Reynard, so how 
could they believe in something that wasn’t real? They 
also said the elder chickens were paranoid and caught 
up in saying that anything other than exercise, hunting 
for food and telling stories was bad and would be 
punished, and that this forbade the younger chickens 
the freedom to do other things and explore the world.

It was clear to me, as I sat in my nest, that when 
compared to ourselves, the chicken has much to 
learn about themselves and the world. The argument 
raged on, neither side gave ground, and myself, I was 
resigned to another night without much sleep. As 
the younger chickens kept on exposing the lies and 
hypocrisy of the system, the elders kept assuming loftier 
positions, threatening violence and making their claims 
about the world more outlandish. The elders started on 
about Reynard, then they talked about a creature that I 
assumed to be a wolf, and they kept on going through 
a list of predators, making each one more monstrous 
than the last, until eventually they got on to humans, at 
which point all eyes turned to me.

I pretended to be asleep, but could hear disparaging 
comments made about my chicken costume by some 
of the chickens nearby. I spied them approaching and 
circling, their hate-filled chicken faces and beaks ready 
to strike. The elders had been clever, had used me as a 
common enemy to inspire the chickens to set aside their 
differences and unite together. 

“Wait!” I shouted, in English this time and not 
chicken, and the chickens stopped.

Then in chicken I said, “Who came first, the chicken 
or the egg?”

This re-ignited the debate between elder and 
younger chickens. The elders believing the chicken was 
created by Reynard, making him not only the chicken 
equivalent of Satan and Death, but also their God too, 

and that the first chicken he created laid an egg and 
so began the cycle. The younger chickens rejected 
this, claiming they originated from a swan’s sneeze 
and developed through time into what they now call 
the modern chicken. It was a train of thought that had 
some similarities to our own evolutionary theories; to 
the younger chickens it wasn’t a question about chicken 
and eggs coming first, but what? Their question asked 
more and their whole outlook pointed towards greater 
individuality amongst chickens.  

A small minority of young radical chickens believed 
pebbles in a field were one day turned into eggs by 
a sacred cow and that these eggs hatched the first 
chickens. The radicals say this is why chickens and cows 
get on so well, it is their special relationship. And they 
held Mike, the headless wonder chicken (Google it), as 
the prime example of what a chicken can achieve and 
be in life.   

The chickens continued talking nonsense and going 
nowhere fast, oblivious as I gathered my belongings 
and sneaked out the door. I thought it best to leave 
before they remembered they were about to attack me. 
Not that I couldn’t take on over a thousand chickens. It 
was best to go quietly.

Science, it can boil the egg, but it can’t tell you if it 
or the chicken came first. Religion, well, you’d expect 
religion to shed some light on the whole chicken and 
egg mystery, but read through the sacred texts and 
books and you’ll soon discover there’s scant regard 
from the authors when it comes to talking chickens and 
eggs. They barely warrant a mention, at least nothing 
decent anyway, and actually speaking to chickens and 
asking them if the egg or chicken came first has proven 
a complete waste of time. The chickens don’t know 
how they originated. That truth has somehow become 
‘lost’ over the years as chicken culture has developed, 
replaced by explanations and exaggerations built out of 
chicken folklore and myth.
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Emmerson Marks has lived in 
lil ole Englan’ all his life, but 
as a child he was raised by 
millionaires living and working 
thousands of miles across 
the other side of the globe. 
They lived in Hollywood, CA, 
USA, if you insist on knowing. 
The following is Emmerson’s 
personal tribute to the days 
when Hollywood films were the 
only ones available, which meant 
brawn, bad lines and babes who 
didn’t say much or interfere with 
the plot in any significant way.

I was small and I was young. It was 1986. 
Overnight, community centres had become 
makeshift karate dojos. Their memberships swelled 
as kids rolled around in oversized white dressing 
gowns, each eager to ape Daniel La Russo in 
1984’s smash hit, The Karate Kid, and many were 
disappointed that there was no mention of the crane 
kick in any of their lessons.

Whilst those kids were in community centres-
cum-dojos, confused also, because there wasn’t an 
elderly Japanese handyman instructing them to wax 
his extensive collection of classic cars from the 1950s, 
there were other kids out on the streets, wearing 
permanent grazed knees, and they hared around the 
streets on BMX bikes. They communicating by cheap 
walkie-talkies with limited ranges. These were highly 
impractical whilst riding a bicycle that often had 
brakes that needed operating by peddling backwards 
- hence the grazed knees. A small price to pay to be a 
BMX bandit. 

