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Bigger? Yes. Better? That is for you 
to decide, but we had fun putting 
it together and hope you have fun 
reading it, and once you have done 
that, please pass it on to someone 
else, so they can enjoy reading it too. 
Thank you. 
 
On 22 September 1910, a converted 
cattle boat called the SS Cairnrona 
left the port of  Southampton carrying 
a cargo that, unbeknownst to anyone 
on or off-board, would transform show 
business, film-making and comedy 
forever. On that ship was not one, but 
two people who would later be hailed 
as geniuses in their field and be loved 
by everyone around the world. I am, 
of  course, referring to Charles Chaplin 
and Stanley Jefferson, who would soon 
be known as Stan Laurel. 
 
Both Charlie and Stan were travelling 
as part of  Fred Karno’s vaudeville 
company – a group of  actors, clowns 
and comics that performed sketches 

and slapstick jokes on stage in the 
days before television and cinema. 
Fred was taking his successful show to 
tour America, and at that point in time, 
Stan was understudy to Charlie, who 
was Karno’s leading comedian and 
already a big star in Britain. The boat 
sailed to Montreal and from there the 
comedy troupe rode the train down to 
New York City to conquer America.

On 23 July 1932, thousands of  fans 
swarmed the docks at Southampton, 
waving, cheering and whistling the 
Cuckoo Song as Stan Laurel and his 
comedy partner Oliver Hardy sailed 
into port aboard the Aquitania. By 
this time, both Charlie and Stan were 
international film and comedy stars 
in their own right, making films that 
still have meaning and make people 
laugh today. Interesting that Laurel 
would have first left Southampton in 
1910 a virtual unknown and would be 
welcomed back some twenty-odd years 
later a hero.  

In Southampton, we celebrate - if  that’s 
the right word - a tragic boat that failed 
to complete its maiden voyage because 
it hit an iceberg and plummeted to the 
dark sea bottom, taking with it many 
lives. It is an eerie story, reaching near 
mythological status, and whilst the loss 
of  the Titanic should be remembered, 
it is appropriate and right that we 
also cherish the positive and happier 
moments in Southampton’s history. 
Which is why in four years’ time, on 22 
September 2010, one hundred years 
from when the SS Cairnrona left, it 
would be nice if  there were an event 
celebrating the Cairnrona’s special 
cargo, their careers and Southampton’s 
unique maritime history. I am talking to 
others and trying to make this event 
happen and would welcome any offer 
of  help and support.
 
With best wishes,
Keegan Wilson.  

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.    

Editorial
HELLO and WELCOME again to Pop Cult.
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The big day of the date is always a mix of excitement and 
nerves. In some ways it’s a good thing that really great 
first dates are rare. My health couldn’t take the stress if  
every first date was amazing. Typically, you turn up and 
realise pretty quickly that the guy you met at the weekend 
wasn’t perhaps quite as cute, witty or even vaguely as 
interesting as you had first hoped. So there goes another 
wasted evening you’ll never get back again. 

We have all been there. Numbers have been swapped, 
text banter has ensued and finally a first date has been 
arranged. No more half-pissed flirtatious conversation 
reliant upon immediate surroundings and other 
drunkards to provide the entertainment. It’s time to get 
down to the business of whether or not on a one-to-one 
basis we actually get on, and fancy each other to boot. 
More importantly, regardless of whether or not I fancy 
them, do they fancy me? And, if  not, why not?!

For the uptight amongst us, feelings of anxiety can creep 
in before you’ve even got to the date.  Depending on 
the mentality of your beau, the date can be a relatively 
easy process or one fraught with extreme tension and 
unease. Some guys seem to battle with commitment 
so much that even arranging a day, time and venue is 
outside their realm of capability. If  you initially find this to 
be the case then let this act as an early warning signal! 
Certainly in heterosexual relationships it would seem that 
typically the logistical details are left up to the woman. 
Of course, this little responsibility does have its upsides: 
the opportunity to choose a venue that ensures one is 
seen in the best possible light (ideally in my case a very 
dark corner) and with no low level futon-like seating. 
Places might think futon-like seating may be trendy, but 
any seat requiring the aid of a winch is hardly conducive 
to relaxed elegance.

If  I’d have prepared for my GCSE’s as much as I prepare 
for a first date, then I‘m sure I would have made the 
local paper on results day because of  outstanding 
marks. Not wanting to bore you with the girly details, 
or equally to embarrass myself  with them, but a lot 
of  work goes into making yourself  look good for that 
first date. After all, this is the one test no one wants to 
fail. My mum always told me, “Saskia, you never get a 
second chance to make a first impression - you’ll wish 
you made the effort when he turns out to be lovely 
and doesn’t contact you again.” Cheers mum, thanks 
to that never forgotten pearl of  wisdom, preparation 
can start up to 48 hours in advance. 

Yes, I did say 48 hours. This means lots of sleep to allow 
my skin and conversation to sparkle, and time to pick an 
outfit and have it washed and ready to wear. Choosing 
the outfit is actually pretty easy for a seasoned dater like 
myself. Having always been an advocate of recycling, 
I figure if  an outfit has worked in the past it will work 
again. It’s the night before a date when preparatory 
activity reaches its peak; nothing is safe from preening, 
plucking or polishing. A girl needs to cover all bases, 
as you never know what criteria your prospective date 
is assessing you on. I’d like to think it was something 
like your engaging wit, willingness to laugh at yourself, 
or your views on the environment, but, as I will describe 
later, this does not always seem to be the case. 

My mate Sophie dated a guy for a while who said one of  
the most important things for him was well-manicured 
nails. If  a girl chewed them, or worse still, sported 
chipped nail varnish, she didn’t get a second look 
regardless of how well the date went.  I’d like to think 
this was a one-off  example of male shallowness at its 

The First Date
by Saskia Diablo 

First dates are fun, right? A night of carefree flirty conversation with someone you find attractive. 
Wrong!!!  It can be a harrowing experience. Nerves can be shot to pieces during the build up, 
execution and post-date analysis. Of course, this might just be me. Or maybe I’m the only one 
brave (foolish?) enough to admit it. But if you strip the first date of all its bells and whistles 
what you have left over is one mother of a test. A test of possibly the most personal of all 
criteria: how we look, what we say, our outlook on life, where we’ve come from and where we’re 
hoping to go. I think I’d rather have a job interview with Sir Alan Sugar any day. Frustratingly, 
for us singletons in the quest for love, it’s a necessary evil we just can’t avoid.
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On the night of our date I arrived at the bar 
first, unusually on time. I remember sitting down at a 
table with a good view of the door so I could see him 
as soon as he arrived. Next to me was a large group of  
blokes on what looked like a stag night: always a good 
find for the single girl! But I consciously put thoughts of  
eyeing up anyone else to the back of my mind; after all, 
I was waiting on my cute date. My thoughts drifted and I 
looked up and saw who I thought was my date, and did 
a bit of  a double take. Yes, it was him.  

All four foot of him walked towards the table, dressed 
in something Graham Norton would reject for looking 
too camp: a pale blue suedette short-sleeved cowboy 
shirt, ripped white wash designer jeans and snakeskin 
loafers. I was just so grateful he was not wearing Cuban 
heels. Where did he buy those clothes? I wasn’t aware 
Mothercare had launched a designer range. There was 
so much product in his hair I genuinely worried the 
candles on the table might set it on fire. I stood up to 
greet him and he leant in for a peck on the cheek. I felt 
like a giant towering above him and did my absolute best 
to keep it platonic looking, as unfortunately our liaison 
had gotten the attention of the stag party. Yes, hello 
boys, no need to stare, I’m just on a date with a gay 

best (or worst?), but sadly I fear 
it’s more the norm than the exception. 
I recently went on a date with a guy who 
told me the first thing he assesses in a woman is her 
footwear. He then proceeded to tell me he’d noticed my 
boots when we first met and hadn’t liked them, and now 
they had started to grow on him. Why thank you - I’m so 
grateful for that second chance at true love. Needless to 
say, I haven’t contacted him since.

Possibly my worst date was with a guy I’d approached 
myself, so I had no-one to blame but me. It is perhaps 
the only date where I have genuinely wanted to run to 
the nearest exit and never look back. I’d seen him a 
few times down at my local where he was the resident 
DJ. Sounds good, doesn’t it? Young, trendy, nice looking 
and a music lover. The only setback was I had never 
really seen him away from his DJ booth. So after a few 
evenings just ogling him from afar I bit the bullet and 
went over at the end of his set to congratulate him on 
a good performance. Nothing ventured, nothing gained, 
right? His response was almost unnervingly quick and 
very positive: “Are you single? Do you want to go out for 
a drink?” Within seconds, numbers were swapped and a 
first date was on the horizon…
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guy - nothing to see here. Why oh why did I approach 
him that fateful night?! I wouldn’t even put it past him 
to be wearing man make-up. I wondered if  he was in 
denial about his sexuality?  Or was it me that attracted 
effeminate men? (I suddenly had a flashback to a college 
boyfriend who was now fully ‘out’ as a gay man).  

I have to admit conversation did flow well that night, but 
essentially it was like being out with a girlfriend. At one 
point in the evening, he asked me what type of wok I 
owned.  It sent shivers down my spine.  Obviously not 
in a way I would have liked. Despite the fact it turned 
out he was incredibly successful: a fantastic job, DJ’d as 
a hobby/business, had his own flat and a nice motor, I 
just wish he’d decided on his sexuality before coming 
out (excuse the pun) on a date with me. After a ‘nice’ 
evening I explained that I really needed to make a move 
as I had to be up early; an innocuous and highly usable 
excuse.  I remember the walk back to our cars feeling 
extremely tetchy and imagining one of those big cartoon 
bubbles coming out of my head saying, “Please don’t try 
to kiss me.”  

