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As always, when you have 
finished reading this beast, 
please pass it on to someone 
else. Why not give it away 
as a gift and make a really 
big show of  presenting it? 
“Darling, I know it’s your 
bir thday, and I was going to 
bring you flowers, but instead 
I have brought you this   
beer-stained copy of  Pop Cult. 
Enjoy.” 

Since the last issue, Jon 
Asanga, the gentleman who 
writes the Horror Scopes, 
and who in this issue begins 
to answer your questions, 
has been broadcasting on 

The Saint radio station every 
Saturday from 7pm to 11pm 
with his comedy partner Al 
Anderson, and a right royal 
rumpus it is too! Four hours 
of  good music, sketches, 
jokes, interviews and very 
strange musings from a very 
strange pair. Lend them your 
ears and listen online, on FM 
or digital. 
  
Lastly, Justin Cunnigham, he of  
Cloud Wine infamy, is star ting a 
laughter club in Southampton, 
at the Common. For those who 
don’t know, a laughter club is 
a group of  people who meet 
up to do nothing more than 

laugh. It is supposed to be 
very invigorating and does you 
the power of  good. If  anyone 
is interested, please contact 
Justin at Cloud Wine (address 
over on opposite page) or 
drop me a line and I will pass 
your message on. 

Please keep your emails 
coming to zippi@
swashbuckler.freeserve.co.uk  
- we love hearing from you.

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.    

Editorial
HELLO and WELCOME again to Pop Cult, Essential Reading Material for the Bathroom. 
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“Excuse me. My friend fancies you.”

A pause. “What?”

“Her, over there. She fancies you.”

“Oh.”

“Don’t pretend you haven’t noticed. You’ve been 
looking at us for twenty minutes.”

“I might have been looking past you.”

“There’s a wall past us. You finished your coffee ages 
ago, but you’re still here.”

“I’ve been reading this book. Doesn’t time fly with a 
good book? I’m sitting here outside my favourite cafe 
in the sunshine with good coffee and good reading.”

“And looking at us.”

The reaching of  an impasse was acknowledged with 
a glance. 

“Okay, I was looking,” he conceded, “but I was actually 
looking at you.”

She faltered. “Oh?” She sat down at the man’s table, 
letting her shoulder bag slide to the ground; thought 
about it, then offered him a hand. “Sophie League.”

The hand was accepted. “Joseph Ward,” he returned.

“You weren’t looking at my friend?”

“No.” Joseph met Sophie’s eye and mustered a glare 
of  narrow-eyed menace. “I’m an assassin. Your ex-
boyfriend has a contract out on your life for twelve 
thousand.”

“You’re a hit man?” Sophie’s eyes flickered. She noticed 
a black briefcase stood upright against Joseph’s chair.

A nod. “But that doesn’t make me a bad person.”

“You’ve made me nervous.”

Joseph shrugged. “It was you who approached me.”

“Tell me you’re not going to shoot me.”

“I’ll lose twelve grand.”

“But you’re not going to kill me?”

A pause. Consideration. “No. I can’t do it now.” Joseph 
removed his sunglasses. “The more I sit here and look 
at you, the more I like you.”

“You’re not really a hit man.”

A shrug.

“So what’s in the briefcase?”

“A gun: Browning semi-automatic, with optional 
silencer.”

Sophie relaxed into her chair, full of  laughter. “More 
likely your sad bachelor’s lunch and a magazine in a 
brown paper bag. You’re full of  shit.”

“Well,” Joseph raised an eyebrow, “by the time we 
leave here I’m going to have asked you to go out with 
me. So if  I can paint the darkest picture of  myself, 
make you scared of  me, think the worst and still get 
you to say ‘yes’, then I think we’ll stand a pretty good 
chance together.”

“That’s f***ing arrogant.”

“Self  confidence is hereditary. Our kids will inherit it.”

“What?!”

“And they’ll be good looking kids, too. I’m gorgeous. 
You’re stunning. Our wedding photos will make works 

Joseph’s Case
by Mark Crutchfield 
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of  art.”

“Who do you think you are?”

“You’re free to walk away from me the moment I offend 
you.”

Joseph and Sophie sat looking at each other over his 
empty coffee cup for almost a minute. “What are you 
trying to achieve by this?” Sophie frowned.

“A lifetime of  married bliss with you. Or, failing that, a 
one-night stand.”

“Do you think I might respect such blatant honesty?”

“You mean you believe me?”

“Shouldn’t I?”

“Actually, I hate casual sexual encounters.”

“You think I’ll respect a liar, then?”

“Well, at least you won’t hold any illusions when you 
decide to go out with me. I can’t live up to unrealistic 
preconceptions. If  you expect the worst, I can only 
impress.”

“You’re a strange man, Joseph Ward.”

“But you’re still sat at my table, Sophie League.”

“And how do you know about my ex-boyfriend?”

“What do I need to know? Every woman has an ex-
boyfriend.”

“Ah,” Sophie nodded. “Mind games.”

“All part of  the charm. What do you have to lose?”

“An introduction like this will make for a turbulent 
relationship, and it can only end badly.”

Joseph frowned. “How else do things end? If  things 
didn’t end badly, they probably wouldn’t be ending. But 
that’s a risk for all relationships.”