Then there was everybody’s favourite militant vigi-
lantes, The ‘A’ Team, and in particular, Face, played by 
Dirk Benedict. With Face’s conventional good looks, 
obedient hair and alarming demure with women, he 
was a fail-safe template of behaviour for the young 
man at his first school disco. 

But at school - as everyone knows - respect is 
vital. The only thing better than being hard is being 
rock hard.  When you’re having your anorak pulled up 
around your head and are on the wrong end of a suc-
cession of meaty blows to the head from big Gripper 
Stevens - because he’s taken exception to the ambigu-
ous flowery stitching on your P.E bag - you need 
assistance. But your pals have lost their bottle. There’s 
only one thing for it, and that’s to slug it out, just like 
Sylvester Stallone as Rocky Balboa. Unfortunately you 
can’t, because you’re seven and you’ve got arms like 
wet pipe cleaners, so you take your beating stoically.

   
Twenty years on and I may not have to deal with 
random attacks in the playground, but I still have to 
take the rough end of the boss’s ever-changing moods 
at work, whispered jeers made by gangs of hooded 
youths outside the newsagents, and hand signals, 
not seen in any highway code book, from other road 
users at rush hour. Yes sir, things haven’t changed 
that much from the playground. If these characters 
received a good punch on the nose then perhaps 
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they’d think twice. 
As well as giving our folks a break, TV and film 

helped bring us up in the eighties. We’d watch films 
again and again, but not on DVDs. Instead, on VHS 
video that we’d recorded off TV. Still with the advert 
breaks intact, offering a welcome moment of reflec-
tion on what had gone on before, or frustration as the 
video forwards on too far.   

   
Watching the original Rocky film now makes for 
downbeat viewing. Living in a sh*t hole dive of an 
apartment in Philadelphia with only two turtles and 
a goldfish for company, he entertains himself with his 
record collection that seems to consist of one record. 
Reduced to chatting up unreceptive women called 
Adrian (played by Talia Shire) in pet shops, and having 
to defend his day job - as a loan shark heavy - to his 
boxing coach, Mickey.

 
“It’s a living,” whispers Rocky. 

“It’s a waste of life!” growls Mickey, who has 
decided to give Rocky’s locker away. 
 
He gets his once in a lifetime chance to fight world 
champ Apollo Creed and begins a gruelling training 
schedule. Setting his alarm clock for 4am, cheery 
Radio Philadelphia informs our Italian American that 
it’s below freezing. Off he trots to the refrigerator, 
blinded by its light, before cracking five eggs into a 
glass and promptly downing it in one. 

   
It appears the formally unreceptive pet shop worker is 
ready to finally put out for Rocky. But he’s in training, 
and, as Mickey says, “women weaken legs,” so 
nookie for Rocky is off limits. Instead, he’s off jogging, 
dressed in grey sweats and black baseball boots, 
now more commonly seen in an indie disco. How 
today’s running experts would procrastinate at Rocky 
pounding the roads in shoes that offer neither comfort 
nor support. But pound the roads he did. Then he’s off 
to future brother-in-law Paulie’s place of work at the 
meat factory to carry out the rather macabre practice 
of sparing with animal carcasses. Now instead of 
pounding roads, (or pet shop workers) he’s pounding 
dead flesh. Instead of insufficient foot support, he has 
insufficient fist support, as his blood-soaked fists tear 
into the defenceless hanging corpses. Goodness me, is 
a liberal dose of bromide and a cold shower not good 
enough for him? This film is not for vegetarians. 

 
 By 1986 Rocky had gone on to duff up Mr T and 

He-Man (Dolph Lungren as Ivan Drago), in Rocky 
III and Rocky IV. Essentially, this is what made him 
popular in the playground, not his struggle to become 
world champion. Luckily the blighter was living in 
America, the land of opportunity, and it came knock-
ing when world champ Apollo Creed was looking for 
an unknown to fight as a publicity stunt. Thank God it 
did, otherwise the poor sod would still be consolidat-
ing his income by breaking thumbs for loan sharks 
and trying to get pet shop workers in his dirty flat for 
s*rdid int*rcourse.

  
This leads us on to Harrison Ford. His portrayal 

of Han Solo stopped Star Wars descending into total 
science fiction geek fodder. Nobody wanted to be 
Luke Skywalker in our playground. He was a whining 
farm hand who fancied his sister. Whilst Han Solo was 
a savvy, smart arse smuggler, with a laser by his side 
and a seven foot Labrador as a best mate. And, as far 
as I know, he didn’t fancy his sister. As Indiana Jones,  
he managed to make archaeology and travelling the 
globe for the lost wonders of the world a possible 
career alternative to mining or haberdashery. 