“I, Saskia Diablo, 
was on a date with an 
absolute sex god.”
It turns out he couldn’t see the imaginary bubble. As I 
nervously fiddled with my car keys, he leapt in for a snog 
- argghhhh!  I leapt back, squealing, “I never snog on a 
first date.”  He looked a little bemused, but took it quite 
well and in all seriousness asked if  he could have a copy 
of my ‘rules’ so he would know what to do next time. I 
wanted to yell that he must be crazy to think there would 
even be a next time after I practically jumped into a busy 
road to avoid face-to-face contact. Instead, I settled with 
a forced a smile and politely said goodbye before getting 
into the sanctuary of my car.

Fortunately the good date couldn’t be more different. 
I remember one particularly exceptional first date. 
I’d noticed this guy a few times and the night we 
finally swapped numbers I was almost apoplectic with 
excitement.  Obviously, my enthusiasm was hidden with a 
well-honed super cool exterior. The night of the date my 
stomach literally did a somersault when I saw him.       

In my humble but always highly fussy opinion, he was 
drop dead gorgeous. Feeling this way unnerved me. 
I was used to turning up to dates, realising within 
seconds that it would be easier and more time efficient 
for everyone if  I just did a U-turn. So this was an unusual 
occurrence and rattled me somewhat. 

I, Saskia Diablo, was on a date with an absolute sex god. 
Conversation was too much. I just wanted to stare at 
him and spend time in quiet contemplation: when you’re 
faced with something that beautiful, who wants to talk? 
As chance would have it, his superior looks had resulted 
in him never needing to acquire a personality or to 
learn the skills of conversation. The night was therefore 
spent making the smallest of small talk with some 
childish mickey-taking thrown in for good measure. We 
may as well have been back at school with him pulling 
my pigtails and kicking a football at me. This first date 
turned into four more. I eventually finished it when I finally 
sobered up from my drunken love stupor and realised 
I’d probably enjoy more stimulating conversation with 
Barbie’s ex, Ken.

Regardless of whether or not you want to see a date 
again, it’s important for one’s confidence that they want 
to see you again. So following any first date there is 
always some degree of angst. A good date: Will he want 
to see me again? When will he text? Straight after the 
date? The next day? Will he play it super cool and leave 
it two days or more? Should I text him? (No way).  A bad 
date can cause a number of dilemmas. I want him to 
want to see me again (my ego talking), but if  he does, 
how can I put him off  without hurting his feelings too 
much?  Despite a cutting tongue, there is a heart in here 
somewhere. With the DJ guy I’d heard from him before 
I even got home that night. I ignored it at first hoping 
it would go away, but he didn’t and by the following 
evening I couldn’t ignore his advances any more. It took 
me a massive 16 texts to persuade him it wasn’t going 
anywhere. Maybe I should have just carried on ignoring 
him. It would certainly have been cheaper. 

I can safely say I prepare more for a first date than I 
ever did for an exam. I also put more effort in during the 
test itself  and I’m probably more nervous waiting for the 
results. I’d like to say they get easier with practice, but 
I’ve been dating for well over a year now and there’s still 
no let up. But I figure I’m playing a numbers game. Sit 
enough tests and sooner or later I’ll pass one with flying 
colours. In the meantime, I’ll keep revising, turning up 
for the exam and hoping for an A+…
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Here we were, Pop Cult photographer Brett Burnet and 
I, on a wet and windy Friday afternoon at Camber Sands 
Holiday Park. We were here for All Tomorrow’s Parties: 
the festival that promised not to leave you dead from 
E-Coli, with your lifeless body in a tent floating amid 
thousands of other tents on the results of hopelessly 
inadequate toilet facilities. 

We were amongst the cool people – types so heart-
achingly cool that mother might have called them 
smarty-pants. Hardened veterans of the festival circuit 
would have been appalled and baulked at the opulence 
on offer at 130 notes per ticket. ATP is similar to the 
going price of other festivals, but with the additional 
and crucial matter of shelter and clean hot and cold 
running water, which our chalet blissfully provided. 

 “All Tomorrow’s Parties?” Yes, that’s right. “Getting 
a bit popular though, innit,” said some ghastly 
specimen butting into my private conversation - some 
weeks beforehand - in a God forsaken indie disco that 
insists on playing the likes of Athlete to wannabe bank 
managers; as if popularity were somehow a smear on 
credibility. Whatever your viewpoint, ATP has become 
a pilgrimage to those who bang the drum for the 
alternative to the alternative. 

At around 5:30pm that day, Dead Meadow begin playing 
their mind expansive rock in a room upstairs, the second 
of thirty-odd bands whose performances are staggered 
between two stages over a weekend. Brett and I scurry 
downstairs, eager to gain a good position in the photo 
pit for the impending Brian Jonestown Massacre set. In 
preparation, Brett begins fiddling with his camera - lost 
in a myriad of apertures and shutter speeds that is too 
complex and quite beyond my Supersnaps philosophy. 
I notice the majority of the band is sitting just a few feet 

ATP 2006
by Mark Sanderson 

He stood tall on the wet grass in front of me. He was dressed only in snug shorts and a flowing 
blue cape, and on his head a shock of black hair was being bounced back and forth like a 
tennis ball in a baseline rally at Wimbledon. “Hello,” he said, gyrating with a manic intensity. 
“My name’s Jean-Li PhD, pleased to meet you.” Likewise. Elsewhere, this behaviour may have 
attracted the Nurse Ratcheds of this world to administer a thorough course of electroshock 
treatment. But the boy’s brains were already fried, and it wasn’t yet 10am.

away, but Brett is still messing around with his camera.  
BJM frontman, Anton Newcombe, isn’t someone we want 
to piss off. His tendency to attack fellow band mates 
and punters alike is clearly evident in the award-winning 
2004 docu-film Dig. But there’s Brett, still fiddling.... .… 
and I’m thinking ‘p’haps you ought to be careful’.... ....
too late though.... …. and several rounds of flash go off 
into Newcombe’s dilated pupils. 

“Hey! You just got me picking my nose,” came Anton’s 
Californian twang, the majority of his face hidden behind 
hair and red-tinted, round-framed shades.  We stand 
with eyes closed and teeth clenched, waiting to be 
sent to the dentist. Then, nothing. We are not lying flat, 
bleeding about the ear ‘ole. Thank heavens.

I’m thinking that twelve albums in little over a decade 
is pretty good going for someone whose temper 
is reported to be shorter than a hobbit’s inner leg 
measurement, especially when you consider he has 
gone through over fifty bandmates. 

Maybe Newcombe has his temper on a tight leash 
these days, or maybe he is the victim of clever editing 
and others who egg him on? If so, a lot of people are 
going to be miffed - they’ve seen the film and are here 
only to see a car wreck. Let’s face it, in an obedient 
world of Embrace, Kaiser Chiefs and Keane, the faintest 
whiff of unpredictability is a sight to be met with gold, 
frankincense and myrrh. 

The scene is set. BJM start playing. But something’s 
missing. Everyone’s gagging for Newcombe to lose it 
- all they’re asking for is a tantrum or the jagged neck 
of his guitar to be thrust into the warm duodenum of 
anyone within his vicinity. The crowd are expecting six 
thugs and rock’n’roll. The heckling begins. 
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“F**k off,” sneers Newcombe, but he’s only joking and 
immediately the band launch into “Who,” transcending 
into peppermint-tinged cooing harmonies. Whatever 
you thought of the film, there can be no denying BJM 
are a great band.  Another musical highlight that day 
was Dinosaur Junior. When they begin their headline 
set it’s almost midnight. Brett and I sink a few at the 
bar and watch. 

Saturday morning and we decided to visit the sparsely-
populated cafeteria for two plates of the full English. 
We sit. Alfred Hitchcock’s 1963 cinematic masterpiece 
The Birds is piped through the television set on the 
wall bracket directly in front of us. Wind rattles the 
windowpanes. I barely draw breath – wolfing down the 
food. I look up to see how Brett is getting on, but I can 
see by his face that something is wrong.

Tap, tap, tap. There behind me, perched on the window 
ledge, pecking on the glass with a giant yellow beak 
is a bloody great seagull. I look up at the Hitchcock 
film and back at the bird. I try to avoid eye contact. 
On the box, actress Tippi Hedron was getting the 
bejesus pecked out of her. I look for distraction in the 
menu, take another mouthful of mushrooms, and then 
it comes again: Tap, tap, tap.  I look at the TV, Tippi 
Hedron is still getting the bejesus pecked out of her. 
Is the room getting smaller? TAP..TAP..TAP. Pass the 
Rennies, my angina’s playing up. Is it the winged beast 
causing it, or that fried slice? 

We make a dash for it. A fright like that calls for booze, 
so off we went to the local store. They’re doing a 
roaring trade in Pot Noodles - but £35 for a crate of 
Fosters - no chance. We’re advised to go to nearby 
Ashford, which is only half an hour away by car. 
Goodness knows what the locals do in winter. Camber 
Sands may have the look of somewhere the triffids 
have been, but it does heighten the atmosphere and 
sharpens the focus on new things. 

The Boredoms, who make a helluva racket, are led 
by Yamatsuka Eye, a Japanese dreadlocked Thor, son 
of Odin, the mighty God of thunder. Two handheld 
balls of light - some kind of electric theramin - coming 
together like imploding super novas resulting in a 
cacophony of feedback. A noise supported by three 
drummers, yes, three drummers. They play non-stop 
for an hour, but nobody moves a muscle.        