   
But by the onset of the 1990’s, Harrison Ford started 
to confuse us. When a film was due out and he was 
starring in it, it led us all to believe that he would 
be there in some familiar guise. Always ready with a 
cocky remark. But it never came. Instead, he appeared 
in films always wearing suits, as either an attorney 
in 1990’s Presumed Innocent, or lawyer in 1991’s 
Regarding Henry. As CIA Analyst Jack Ryan, battling 
drug cartels in Clear and Present Danger, or Irish 
terrorists in Patriot Games. He was at it again with 
Brad Pitt and those Irish terrorists in 1997’s Devil’s 
Own as Irish cop Tom O’Meara, before becoming the 
president of the United States in Air Force One. Once 
again maintaining a rigid stance on anti-terrorism and 
apparently humour. No more entering coordinates into 
navi-computers to make the jump to light speed. 

During the confusing time of changing from boy 
into man, Sylvester Stallone was baffling us further. 
After the fifth instalment of Rocky in 1990, Stallone 
made the misguided step of following Schwarzenegger 
into comedy. The sobering result was 1992’s Stop! Or 
my Mom Will Shoot. It was clearly time for everyone 
involved to move on.
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PISCES
You are, you 

aren’t; you will, 
you won’t; you 

can, you can’t; 
you may, you might 

not; you couldn’t, you shouldn’t 
you wouldn’t you did you… get a 
grip you indecisive totally irritating 
clumsy bastard. You know 
the train’s coming but you’ll 
never catch it if you keep changing 
platforms. Better to live one day as 
a tiger than a thousand years as a 
lemming without balls.

ARIES
When there’s 

nothing left to 
say, that’s exactly 

what you should 
be saying. Yeah 

right. This month - like the other 
eleven you have to share with 
un-individualistic individuals - it’s 
all about ‘HALFWIT’, highlighting 
awkward lame faulty worthless 
irritants tolerantly. You can lead 
from the front but I can assure 
you, you won’t like taking it from 
behind.

Mars will be surging into the 
most sensitive part of your being 
and, like it or not, unless you 
protect your most private area, he 
will pull out and explode in your 
face.

TAURUS
To quote a 

famous pig, 
”never eat 
more than you 

can lift”.
With Jupiter 

turning retrograde during this 
month of self-induced loathing 
there’s only one thing for it: use 
both hands. And maybe stop going 
out, washing and calling people. A 
lesser-known fact about Taureans 
is their ability to grow substantial 
beards.

GEMINI
With a 

seductive link 
between Mars 

and Neptune this 
month, there is an in-

sidious malfeasance that although 
over-weening is generally seen as 
postmeridian. Bereft of centrifugal 
yiddishness, the quintessential 
mononucleosis that is harboured is 
fortuitous inasmuch as it manifests 
a throat-based distaste of small 
man tonsil debasing 

CANCER
It’s so easy 

to relate you 
to the classic 

line in the 
nursery rhyme 

from Humpty Dumpty, ”And when 
they were up they were up! And 
when they were down they were 
down”. Ring any bells? Of course 
you don’t, that’s for old anal 
spectacle-wearing, partially-deaf 
nobodys and Christians. Face your 
prrroblemmm. Why do you spend 
so much time moving a thing there 
and then moving it back again 
with a little wipe in between? 
You’ll do anything to avoid facing 
it full on. Remember, your face 
shows every move and emotion, 
and right now it looks like you’ve 

followed through. 

LEO
There’s a fracas 

between Mars and 
Uranus on the 11th. 

We’ve all been in a wine 
bar when two blokes have gone 
off, shouting, pushing, punching 
bottles and ash trays in the face an 
all that and generally a few heavy-
handed so-called doormen subdue, 
only to dance them outside and 
batter or get battered. I digress. 
Some memories one keeps dear. 
What I’m trying to say is that two 
planets going off ‘Hello’!. 

You’re a fire sign and you crave 
attention. You ask yourself, am I 
justified in my behaviour? And I 
ask you why do people with closed 
minds always open their mouths?