Jean-Li is back, and this has pissed him off...“Nobody 
in England moves.” He has noted the all too common-
studied aloofness that affects gig-goers in England. 
Though, to be fair to everyone else, it was only four 
o’clock in the afternoon and far too early to lose 
oneself. What would the neighbours say? 

Then there’s Lightening Bolt, the band I was most 
looking forward to seeing. Rumour has it that this 
furiously loud bass and drum duo from Long Island 
are hotter than a badger’s arse live. And what’s that? 
They don’t play on stage? They’re far too esoteric for 
that, friends. They want to stand eyeball to eyeball 
with their audience, tearing down the conventional 
boundaries between performer and audience.  That’s 
got to be better than watching some paranoid coke-
addled has-been, knocking out hits to a distant and 
docile crowd, right? 

So, you can imagine my disappointment when security 
cordoned off the area in which the band was set to 
perform. I started asking questions and was quickly 
informed that it was in the interest of safety. They fail 
to understand that safety and rock ‘n’ roll simply don’t 
make good bedfellows. We were left only to speculate 
on Lightening Bolt. The security policy had left a 
bad taste in our mouths, and that bitterness left us 
to deduce that the band could not be anything more 
than the emperor’s new clothes. The mesmerised 
expressions on those sweat-drenched bodies that 
enjoyed the gig suggest otherwise.

The dangerous hour of 4am approaches and I make my 
way to the chalet, disturbed by an anxious nag in the pit 
of my stomach. Tormenting my ears is a hideous wailing 
on the breeze. Instantly feeling like Edward Woodward 
in The Wicker Man, I venture into the darkness to 
investigate. There on the grass in front of the next block 
of chalets is a rag-tag thicket of sixty odd legs in skinny 
jeans, belonging to a group of people lost in what 
appears to be a pagan ritual. Jumping up and down, 
banging pots and pans or anything that makes a sound, 
while howling at the moon in unified abandon.

I watch for a while, and when satisfied no sacrificial 
murders have taken place, I retire to bed.  Without Britt 
Eklund and only strange thoughts for company. Summing 
up the slightly off-kilter ebb underpinning this festival. 
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The Laslo Boniek Emails
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Welcome to the Latvian capital of Riga, yet another 
venue for today’s restless holidaymaker who is 
no longer contented with a fortnight in Benidorm. 
Seventeen years ago you would have had to queue 
at the Russian Consulate for a visa. Today it’s just a 
Ryanair flight away. My decision to visit was driven by 
economics; holiday locations are no longer influenced 
by television’s Judith Chalmers’ weather-beaten husk. 
Instead, possible destinations are whittled down by the 
price in GBP on websites such as Skyscanner, Ebookers, 
and Lastminute.com.

Riga isn’t only inexpensive to reach, it also allows the 
British tourist freedom to enjoy the full weight of the 
pound. The stag understands this, because when the 
main objective of a trip is to get loaded to the gills, cost 
is all-important. When their old stomping ground of 
Prague began to draw too much attention, the Latvian 
capital became a more than adequate replacement. 
Riga offers sexy women, a cooler temperature, which 
is better for drinking in, and an easily understood 
exchange rate of around one Lat to the British Pound. 
Such mathematics not only allows, but insistently 
demands that one has to stay intoxicated to the point 
of vomit for the duration of the entire stay.  The stag is 
not necessarily deviant by nature, but in this financial 
climate he is simply unable to do anything else than 
rape an over-generous exchange for all it’s worth, and 
at one Lat per beer it’s difficult to pass judgement.
 

Russian Window
I was staying at Friendly Fun Franks, an Australian-run 
hostel on the banks of the Daugava River. One morning, 

Cause for Alarm
by Mark Sanderson

It’s just gone midnight on a Saturday night in June. One of them stumbles past me under the 
stench of cigarettes and stale aftershave and makes a beeline for the gents, to no doubt empty 
the contents of his stomach one way or another. I hope he makes it this time. The rest of the 
stag party sit in the corner of the Skyline bar - a lavishly-furnished setting on the 26th floor 
of the Reval Hotel Latvija. Their very presence begins to infect the relaxed atmosphere with 
drunken menace. These animal men grow more obnoxious by the minute, communicating in 
football terrace chant, so I keep my distance and nurse another bottle of Zelta (premium lager), 
while they continue to get thoroughly trousered on cheap booze.

These Animal Men

while sipping coffee in their lounge, I made a discovery 
in the pages of the Baltic Times: the President of the 
United States, George Bush, had visited Riga only three 
weeks beforehand. Indeed, they were used to visitors 
- or so said my moth-eaten guidebook - as far back as 
the thirteenth century when Albert Von Buxhoevden’s 
German crusading knights led a massacre; economic 
control masquerading as religious conversion. Polish-
Lithuanian and Swedish rule then followed before 
being swallowed whole by the Soviet Union. Now it was 
stag parties and President Bush. 

“The     stag   understands 
this, because when 
the main objective of 
a trip is to get loaded 
to the gills, cost is 
all-important.”
I wanted to know more about Bush’s visit, so I visited 
Kristine Mace at the tourist office. “His goals were to 
discuss Latvia’s role in NATO,” she said before continuing, 
“and emphasise the strategic position between the 
West and Russia.” Hell’s teeth! Was President Bush 
going retro by keeping tabs on those damned commie 
bastards? I didn’t ask. Kristine was very helpful. She 
gave me a host of information including a manuscript 
of President Bush’s speech from the small guild in the 
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presence of Latvian President Vaira Vike-Freiberg. 
Of course, it was filled with the usual guff: pledges to 
God, admiration for moral courage, and the powerful 
insight that communism was bad. So was your drinking 
by all accounts, Mr President. Here’s an extract: The 
Baltic countries have seen one of the most dramatic 
transformations in modern history, from captive 
nations to NATO allies and EU members in less than a 
decade. Nations on both sides of the Atlantic observe 
the anniversary of Hitler’s defeat. What began as a 
movement of thugs became a government without 
conscience, and then an empire of bottomless cruelty. 
Exalting the strong over the weak to overrun and 
humiliate peaceful countries. In the end, a dictator 
who worshipped power was confined to four walls of a 
bunker, and the fall of his squalid tyranny is a day to 
remember and to celebrate. We still hear the cries of the 
innocent, and pledge to God and history: Never again.

Quite. It turned out Bush was here in preparation for 
this November’s NATO summit, to be hosted by Riga. 
A separate article in the Baltic Times reported that the 
U.S. Secret Service and the Latvian Interior Ministry 
Forces had effectively closed off the old town. The 
sight of drunken stags littering the cobbled streets 
was clearly too much for the President. It was too 
much for anyone. 

Saturday Night In 
The Skyline
Sam is from Brisbane. We met in the hostel lounge, 
escaping MTV to sit on brown leather couches in the 
Skyline bar. It’d gone half past midnight and I was 
due to fly to Berlin at 10am, but plans for a sensible 
evening had been drowned. We were drinking like 
there was no tomorrow, when in fact it had already 
arrived. Still, what else can you do at those prices? A 
girl is reading at the bar. She must be the only one 
here not a drink away from a colossus hangover. 
About a dozen stags occupy the far corner of the bar. 
Most of them are as drunk as can be; the rest aren’t 
far behind. Sam brings more drinks to our table.

One of the stags approaches reading girl to slur loudly 
in her ear. He’s as keen as a sailor on shore leave, but 
she’s not interested, and breaks free from his sleazy 

advances. Somehow he interprets this as a green light 
and makes another, more decisive move. Reading girl 
has had enough, slides off her bar stool and delivers 
a weighty kick into this stag’s family jewels. He doesn’t 
bother her again. He’s too busy writhing on his knees. 
The rest of the night passed as these nights tend to: 
other bars were visited and various concoctions were 
guzzled with wild abandon. Before long, night had 
turned to light. It had gone 4am, and before going back 
to my room to collect my bags, I recall vowing to Riga at 
the top of my voice from the open windows of the hostel 
lounge that: “I’ll live when I’m alive and sleep when I’m 
dead.” Sleep was for quitters, or so I thought. 

Understanding 
Consequence
I think it was the cars outside that woke me. That, or 
the rising decibels of ambulances chasing fire engines, 
emanating about my temples. Sharing the pillow of my 
lower bunk is a crumpled sheet of paper that reads: 
“Come on, let’s fly.” It’s my flight confirmation with 
Easyjet. I glance at my wristwatch - its 9:18am. My 
flight leaves in 47 minutes. By now I should be sipping 
coffee at the Lidosta Riga Airport. But I’m not, I’m in 
bed. What happened? Oh yeah, sleep was for quitters. 
I grab my travel holdall and end up in reception 
resembling the missing link between Shane MacGowan 
and Shaun Ryder.

“Taxi for the Airport,” I bellow. 

 “When would you like it?” I’m asked.  

“About 45 minutes ago.” 

The airport’s a good five miles south west of the 
city, in Skulte. The race is on. I sit back and sweat 
into the cream leather upholstery of the passenger 
seat, muttering incoherently to the driver about going 
faster. I don’t think he understands a word. Finally we 
reach the airport. I toss him a handful of screwed up 
notes and make my way inside. Short of breath, I lay 
my passport onto the checking-in desk, only to hear 
what I’ve been dreading: it’s 9:57am, too late to board 
my flight to Berlin. Nine hours later and £150 lighter, I 
fall asleep on a Virgin train to my final destination via 
a delayed Air Baltic flight to Manchester. Never mind. 
You know what they say; when in Latvia, do as the 
tourists do.



��



��

At a quarter past ten he was frog-marched off  SFPC’s 
premises by security, and now his former employers 
wanted to return to him his personal belongings. Since 
it was I who had recruited him, the returning of his 
property - some IT textbooks, notes and two curious 
executive toys - became my responsibility. Unsure of  
what to expect, I dialed Chris’s number. 

The company, after receiving many complaints from 
his co-workers, had finally lost patience and fired Chris 
for falling asleep at his desk. It was the result, or so 
they said, of a weekend spent sampling the highlights, 
low lights and quite possibly red lights of Amsterdam. 
In short, they suspected Chris of drug abuse and 
more, and so did I when I rang his telephone and he 
answered. Without pause he launched into a long string 
of obscenities, all of  which were delivered in a frantic 
nerve-ripping, high-pitched pig-like squeal.  

I looked around the office. IT Finders PLC was in its usual 
state of progress. My colleagues were busy clinching 
deals, making telephone calls, faxing, sending emails 
and filling out paper work. They were all working hard 
for the company and doing exactly the same things that 
they were doing six months ago, and the same things 
they would be doing six months from now, which makes 
me question why I just called it a ‘state of progress’. 

In amongst this progress I spied the clock. It was not 
yet half  past ten and already Chris Carter was bombed 
out of his gourd. In between and over the top of his 
vitriolic outpouring, I introduced myself  and explained 
that I wished to return to him his possessions.

I was ignored totally. He continued with the squealing. 
“F*ck, f*ck. Don’t come here. Don’t come here. F*ck 

A Strange Thing Happened 
Today at the Office
by Joe Crosby

Chris Carter was an IT contractor I had placed with the Southern Fuel Power Company. He was 
one of those heroes left over from ridding the world of the imaginary Millennium Bug menace. 
For SFPC, he was hired to build a bigger and better, more stable IT network, but the previous 
morning it had all gone wrong for Chris.

you. This can’t be happening. It’s wrong, all wrong! I built 
them an operating platform.”  

It was becoming impossible to get through to Chris, and 
if  this was to continue how I wanted it to, then I could 
see no other option than to out-weird the weird. It’s a 
daring tactic, and one that requires a lot of conviction 
because you have to take a risk and try to head beyond 
conventional wisdom by crafting a force outside yourself  
that is way out-there. You have to occupy a piece of  
behavior that is utterly unexplainable, even to a full-on 
mentalist like Chris.

So I hung up on him midstream and waited approximately 
thirty seconds before ringing back. It was my intention to 
create the impression that I was calling for the first time; 
if  he was as high as I thought then he might think that he 
had imagined our first conversation, and this confusing 
shock to his system would bring him back to a point 
whereby we could discus the return of his property in 
an orderly fashion.  

However, when Chris answered the phone he was still 
in full flow, squealing like a man with a very serious 
zipper incident. It was as if  he hadn’t noticed I’d hung 
up on him. “I worked twice as hard as the other bags 
of  s**t they employ. No, no, no.  F*ck it, f*ck it. No, 
no. I spent much of  my spare time working without pay 
creating their platform.”

“Yes, but why did you fall asleep at your desk?” I offered.

“No, no. F*ck you, you f*ck. My work, my beautiful 
work!  I liked working there. I worked hard. I did, I did. 
Bollocks to this!”
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Chris was wound tight, real tight. Perhaps inside he’d 
already snapped and these rants were the sounds of  
his unraveling. 

“What about the woman who complained about you 
manhandling her bottom? Maybe that was why they 
fired you?” 

Sexual harassment had been one of many items 
mentioned by the personnel department of Southern 
Fuel Power as reasons leading towards his dismissal. 
Chris fell silent when I mentioned this. 

“Who knows and who really cares?” I stated confidently. 
“Fact is they don’t want you back and I have a box of your 
belongings that I need to return to you. I can either hand 
them to you in person, or deposit them on your doorstep, 
in which case I take no responsibility for the items should 
you find any of them missing or damaged.”

The sudden authority in my voice took us both by 
surprise and a nervous silence ensued. I anticipated 
that he was preparing another high-pitched, bilious 
blast to my eardrum, a full-on attack that I was keen to 
avoid, so I slowly switched the receiver from one ear to 
the other, just in time to hear Chris mumble in his proper 
voice. “Is anything broken?”

He was back. I’d won, I was shocked, but I’d won, I’d out-
weirded the weird. “As I said, if  I leave the box on your 
doorstep then I can take no responsibility for the items, 
though nothing seems damaged… at the moment.”

“Okay. Can you knock and wait when you arrive?”  

“Yes. Yes I will, and I shall be there within the hour.” I 
rang off, thrilled that I had calmed Chris down. 

Now all I had to do was drive over to his home, drop off  
his belongings and… hang on… wait a minute… This 
man had just been cursing and acting in ways to suggest 
that he was living in a roomful of helium and was helplessly 
stoned on mind-melting, dangerous drugs. And for all I 
knew, the geek could be a cannibalistic maniac, hell-bent 
on keeping me as his gimp toy in a torture-chamber-
cum-restaurant, a fearful place where he experiments 
on his victims with deadly-looking devices before eating 
them with chips and a side salad.  I had awful worries 
that he would be some kind of kinky sex freak wanting to 
peel me out of my shell so he could wear my skin. 

My mind held a disturbing image of him waiting in his 
doorway; it showed him twitching nervously, ready 
to exact a brutal revenge and purge his life of all the 
terrible injustices that have blighted him thus far. 

Suddenly I was struck by a fear of not being able to 
remember a day that had passed without television sets 
and cinemas everywhere around the world showing 
twisted pictures of gory violence and cruelty, like it was 
something we should celebrate and acknowledge on a 
regular basis. And worse still, I could not remember a day 
without there being some gruesome lead story reported 
in the press. A lifetime of media-fed violence projected 
itself into the centre of all my thinking. All these infamous 
names, real people, actual people, well publicized f*ck ups 
that reduced the experience of being a human to sinister 
predatory levels, kept cropping up: Myra Hyndley, Ian 
Brady, Peter Sutcliffe, Michael Ryan, Fred West, Rose West, 
Ian Huntley… and why the hell not Chris Carter? His name 
fits snuggly with the others, and its alliteration would rest 
easy in the next day’s headlines.  

“It sure is a disturbing world,” is what I told my boss 
when I went through to her office to discuss this. Initially 
she had thought it funny when I told her of Chris Carter’s 
swearing and squealing, but then I asked her what I 
should do if  he tried to attack me. Her manner shifted 
at once to concern, and with a little more leverage I was 
able to make her suggest that Leon went as well, so we 
both got to get out of the office.

In the car ride over to Chris Carter’s house I brought 
Leon up to speed. “The man is an animal,” I said, 
giving no thought to understatement. “I am telling you, 
he is deranged, and if  he kicks off  he will have to be 
stopped. It is better you strike him first and I answer 
questions later.”

Leon laughed and carried on driving.

“You can laugh now, but I tell you, when we wake 
up three days later bound and gagged, lying in the 
darkened boot of  a car being driven at high speeds 
across Europe, en-route to rendezvous with some 
dodgy white slave traders, you will not be feeling so 
mirthful. I dare you to chuckle then.”
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“It’s probably what he was doing in Amsterdam.”

“What?” I eyed Leon suspiciously.

“He was probably meeting up with his slave trade 
contacts, arranging the details of their next consignment: 
us. They’ve probably already sold you into service in 
some far-flung country where they’ll make you a eunuch 
that serves some wealthy family. They’ll probably use a 
pair of old house bricks to chop your nads off,” 

Leon took his hands off  the wheel to mime the whole 
eye-watering slicing action of two house bricks cutting 
nads off, complete with searing sound effects. He 
laughed some more.  

“You didn’t hear him squeal,” I shot back, feeling I was 
not being taken seriously. 

“You will squeal when the slave traders get hold of you!” 

Despite the fact that Leon and I had agreed not to accept 
anything Chris offered us, inside ten minutes of meeting 
the man I found myself sitting down on his well worn but 
comfortable sofa drinking a generous glass of vintage fine 
malt Scottish whisky. Seated to my right on an old leather 
chair, and slowly disappearing behind a thick cloud of  
marijuana smoke, was Leon. 
 

I sipped at the whisky and watched Chris silently 
rummage through his box of belongings. Hung high 
on the wall, behind where he was sitting, was a framed 
London newspaper dated 15 February 1968.  The 
headline story reported a police drug raid on a student 
valentine ball, or to use the reporter’s words, ‘a student 
love in.’ I mentioned the front page to Chris, and he told 
me that he was one of the five organisers of the love 
in, and that the person in the photograph ‘aggressively’ 
being led off  by a policeman was his then girlfriend.   

Everything in the box appeared to be in order and Chris 
placed it on the floor, aside his chair.  Then, from out of  
nowhere, he suddenly looked at both of us and asked, 
“And how old do you think I am?”

Slightly amused, I glanced at Leon and thought, ‘If  
we want to avoid trouble we’d better be kind and lie, 
otherwise he might flip out.’

Buying time, Leon replied, “I’m not too good at guessing 
ages. I wouldn’t like to say.”

Chris reached into his desk drawer and produced 
a small glass phial filled with purple liquid, from 
which he took a crafty swig before smacking his lips 
appreciatively. Then, with total honesty and no trace 
of  a wind up, he triumphantly held the phial up for us 
both to see, and in much the same way I’d imagine 
an old quack medicine man travelling from town to 
town in days gone by would have, Chris announced, 
“Friends, I give you the elixir of  youth.”

“What is it?” I asked, impressed, unsure whether to 
laugh or not.