Jon’s Horror Scope
 
Bleeding from the nose, mouth and corners of both eyes, and swinging a half-empty bottle of 
cider at anyone coming with two yards of his person, it was clear that Jon, our resident mystic, 
was in no mood to talk. Despite this, with a deadline pressing, we sent in Sarah Nolan, a GCSE 
student doing work experience for us. Somehow she managed to restrain and calm him, and 
tape this edition’s Horror Scope. Phew! Because the rest of us were scared.  

 dwarf-lovng nirvana. 
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VIRGO
There’s an old 

Buddhist story 
about a monk 
who falls over 
the edge of a cliff 

and grabs hold of a 
branch by ONE hand 

to save himself. He can’t climb 
back up, and if he lets go he will 
fall to his death. Then he sees a 
patch of wild strawberries just out 
of reach of his other free hand, and 
reaches out to pluck one, knowing 
he must let go of the branch to 
grab the strawberry. 

What a c**t.
There’s no point of going into 

morals, if he’s willing to accept 
certain death for a summer berry 
he’s totally lost it and deserves 
to die. 

If you find yourself in a 
perilous situation on or around the 
afternoon of the 22nd, vigorously 
pass on the fruit.

LIBRA
Your previous 

partners have 
said you could 

suck an apple 
through a tennis 

racket. Twisting someone around 
your little finger is going to be 
much more fun than feeding it in 
their chocolate starfish.  It’s in your 
nature to tease and flirt and those 
very attributes just might lead you 
to the one who can serve you up 
a delicious slice of romantic pie. 
Or another total maggot-wielding 
poo-chewer.

SCORPIO

Mist rises up 
to the clouds 

in the sky. 
Sometimes a storm 

is what it takes to make them cry. 
People are attracted to you like 
flies around human waste. Taking 
someone’s word is fine if you know 
them, but you might as well take 
it with a pinch of ching and six 
buckets of wife-beater if you don’t. 
You won’t forget this scorning in 
a hurry. It’s like you’ve dropped 
your mask and it has smashed 
into a million pieces. Do not worry 
though, as revenge will be so good 
it’ll make you damp.

SAGITTARIUS
Show me a Sagittarian that 

hasn’t travelled and I’ll show you 
a militant Islamic fundamentalist I 
think is an OK bloke.

Like them, you need to settle 
down. Unlike 

them, you’re 
able to enrich 
people’s lives 
by transforming 

negativity with 
optimism. You may 

have itchy feet but that’s down to 
the fungus and nylon. You can’t 
tell jokes and you love cuddles and 
pretty soon you’re going to meet 
someone funnier than you with 
the most massive arms you’ve ever 
seen. They know someone who’s 
related to the person who lives 
next door to the one you will settle 
with. 

CAPRICORN

Jupiter’s 
idealistic influ-

ence is making 
you think Long and 

Hard, and that’s how you like it. 
Friends they come and friends 
they go, a bit like embarrassing 
feminine itch. Unfortunately you 
can’t apply a cream to your friends, 
whereas there are several on the 
market for… anyway, where was 
I?  You need to let them know that 
you too have a life and you’re not 
just here to listen to their woes. In 
some cases you’re here to cause 
them. Bang your way through a 
few of their partners. Might be a 
bit cathartic for them and if noth-
ing else it’ll be a good crack.

AQUARIUS

With Venus 
in your own sign 
on the 5th you’re 

blessed with in-
creased confidence and 

self-esteem. The only roadblock 
is Chiron, the celestial body of 
wounding. If you’re attached then 
you can create romantic getaways, 
share secret missives and tumble 
into love’s mystery in mutual 
harmony. If not you’ll be soiling 
your knickers outside Larbis kebab 
house at three in the morning 
every weekend, except for the 
last when the advances of a hairy 
toothless scouse bus driver take 
you completely by surprise.   
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Ensure you get your fix of the weird and never miss another issue of Pop 
Cult by registering for free at www.popcult.biz. Here you can download 
copies of Pop Cult, and once you are signed up, we will email the very next 
issue direct to your inbox. 

Also, visit myspace.com/popcultmag and let us know what you think about 
Pop Cult by posting your comments. We will print the best/funniest of these 
in future issues. 

If you wish to contribute to Pop Cult, please send Keegan your details. 
zippi@swashbuckler.freeserve.co.uk
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ol cool guys don’t run, they walk
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N
ow, I enjoy cricket and football, but I’ve 
been thinking lately that I should try and 
find a third favourite sport to watch on TV. 
Everyone should have one, don’t you think?