“Joven Tonic,” he intoned. “Remember its name, 
because in a few years’ time everyone will be drinking it. 
And I mean everyone.”

“And it really works and keeps you looking and feeling 
young?” Leon enquired, his words carrying a certain 
amount of ironic self-interest. 

“Sure it works.  Look at me, how old do you think I am?”

“Like I say, I’m not too good at guessing ages, I usually 
upset people by saying they are older than they actually 
are, but I reckon you’re around thirty-five,” was 
Leon’s rapid-fire, but carefully chosen response, which 
delighted Chris no end, as he was now busy smiling and 
expectantly looking at me for an answer.

Leon handed me the joint, which I smoked as I studied 
Chris Carter’s face.  His unkempt moustache and stubble 
were greying; the facial hair did at least hide some of the 
wrinkles that mapped his face. On his head sat a mess of  
dirty brown grey hair, bits of it sticking out this way and 
that.  He was sitting at his computer desk in a hunched 
but comfortable position, one that his body had grown 
into and become used to after years of doing his kind of  
work. He did not appear to be in any great athletic shape, 
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and in truth looked shabby, as if he hadn’t slept in days. 
I’m not too good at guessing ages either and didn’t want 
to say that I thought he looked like he was in his late fifties, 
so I simply shrugged my shoulders, stuck out my bottom 
lip and showed the empty palms of my hands. I remained 
silent and pretended to have no idea whatsoever.

“I’m forty-one in two months’ time. That’s good, hey?”

“Wow, Joven Tonic, you say?” were the only words I could 
utter as Leon and I both exchanged glances that said, 
‘Can you believe this? Isn’t this odd?’ Even so, I was just 
grateful he wasn’t squealing. 

Then without warning, Chris Carter proceeded, for 
some unknown reason, to reveal the lacerations on his 
wrists and ankles. It was as if  he had been stuck for 
conversation and suddenly remembered something that 
might be of interest. 

The wounds were really nasty looking, although strangely 

he seemed quite proud of them. He explained to us that 
the previous weekend in Amsterdam he had ‘blacked 
out,’ and when he came round, some eight hours later, 
he was lying on the floor of a police cell. In order to 
restrain Chris, the police had handcuffed his left wrist to 
his right ankle and his right wrist to his left ankle. Judging 
by the severity of the wounds, I could only speculate that 
during his ‘black out’ he had spent most of that time 
desperately struggling to free himself  of  those bonds.

I shifted uncomfortably on the sofa. Was he trying to 
intimidate and scare us with all this talk of blacking out? 
Unsure and thinking that it was better to be safe than 
sorry, I tried to hand the joint back to Leon, which he 
flatly refused by pushing it back to me. I quickly finished 
off  what was left and watched anxiously as Chris rolled 
another. Eager to change the subject from Amsterdam 
police cells and the extreme measures used to restrain 
him, I pointed across to a large stack of A4 paper that 
had been carelessly left on the floor near the door, and 
asked what it was.

“It’s a book I’ve written.”
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“That’s some book, it’s huge. What’s it about?” asked 
Leon.

“It’s difficult to say,” Chris floundered, thinking hard for 
the right words to do his work justice. 

“It’s set in the year 2718. The people of Earth have 
changed, evolved into a telepathic species. They have 
the ability to read and understand each other’s body 
language and minds.”

“So do the women keep slapping the men across the 
face?”  Leon joked.

“That’s the thing,” Chris enthused, “society has evolved 
too. It had to. In my book, crime no longer exists because 
criminals can no longer hide their actions, which makes 
a life of crime a pointless activity. It died out, and with 
it went the skills needed to solve crime; they were no 
longer necessary. Without the ability to hide motives,  
the humans evolved into treating one another in a more 
positive and understanding way. So the book starts on 
a Utopian Earth.”

“What’s the story?” I asked.  

“It’s a whodunit. You see, there has been no crime on Earth 
for over two hundred years.  Then, from out of nowhere, 
someone commits a murder. The killer has evolved at an 
accelerated rate and has learnt to mask his or her true 
thoughts. By possessing the ability to conceal information 
from everyone else, the killer subsequently manipulates 
the situation and leads people astray and strikes again 
and again. In response, the authorities have to learn the 
now ancient skills of crime-detecting.”  

“Sounds like one of those Kilgore Trout novels. Are you 
planning to have it published?” I asked.  

“Maybe one day,” Chris mused, “it really needs more 
work doing to it.”

“So they catch the killer?” Leon wondered.

“Hell, no!” Chris giggled, sloppily taking a huge hit from 
his latest joint, before composing himself  to explain, “You 
don’t find out who the killer is. The point being: a perfect 

world of zero crime and corruption is impossible. It’s 
nice to dream, but evil will always exist, albeit at varying 
intensities. In this story the evil within society was nearly 
defeated, it withdrew and had to evolve in order to 
survive. It adapted and people learnt to lie and cheat 
with their mind and body language. The book ends with 
copycat killers springing up; in a way the first murder 
unlocked something in the minds of others, and it set 
them killing. Corruption spreads, the truth is distorted, 
paranoia is rife, and power is everything as the world 
changes from utopia to hell.”  

“So what’s new?” joked Leon. 

I shook my head, “That’s dark, that’s really dark. What’s 
it called?” 

Chris handed me the joint.

He whispered seriously, “It’s called Killer Prophet.” 

Then he added, “And if  I ever get round to getting it 
published I hope it makes one!” before dropping his 
deadpan act and lapsing helplessly into a fit of  ridiculous 
giggles, which made me think he didn’t have wrinkles, 
just lots of laughter lines.  Many, many, laughter lines, 
and this laughter gave him the appearance of youth. 
Maybe that purple liquid worked after all? 

Seconds later and I was laughing uncontrollably too. I 
had no idea what it was I was laughing at, but boy it 
was funny, and the recognition of this peculiarity gave 
me an edge and made me laugh some more. I looked at 
Chris, thought about everything that had happened that 
morning and just let it out in one long howl.

Leon rudely brought me back to my senses by pinching 
the joint out of my hand, taking two gigantic puffs and 
passing it back to Chris. “We should be leaving now, 
we’ve got a team meeting this afternoon.” 

“Do you boys want some pills for the road?” 
Chris enquired.
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Heroes and Villains            
by Scott Benson

Guests at British Hills stay in period-style houses 
resembling Shakespeare’s hometown of Stratford-
Upon-Avon, which is overseen by a statue of the 
immortal Bard in the entrance courtyard. I teach through 
traditional classroom-based lessons plus activities such 
as cooking, sports, calligraphy and aromatherapy. I 
also teach the pupils about British culture, manners 
and etiquette. Big mistake. Now a whole generation of  
Japanese is versed with how to break wind, talk with their 
mouths full, get drunk and disorderly and slurp tea. My 
work here is done.

The reason I came to be working on top of  a mountain 
in Japan, in a fake English village, is because I consider 
myself  to be an adventurer of  the comic kind. My role 
is to test the boundaries of  my own human experience 
and reality, and so far I like it to be random and bizarre. 
Although you could also say - and you would be right 
- that bureaucracy and corporate boredom have also 
driven me into it. 

I have seemingly given everything a go. I have been a 
tree surgeon, fireman, recruitment consultant, aerial 
photographer, worked in a tampax factory, a condom 
factory, a paint factory, I answered phones for one of the 
largest snack food producers in the world. I was even 
briefly a pilot - a career cruelly halted by officials for the 
failure of possessing the correct qualifications. I’ve been a 
waiter. I have sold portrait photographs, and I rode the IT 
gravy train back in the day, when the Millennium Bug was 
the thing threatening to destroy all. My quest is one of  
finding personal satisfaction from life. So, with a small sum 
of money made from the hurried sale of my flat, I set off  
to travel the world for inspiration and answers.  

Since taking the decision to travel, I have been to the 
far shores of Thailand and experienced the Tsunami 
firsthand on Dec 26, and saw how people rallied together 

“All the world`s a stage, and all the men and women merely actors”  
William Shakespeare

I am currently teaching local schoolchildren English on top of a Japanese mountain where a British 
village, complete with manor house, royal chambers and authentic English pub and tea room, has 
been built at a cost of £60 million. (see www.british-hills.co.jp)

to help victims. I visited the aftermath of September 11 
in New York and saw the re-building efforts, and I have 
walked the peaceful streets of the once-fated Japanese 
city of Hiroshima, and sat quietly in its remembrance 
Peace Park, contemplating what it all means. On this 
trip, I have been constantly reminded of the capability 
of mankind for evil and self-destruction, along with 
the awesome power that nature has over us, but most 
importantly, what has struck me most is how people can 
come together to overcome tragedies.   

In contrast, on the beaches of Copacabana, Brazil, I 
found people happily allowing the cares of the world 
to drift by whilst they lapped up the sunshine, drank 
Caparinias and listened to local musicians playing 
harmonic acoustic ballads on guitars. Music has always 
been at the forefront of promoting peace and there are 
more songs about love than any other subject. 

Most importantly, my travels also took me to a Romanian 
orphanage where I delivered clothes and other essential 
items needed by the children. I’m not claiming to be a 
saint here, because originally this was more to do with 
the fact the orphanage happened to be on the way to 
where I was going and there was a bed for the night 
in it for me. But after meeting the people who ran the 
orphanage and the young people who had been given a 
home and a chance at a normal life, which they wouldn’t 
have otherwise had, I was deeply touched and have 
been inspired into doing some volunteer work.   

My current goal is to work on board the Japanese 
‘Peaceboat’, which is a cruise liner traveling around 
the world, promoting peace. Each voyage lasts three  
months and visits 20 countries. Their vision is to 
inspire understanding and co-operation between 
cultures (see www.peaceboat.org). Volunteers on 
board teach languages, and when in port, carry 

http://www.british-hills.co.jp
http://www.peaceboat.org
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out various duties to help local inhabitants in each 
country. This strikes me as a good idea; instead of  
bombing a country, why not pop in to say ‘hi’ and see 
if  anyone needs a hand with anything.

“Music has always 
been at the forefront 
of promoting peace 
and there are more 
songs about love than 
any other subject.”
Travel broadens the horizons and teaches many things. 
I recently learnt from my students that young people 
are often more knowledgeable than adults, in that 
they view life in a more simplistic and pure way, unlike 
adults who complicate things. The Tsunami taught 
me that every decision made, however insignificant, 
could affect your life, and that bad choices can even 
be good. My selection of  hotel as well as the decision 
to get drunk caused me to sleep through the Tsunami, 

which saved me, whilst hundreds and thousands of  
others died – I should have been on a boat heading to 
an island whose inhabitants all perished.  Hitchhiking 
across Romania and the Ukraine helped me appreciate 
nature and how a simpler way of  living could be better 
than the stressful, paranoid, greedy, money-making 
way of  the West. Meeting Hiroshima bomb victims 
helped change the way I think about nuclear weapons 
– it should never be allowed to happen again.

So I must be turning into a cliché-ridden hippy, because 
most of  all, I realise that life is short and we must live it 
to its fullest potential and help others to do the same 
when they need it, because we all only get one chance 
(Unless you believe in the Afterlife or reincarnation - 
Ed). We should live our dreams and look for peace and 
love in everything. So If  there is something positive 
that you have always wanted to do but are waiting for 
another time,  why not do it at the earliest opportunity.? 
If  there is someone you love but don’t know whether 
they feel the same, tell them anyway, it will either be 
or not be, but you have to ask the question, right? 
Shakespeare was bang on the nail when he said life 
is like a performance, we don`t get a rehearsal, so we 
must follow our hearts and play our parts as best we 
can. Peace, brothers and sisters.
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A thorough investigation has been conducted and 
yielded mostly disappointing results. Aside from the 
relations who are living, all the rest are dead. What a 
waste of time, money and, well, everything. I ask you, 
what use is a dead relative? This was not what I paid 
my money for. 

I took my complaint to the highest authority, but was 
rebuffed with the same simple excuse. My circumstance, 
I was told, was not exceptional. Anyone tracing their 
family tree can expect to discover the vast majority of it 
to be non-living. Pah! 

So, most of the fruit has withered from the tree and 
fallen, but spring and new fruit is always around the 
corner. Why this merry optimism in the face of such 
morbid news as the mass death in my family?  

Well, the inquest into my ancestors was not a total 
waste of time. One of the benefits of learning about the 
previous Bluetints, their wives and offspring, is that you 
discover how they die, and I’m pleased to announce that 
they all died at ripe ages, which bodes well. 

Though delving into the family history might not be 
good for everyone. How will you feel if  you discover 
your family all died painful deaths at early ages from a 
common illness that seems to be passed down to every 
generation? Or worse still, what if  you found out they 
died at early ages from accidents; that death stalks your 
family through seemingly random and bizarre events? 
You’d never sleep or go out of the house again.

What I did find surprising, though, is that through history 
the Bluetints appear to be a collection of cowards and 
cheats, which perhaps offers us an insight into the cause 

In Search of History and 
Himself
by Dr Conroy Bluetint 

For the past eighteen months, I have been tracing my ancestors, and at great expense too, I 
hasten to add. Employing some of the finest researchers working in Genealogy today, and using 
the best technology at our disposal, we poured over official records, documents, manuscripts 
and paperwork. 

of their longevity. For example, in every war Britain has 
fought, except those that I have lived through because 
I am a Dr and not a soldier, a Bluetint has been present 
and feigned death at the earliest opportunity, only to 
sneak off  when the fighting is over. My grandfather, I 
read in his diary, played dead at Eindhoven in 1943, and 
was later made a Major and decorated for his actions 
based on the official version he told superiors, which 
made no mention of what he really did. He was a war 
hero, so why spoil it, he must have thought.

These dastardly activities of my ancestors come in 
stark contrast to my own heroic self. With my fine set of  
morals and honest, brave and chivalrous attitude and 
behaviour, I would have thought I came from a strong 
line of fighting stock of noble deeds, but no. 

When I raised this issue with the one of the researchers 
working on my case, she said that there had been no 
mistake and that all Bluetints were cowards and cheats. 
She went on to explain that my aspirations and self-
image were not uncommon in males my age and were 
likely derived not from genes but from reading too many 
comic books about war at a young and impressionable 
age. If  that were not enough - her saying I was a product 
of conditioning from my culture and environment - she 
went on to say that I was not much different in that 
respect to everyone else alive today.  

I could go on explaining away the wrongdoings 
committed by the Bluetints in other avenues of life, not 
just war, such as the Bluetint caught in the 1700s for 
poaching. He escaped hanging by being the first person 
in history to do what is now the old joke of pointing to 
get everyone to look one direction whilst scampering off  
in the other, but I shan’t detain you further. Life is for the 
living, not for digging up the old bones of the past.      
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I brought a pot of fresh coffee from the kitchen and 
started to fill everyone’s cup. 

“They say this is fair trade coffee,” I said, holding the pot 
up in front of my face and looking at it suspiciously, “but 
what exactly is fair trade?” 

The wife was finishing her desert. She had no time 
to answer. She was too busy savouring a mouthful of  
home-made chocolate cake and making eyes at the 
remaining piece that lay unclaimed in the middle of  
the table.    

Roger, my friend and confidant, well, he was being 
Roger. He was slouched in his chair, low to the table, 
head down and face hidden, allowing the rest of  us a 
stunning view of  his long and fuzzy, majestic mop of  
unruly black hair. As I passed behind, I was tempted 
to tap the top of  his head and speak into it, saying 
‘testing, testing, one two, testing.’ 

I didn’t though.

“It’s where the people who farm, grow and supply 
materials are rewarded with a fair price for their efforts. 
It stops companies from ripping them off  and exploiting 
them as has happened in the past,” replied the smiling 
Karen, Roger’s latest girlfriend.  

“Yeah, I know that,” I said somewhat dismissively, taking 
my place back at the table.

“And companies are allowed to carry the fair trade logo 
on products that comply with fair trade regulations, but 
doesn’t identifying what is fair trade make all other trade, 
i.e. those without the logo, unfair? Should we stop buying 
products without the logo? Wouldn’t it be better to mark 

Unscripted No2: The 
Winning Lottery Ticket
by V

Once again, TV funny man ‘V’ tells us more about his life and the things that cause him to not sleep 
at night.  

the products that are unfair and say why? And, anyway, 
shouldn’t all products be fair? If not, why not? But, tell me, 
who decides on the level of exploitation and decides what 
is and what isn’t fair trade? What is fair trade?” 

“Finished ranting?” the wife looked at me and asked. She 
did that thing with her eyes that I have come to recognise 
over the years as an instruction to shut up. Then, smiling 
at Karen and shifting her attention to the centre of the 
table, the wife said, “That was beautiful, may I?” her hand 
already reaching out for the last piece of cake.

“I once confused a salesman in an electrical store by 
asking if  the washing machine he was trying to sell was 
organic.” Roger cut in.

“An organic washing machine?” laughed the wife, politely 
holding a hand to her mouth to spare us the sight of her 
chocolate covered tongue and teeth. 

“Oh, it was so embarrassing,” said Karen. “The man 
in the shop didn’t know what to say. He’d been with us 
about thirty minutes trying to sell us a washing machine, 
only for Roger to turn around at the end and ask if  it was 
organic. Oh, excuse me…”

Karen’s mobile had started ringing and she ducked 
under the table to search her handbag for it. Whilst she 
was out of view the wife and I leant forward, our eyes 
out on stalks. The sudden movement in caused Roger 
to defensively sit bolt upright and look back at us with 
wide open eyes. 

“Us?” I mouthed silently across the table at him, both 
the wife and I looking at him quizzically.

“Ah, here it is,” said Karen, reappearing with her phone.



��

This was a most unusual development. Girlfriends never 
last with Roger. There is always some minor fault they 
have which only he picks up on. A fault no one else 
would deem important.

Roger had always struck me as a ‘hump ‘em and dump 
‘em’ kind of guy, and because of this, and the fact he is 
nearly always away from home touring, playing drums 
for some band or another, I have always thought he’d 
never settle. He’d only been seeing Karen for only two 
months and yet here they were talking openly about 
buying a washing machine.

“That keeps happening,” Karen said. She had missed 
the call and checked to see the number that rang, but 
there wasn’t one.

“I told you,” said Roger, “it’s telemarketers ringing a 
bunch of numbers and snagging whoever answers first. 
You can register your details somewhere on a website to 
get your number removed, and if  telemarketers ring you 
after you’ve registered, then they’re breaking the law. I 
think it’s tpsonline. I’ll do it for your tomorrow.” 

“But ringing on a Saturday evening?” Karen despaired. 
“What gives with these organisations? They’re such a 
pain in the ass.”

There was a moment’s silence punctured by the wife 
saying, “I keep getting spam emails sent everyday to my 
BlackBerry asking if  I want a penis extension or Viagra,” 
which made us all laugh. 

“Are you sure the spam’s not intended for him?” said 
Roger, laughing and pointing to me.

“Ho Ho – very funny. Did you know there’s a pill that can 
reverse the effects of Viagra?”

“No, I didn’t know that,” said the wife.

“Yeah, you stick it in your shoe and it makes you limp.”