For me, it’s a toss up between running and motor 
racing. After all, I really can’t be bothered to try and 
learn a load of new rules, so I’m sticking to simple, 
first-past-the-post style sports. Okay then, running. 
It’s not an easy sport to get excited about; it lacks the 
glamour of football, and where are the characters? 
Surely running should be sport in its purist Olympian 
form, the original game of ‘I am faster than you’. I may 
be wrong, but on TV, running just doesn’t appeal to 
me. Perhaps it’s something to do with what they’re 
wearing. I mean, they look ridiculous. Fastest man 
on Earth you might be, but you look a f**king idiot 
in that outfit! I can’t see many replica vests shift-
ing, come 2012. This is probably just as well - if the 
average UK athletics fan is built like the archetypal 
English football fan then the rest of the world could 
be forgiven for thinking they were tuning in to an old 
episode of Rab C. Nesbitt. 

Even the sport’s biggest ex–stars are more 
interested in other things. Kelly Holmes has quit to 
become a dame and appear on reality TV, and Steve 
Cram prefers to watch football, even though he’s a 
Sunderland fan! In fact, have you ever met anybody 
at all who claims their favourite sport is running? 
Thought not. And as for the races themselves, they are 
either over in seconds or go on forever, and at the end 
of the day, the whole sport really just boils down to 
who can run the fastest. I thought that all got sorted 
out in the playground at school. 

Let’s face it, cool guys don’t run, they walk. Go 
see a film and you wont see Clint or Samuel L Jackson 
running; they saunter menacingly. The only time you 
ever see a movie star running is in slow motion, just as 
something is about to explode behind them, and then, 
if you watch carefully, they only cover about ten yards 
before throwing themselves to the floor while glancing 
up at the lens to reassure us that they are ok. Running 

is comedic; look at Forrest Gump or those 118 fellows! 

So how could TV improve the sport of running? 
Well, for a start, I think a much more interesting TV 
spectacle would be a race where all of the competitors 
had to aim to finish, say, seventh. Imagine the tactics 
involved: 20 fine athletes jostling for 7th position, 
speeding up, slowing down, timing their runs to 
perfection, there may be some physical contact, a lot 
of mental arithmetic and huge potential for post-race 
stewards’ enquiries. Sounds fun to me. You could even 
throw in a random element by drawing out a lottery 
ball mid-race to dictate the winning finish position. 
Chaos would ensue and I would watch, but alas, it’s 
not for me. 

So with running unable to grip the imagination of 
this TV viewer - at least not in its current form - per-
haps it is time to try to appreciate that other televised 
sport, Formula One motor racing, once the glamorous 
world of millionaire playboys and adrenaline. But 
seriously, does anyone watch it anymore? 

They used to say it was boring when Michael 
Schumacher won ever year, and, in order to make the 
sport more interesting, they kept changing the rules 
to stop him. They tried every trick in the book to make 
him less likely to win. They even let his brother race 
against him. Finally they’ve thrown enough obstacles 
in his way to ensure it was someone else’s turn to win 
last time, which is just as well, because according to 
my man on the inside, if Schumacher had won again 
this year, they were going to slow him down further by 
insisting he re-fuel his car, mid-race, from petrol pump 
number 3 at my local Jet garage. 

Pump number 3 has a nozzle that cuts out every 
time you squeeze the lever more than a tenth of the 
way in. I have spent many hours cursing that pump, 
trying to dribble a tenner’s worth of petrol into the 
Micra, anxiously glancing at my watch and wonder-
ing if the observing attendant in the booth is control-
ling the flow and slowing it with a secret button to 
deliberately wind me up. 
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I do feel a bit sorry for ‘Schuey’, as he is affec-
tionately known, and let’s face it, Formula One hasn’t 
become any more exciting since he was dethroned. 
Despite Formula One chief Bernie Ecclestone’s best 
efforts, Formula One is still a procession of cars, none 
of which can seemingly overtake, and the people in 
the best cars ride at the front and think they are it. 

This is all too familiar to me, as I spend a fair bit of 
my life in the Micra on the M25, slowly counting down 
the junctions until I eventually pit at the A3, where I 
can rev up the engine and race home. 

Sometimes on this journey I am treated to the 
spectacle of what I like to think of as ‘real’ motor rac-

ing. I’m sure everyone has witnessed it and marvelled 
at the skill of the drivers involved: two men and at 
least 12 gear changes per vehicle, no holds barred, 
just the thrill of watching Team Stobart verses Team 
Dentressangle in a gripping race uphill between two 
heavyweights of the road. Those lorries must be ten 
tons each, and they are hell bent on getting to the top 
of that hill first, at which point some unwritten code 
dictates that the truck that loses must pull in behind 
the winner and allow the rest of the A3 to stream 
past, making obscene gestures.

 
Now that’s a sport I think I could happily watch on TV. 
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