“Would anyone like more wine?” asked the wife, once 
the groaning at my poor joke had ceased.   

“You stay here. Finish the rest of your coffee. I’ll get 
the wine,” and with that I stood up and walked off  to 
the kitchen.

“You might want to check your joke books as well whilst 
you’re at it and consider throwing one or two of them 
away if that’s the standard. Makes you limp – huh!” Roger 
shook his head while giving me a big friendly smile.

I returned to the table with wine and four slips of paper, 
satisfied that the night was going to plan.

“Here you go,” I said to Karen, handing her one of  
the slips.

“Oh, brilliant, you’ve bought lottery tickets!” she 
exclaimed.

“I sure have,” said I, giving the wife hers, “I know it’s 
tacky, but here you go, four lucky dips.”

I handed Roger his ticket and sat back down at the table, 
grinning from ear to ear. I thought back to a few months 
earlier, when Roger called the paramedics to my home. I 
watched the others quietly read their numbers. The wife 
reached across and squeezed my hand affectionately. I 
had done well. 

“I thought back to a 
few months earlier,  
when Roger called 
the paramedics to 
my home.”
Wine was poured, talk resumed and Roger, in relaying 
stories about Karen, revealed just how much he liked her. 
His tone of voice was different, softer, more rounded, and 
the glint in his eye was there; his whole face filled with 
optimism and hope, happiness and joy, even. He was only 
ever like this when talking about his two loves in life: jazz 
music and West Ham United Football Club. 

We decided to move through to the lounge to watch the 
lottery results. Roger and I hung back to fetch more 
wine and started talking. I asked him, flat out, if  Karen 
had any faults, because usually by now he would have 
noticed something. He totally surprised me by saying she 
had plenty of faults, but that in a weird way he actually 
enjoyed them. He put it like this: “The faults are part of  
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what make her who she is, which then sort of makes 
them not faults at all, therefore, when I think about it 
properly, she’s faultless, right?” 

Then the wife appeared at the doorway wondering 
where we were.

“I think Roger has just said he is in love with Karen.” I 
whispered, to which the wife reacted in that way women 
do when they see something sweet, like a cute puppy. 
Roger blushed.

We joined Karen in the lounge and watched in silence as 
the numbers came out. When it it got to the fifth number 
Roger stood up swearing. The sixth and final number 

was drawn and he began jumping around the room, 
whooping and flailing his arms. 

“I’ve got all six f***ing numbers” he said.

The wife and I looked at each other. “I’ve written the 
numbers down, let’s go over them again,” she said. 
The numbers were verified; Roger’s ticket was checked 
and double-checked, the wife and he hugged and did 
a celebratory jig and he began listing all the things he 
would buy.

“Of course,” said Roger, looking at me as happy as a 
man in this day and age can be, “we’ll split the money. 
You bought the ticket, it’s only fair.”

Suddenly our bubble of joy was pricked by the sound 
of loud sobbing.  The three of us turned to see Karen 
sitting on the couch, her face a smeared mess of fingers, 
tears, mascara and snot.

The wife shot out the room to fetch tissues, and Roger 
knelt by Karen’s side and put a comforting arm around 
her shoulder.

“Whatever is the matter? We’ve won the lottery,” 
he purred.

“I know, I know,” was all Karen could say in between cries.

The wife arrived with the tissues. Karen blew her nose 
and used more tissues to dry her face. The three of  
us waited, giving her time for an explanation. Eventually, 
Karen was in a position where she could talk without 
breaking down.

“Oh, look at me, I’m in such a state. I’m so sorry.”

“It’s okay,” said Roger warmly, and he tenderly brushed 
her cheek with his fingers.

“No, no it’s not,” said Karen, and she took in a 
deep breath.

“I’ve something to tell you. There’s no easy way of saying 
it, so I’ll just come right out with it. I owe £120,000 in 
gambling debts.”

I was stunned and looked at the wife.
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“I started playing online poker about two years ago 
and, I don’t know, it somehow got out of control. I don’t 
play now. I’ve been going to meetings for the three 
months, which I started before we met, and I am going 
to continue, I need to continue. I wanted to tell you, but 
thought if  I did it would put you off  me, and I didn’t want 
that because you are wonderful. You really are, Roger.”
Roger leant down and gave her a big hug, making her 
feel wanted and loved. “It’s okay; I can pay your debt off  
now. We’ve got loads of money”.

I backed away from the scene, towards the door. My 
subtle escape was, however, noticed by the wife. She 
glared at me; she could sense something was wrong.

“Is everything okay?” she asked. Roger and Karen both 
stopped what they were doing to look my direction.

“I, er, um, yes. No.” I said, not convincingly.

“What’s wrong?” said Roger, standing back up.

“We still have our health.” I said, scrambling around, 
trying to think of something positive to say.

“What?” Roger said.
    
“Yes, why are you looking so sheepish? What have you 
done?” said the wife.

And with that the DVD that had been playing stopped, 
and all that came from the television was white noise. 

“Listen, Roger, you know we agreed to no more practical 
jokes after what happened with the paramedics a few 
months back, well, we’ve just been watching a recording 
of last week’s lottery show.”

Everyone turned to look at the TV, remaining surprisingly 
calm as they did so.

“You’ve got last week’s numbers, Roger. I thought it 
would be funny to see you win the lottery. I wasn’t going 
to say anything. I was just going to let you go and claim 
the prize, but….”

Karen started crying again. Roger, he remained calm, 
but I could tell by the menacing look in his eye that 
he was thinking about hitting me. The wife just looked 
disappointed with me. 

“How could you?” she asked. 

“How could he not realise I was joking when I left that 
message asking for an ambulance? I could have gone 
to prison. It was bad enough that it cost me £5000 
in fines and goodwill donations. This is not my fault. I 
wasn’t anticipating the whole gambling admission thing. 
I thought it would be fun.”

I picked up the TV remote, changed the channel and 
pulled up that night’s proper lottery numbers on ceefax.
 
“Hey look,” I said, smiling, desperately trying to recreate 
the good atmosphere of before. 

“According to tonight’s numbers, you’ve won a tenner, 
Karen. No joke, it’s the truth. Look. Although maybe 
that’s not such a great thing, after what you’ve just said 
about your addiction.  Well, keep the money anyway, but 
don’t use it to buy scratch cards or anything. I don’t want 
to start you back on the slippery slope.”

I was trying to say the right things, but it kept coming out 
wrong. The wife’s eyes narrowed. In fact, all her features 
narrowed and became evil-looking and she just stared at 
me - two eyes burning through my soul and conscience 
– the chance of further affection from her now gone for 
the night, and possibly for the next week or so.   
 
“Thanks,” snarled Roger, helping Karen to her feet and 
picking up her bag for her. He turned to the wife.

“I think we’ll be going now. Thank you for what was 
otherwise a wonderful evening. The food was amazing. 
You’re such a great cook. Shame he is such a twat.”

“Thank you, Roger. Yes, it is a shame about the twat. 
And, thank you, Karen. Your chocolate cake was the best 
I’ve tasted in a long time; maybe you can give me the 
recipe someday. I’ll give you a call in a few days, see 
if  you fancy lunch somewhere. I’m sorry it had to end 
like this; I can’t apologise enough. Let me see you both 
out.”

As everyone left the room, I tried to tell Karen she’d 
forgotten her winning lottery ticket, but I was ignored.
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down your fiery hatches and 
telling you to get real. Don’t 
think for one minute your 
lover really feels that way 
about you, that he puts you 
up high on a pedestal and 
worships the blessed ground 
your angelic legs float over. 
He’s been telling everyone 
you don’t wash your hands 
after a crap and you belch 
like a Polish miner. You’re a 
performer and can act better 
than anyone, so here’s the 
revenge: invite him back for 
some love games, tie him to 
the bed naked, blindfold him, 
squat over him and pinch one 
off  in his mouth. He’ll never 
live it down.

VIRGO

They Know.  

LIBRA
You’re a doer 
rather than 

a thinker but you spend a 
hell of  a long time thinking 
before you star t doing. If  you 
spent less time thinking and 

although that offers little 
relapse from foot in mouth 
syndrome.

Occasionally you just sweat 
misery.

J a p a n e s e 
exper ts claim 
dogs and cats 

can predict ear thquakes. 
They can’t speak f**king Jap 
though, can they? You have 
razor-sharp perception when 
it comes to sensing people’s 
bad moods: The trouble is you 
haven’t worked out it’s you 
that’s pissing them off, which 
makes you about as useful as 
laser eye surgery is to bats. 
Another recent ar ticle claimed 
a talking budgie predicted 
his own death. Apparently 
budgies are not content with 
idle chit-chat but favour deep 
philosophical cheeping much 
like your mates, so comparing 
your mates to budgies, stop 
feeding them seed and give 

them pies.

Saturn is 
b a t t e n i n g 

TAURUS
You’re an 
excellent cook, 
trouble is for 

you that’s like being a highly 
qualified chemist that loves 
E’s and has a penchant for 
double dropping. It’s time to 
reduce your dietary intake 
from that of  a small family to 
that of  a desperate longing 
everyday person trapped in 
an oversized body that hasn’t 
seen a good poking in ages.
For tunately someone is about 
to show you interest. You 
might need to understand 
nano technology to find his 
wiener, but hey, beggars and 
choosers an’ all that.

GEMINI
If  your admirer 
doesn’t get 
who you are 

then remind them you’re 
multi-dimensional, equivocally 
centralised and unrelenting in 
misogyny despite erotomaniac 
tendencies submerged 
amongst obsolescent 
moribund steraraceousness. 
Vernacular misdemeanours 
compose factitious Mariolatry 

Jon’s Horror Scopes
It was a bone dry summer’s day when Pop Cult found its resident mystic, 
Jon, passed out and sitting in a puddle that kept drying away, then magically 
reappearing. The heat had also caused the foam on his lips to dry, leaving behind 
a delicate coating resembling a spider’s web, which broke apart the moment we 
prodded him and he started shouting at us. Through white sticky lips he kept 
insisting that if we thought he had a dirty mind we should smell his finger. It 
was clear that Jon was already in touch with the spirits. We declined his kind 
invitation and instead asked him for the latest Horror Scope.     

CANCER

LEO
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PISCES
Pisces is a 
mutable water 
sign. Mutable, 

means changeable. Water 
can change into many forms: 
rain, hail, snow, frost, steam 
and piss. Similarly you can 
change your feeling 10 times 
a day, which is almost as 
many nappies as my old man 
gets through in the same 
period and no-one likes being 
around him. In the same way, 
people are getting fed up 
with your changing moods. 
For tunately, you have the 
choice to exercise control. 
Whereas my old man can’t; 
he hasn’t got any muscles in 
his arse…. So count yourself  
lucky and be positive.

ARIES
You think 
you’re better 
than everyone 

else, more interesting than 
everyone else. You want to 
beat everyone else, when all 
the time the one thing that 
scares the crap out of  you is 
not being liked. Well, you know 
what? I used to be like you, but 
the one thing that scared the 
crap out of  me was dropping 
my trousers and mooning at a 
couple of  hundred Caribinieri 
and Italian soldiers in Rome 
back in ‘97, who had an 
armoured water-cannon. As 
it turns out, it was the best 
enema I ever had, if  a little 
forceful. So don’t worry about 
what you’re scared of, cos it 
ain’t as bad as you think.

typically safe, plain and 
boring. Try slicing the ham 
any thinner and you’ll miss 
the joint altogether. It’s the 
take Lambrini to the par ty 
and drink Lambrini stage, 
rather than the necking of  
the host’s champagne. That’s 
if  you get invited to any 
par ties, cos at the moment 
your company is slightly less 
stimulating than watching a 
Bulldog lick his semi….. in 
the rain. They say you should 
do something challenging 
every day; try doing 2 litres 
of  White Lightening, a bong 
and half  a bottle of  poppers 
during Holy Communion. You 
watch the fun star t then.

AQUARIUS
You don’t know 
who you really 
are, do you? I 

had a mate like that. He had 
no idea who he was each and 
every day, but that was down 
to smoking crack. He said, it 
didn’t matter what the f**k 
your name was, it was what 
you did with your life that 
people would remember you 
for. Still, the freeloading freak 
is dead now. My point is he 
was right in sentiment, if  not 
totally wrong in every other 
way. It’s what you do with 
your life that makes you who 
you are.  It’s time you had a 
word with yourself; my mate 
was always having words with 
himself, well, arguments. He 
shouted and punched himself  
in the face too. There’s 

more doing, you’d do more 
than you think you could, 
and having done what you 
thought you couldn’t, makes 
you think about the things 
you didn’t do. If  you’d done 
them, then people wouldn’t 
say you were a thinker but a 
doer, but whatever they think 
and say, you know rather than 
think you do, do it.

SCORPIO
The eyes are 
said to be 
the windows 

to the soul. Yours are more 
like a bookie’s ashtray: pure 
filth. There’s nothing but 
leopard-skin butt plugs and 
giant Ugandan rubber cervix 
nudgers in there. You’re a 
walking, talking lubricant; 
constant probing normally 
brings you valuable insight 
into human life. It’s just gonna 
get you a sore arse.

SAGITTARIUS
As a fire sign, 
you can be 
likened to 

sparks rising from a fire, the 
stars in the sky or thousands 
of  lighters at a Weather Girls 
concer t back in the day. You 
see the best in people; you’re 
optimistic, fair-minded and 
disarmingly happy. That said, 
you’re going to fall over, break 
a hip, crack a tooth and, to 
add insult to injury, s**t your 
pants in the ambulance. Let’s 
see how smiley your pointy- 
chinned face is then.

CAPRICORN
This month 
is going to 
see you being 

commitment for you.
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SPORTSDESK
Where were you when the 
entertainment left town? 
The summer months are not good for football junkies like 
myself. They are cruel, lean times that hit harder every 
year, especially as we come up to the kinky anniversary 
that is five years of the War on Terror. Has it really been 
that long? That’s what happens when the football stops. 
You start remembering things and seeing things in the 
world that queer your mind and don’t make sense. The 
whole experience of filling the void left by football is a 
strange one that I don’t like, which is why at the end 
of each season I seriously think about quitting football. 
It can’t be good for the soul to be addicted to this no-
good, over-hyped and corrupt sport, played by sell-outs 
and controlled by greed-heads, pimps and leeches who 
have a love for profiteering and no shame whatsoever 
when it comes to fleecing fans for all they have before 
turning round and saying “it’s what they want.” It is a 
test of loyalty. So, when the final ball has been kicked, 
I contemplate all these things, and then the season 
returns and the games begin again, almost like they’d 
never been away. 

Last time, the Premiership was over by the end of  
October. Those in the know knew that with just a third 
of the season gone Chelsea were already champions  
and we cleaned up big. At the time a few people in the 
football media tried to mention this, but they were soon 
silenced. A fixed league like Serie A is one thing; it can 
be corrected, those guilty can be punished and fair play 
can hopefully resume. A boring league is a different and 
more damaging prospect altogether: who is going to 
want to pay to watch a league that has been won at 
the same time the shops are putting out their Christmas 
decorations? In an act of desperation, they tried to 
kid football punters everywhere that Man United could 
catch Chelsea, but by then the rest of us had moved on 
to the battle for fourth place, which ended up leaving 
Tottenham feeling sick in more ways than one.   

This season, only an idiot would gamble against 
Chelsea winning a third consecutive title. Ah, but this 
is World Cup year. The football has not stopped. As in 
every World Cup year, I am giddy with the nonsensical 
optimistic euphoria that afflicts so many of  us football 
fans, which is why this season I am going to turn 
the rulebook stored in the part of  my brain marked 
‘FOOTBALL’ upside down and bet against the favourite. 
I am going to go with my heart this time, not my head. 

This season, the Premiership cannot afford to be as dull 
as it was last time around. Fans will not stop attending 
games, but people will turn off  their TV sets and cancel 
satellite subscriptions. For those in charge that can’t 
happen. Football is not just a sport in England, but a 
billion pound entertainment industry, or billion dollars if  
you happen to be a Glazier. Unfortunately there can be 
no sport if  there is no proper competition between the 
teams, it simply becomes a formality, and whilst there 
would still be plenty to play for in the Premiership, it 
might not be enough excitement and entertainment 
for the TV crowd, who are mostly only interested in 
meaningful games played by the biggest teams. 

Therefore, I believe a number of  teams will be in with 
a shout for the title at the end of  this season. The 
outcome will see Chelsea finish second behind an 
inspired Liverpool and ahead of  Arsenal. Manchester 
United will be lucky to claim a UEFA Cup spot, the 
empire finally gone and the emperor Ferguson exiled 
to horse racing.   
  
Chelsea will not be a next season’s champions, and the 
more I keep saying it the more I believe it might come 
true. The Chelsea team plays efficient, scientific football. 
Each game methodically thought out and tailored to 
beat that particular opponent. At times their style fails to 
excite, but this is because they never do more than they 
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need to do, and what they do is generally enough to win 
games – at least in the Premiership. 

The Chelsea manager has formed a habit of  winning, 
which is great when things are going right, but terrible 
when they’re not. Mourinho might be mad, but he isn’t 
Kevin Keegan mad. Towards the end of  last season 
the press started calling Mourinho paranoid, maybe 
because he was saying strange things, as if  he had 
been up for nights doing cocaine by himself, but you 
suspect he is only saying these things to amuse himself  
at their expense. Mourinho is a busy man, and appears 
not to suffer fools gladly, but he is also a joker with a 
dry sense of  humour, and as long as he keeps winning 
and Abramovic’s bottomless barrel of  money is still 
there whenever he needs it, he can keep on laughing.

My heart says we will see a different side to Mourinho 
this season though. His jokes will no longer seem 
funny, not even to himself. He will have no friends and 
if  he is to survive, he will have to become used to 
regular metaphorical kicks to his nether regions. Aside 
from those with strong financial interests in keeping 
football competitive, others also want to see Mourinho 

and Chelsea fail. People like Rafael Benitez and Arsene 
Wenger, plus the other Premiership managers who 
will be looking for every opportunity to give Chelsea a 
bloody nose and cheeky wedgie. 

Also, how’s this for an example of  extreme optimism? 
I predict no Premiership manager will be sacked this 
season. Originally, in my notes for this column, I had 
written the following: “Look out for David O’Leary to 
be the first manager to feel the axe fall on his neck. 
He will be out of  a job before the leaves start turning 
colour on the trees and the people making money out 
of  the War on Terror begin celebrating its fifth year. 
Predictable, I know, but huge sums of  money on the 
obvious are what make you money in the gambling 
business.” 

Things in football turn around quickly, certainly quicker 
than I expected. So, with the sacking of  O’Leary 
confirmed and a distant memory by the time you 
read this, I am sticking my neck out and betting on 
the radical notion that no Premiership manager will be 
sacked this season.  
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To book an advert or find out more about advertising in 
Pop Cult, please call us on (023) 8023 8237, or email 

zippi@swashbuckler.freeserve.co.uk.  Alternatively, check
out our myspace at www.myspace.com/popcult
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