“I might meet somebody else.”

“I’d break his neck.”

“You’re the jealous type?”

“The most insecure man you’ll ever meet.”

“Still trying to make me think the worst of  you?”

“Is it working?”

“In a way, but it’s having an effect that you might not 
have expected. Perhaps I like the wrong kind of  man.”

Joseph screwed up his face in bewilderment. “How can 
there be such a man when the wrong kind of  man is 
the right kind of  man?”

“Well, you’re no cliché, but sometimes a girl wants 
hearts and flowers...”

Joseph didn’t reply at first. He held Sophie’s gaze an 
expectant moment too long, then opened his briefcase 
only wide enough to slide in one hand and retrieve a 
single red rose. He offered the flower across the table 
and placed one hand over his heart.

“I think you good, gifted, lovely: a fervent, a solemn 
passion is conceived in my heart; it leans to you, draws 
you to my centre and spring of  life, wraps my existence 
about you - and, kindling in pure, powerful flame, fuses 
you and me in one.”

Sophie opened her mouth, but could only accept the 
rose in silence. Then, eventually: “You cheesy f***er. 
I’m almost impressed.”

“Then it was worth memorising. I always liked 
Brontë.”

“How often have you tried this? And why were you 
carrying the rose?”

“Never before. I buy a red rose every morning and 
carry it with me for the rest of  the day, because I never 
know when I will run into my one true love. I vowed that 
when I found her I would give her the rose.”

Sophie blinked in surprise. “Really?”

“No,” Joseph snorted a contradiction. “I try this line 
every day, darlin’, and I nicked the flower off  a plot in 
the cemetery.”

Sophie shook her head. “Doesn’t suit you.”

“Oh?” Joseph tried to sound offended. “So what would 
suit me?”
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Sophie leaned forward. “I think I’d suit you.”

“You sure? I pick my nose, and that’s not my worst 
habit.”

“Warts and all, Joseph - if  you’ll allow the same for 
me?”

“You have warts?”

“When do you want to meet?”

“Now. Let’s just leave together. Oh – but your friend is 
still sat over there thinking that you’re match-making 
for her.”

Sophie forced a serious expression and shook her 
head. “No, she’s not my friend - that’s the other police 
officer working on a case with me.”

“Case?” Suspicious hesitation. “What case?”

“Yours.”

“Really? You know, this has always been a fantasy of  
mine, to be chatted up by a pretty copper.”

A nod of  concession. “Doesn’t sound unlikely for a man 
who carries roses and guns around in his briefcase.”

“Well, sweet child o’ mine,” Joseph replied, “whether 
we believe each other or not, we can’t trust each other. 
Either we are what we say we are, or we’re liars.”

Sophie laughed with a lusty abandon that left Joseph 
panting. “This is insane.”

“Mmh,” Joseph smiled, “isn’t it cool? Now, what are the 
chances of  us leaving here together without offending 
the woman you said likes me? We can’t just sit here 
swapping aphorisms.”

“We could leave separately?”

“It might mean the end of  our relationship before it’s 
even started. It’ll give us both a chance to entertain 
doubt, then bottle out and disappear without trace.”

“I don’t think so. We should choose a time and place to 
meet,” Sophie suggested. “If  we don’t find each other 
there, we can just put it down to experience and say 
that it wasn’t meant to be.”

“And if  we both turn up?”

“Then we kiss, and our lives will never be the same 
again.”

“Agreed. The Marina?”

“Yes.”

“One hour?”

A nod from both parties.

“One hour.”

Sophie rose from her seat, but suddenly stumbled 
forward. Joseph reflexively reached out to prevent a 
fall. There was a moment’s awkward entanglement. 
Then Sophie hurried away. She spoke very briefly to 
her friend at the table in the corner and then left at a 
stride that left Joseph wondering, but not for long. As 
soon as the pair were out of  sight he revealed the bag 
he had hidden on his lap beneath the table. Sophie’s 
bag. He opened it and studied its contents with a look 
of  troubled concentration. Then he lowered the bag 
and laughed out loud.

Joseph glanced at his watch and reached down for his 
briefcase.

A short walk from the coffee shop, Sophie slid herself  
into the passenger seat of  a white BMW, her friend 
the driver’s side. The pair did not speak as they drove 
away. Sophie settled a briefcase on her lap. It was 
Joseph’s. She flipped open the unlocked clasps and 
surveyed its contents with a look of  horror.

“Well?’ asked her friend. “Is it what you expected?” 

“Yes.” Sophie replied. “But not what I wanted.” 

Sophie stared out of  the window for a few moments, 
gazing at the shops and people on the pavement. 
Then she looked at her watch and put a hand to one 
shoulder for her bag.
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The Real Literary Villains
by Joe Crosby 

Illustrations by Emily Dean and Oliver Barton with Johnny Toaster

Worryingly for us, the normally reliable and excellent Joe Crosby writes about not being able to 
write for this issue of Pop Cult. Writer’s block? Or writers are blockheads? We do worry.

This issue, I wanted to write a story about a normally 
honest and reliable man in his late thirties, changing 
his life by doing the opposite to what he would 
normally do in every situation. The idea had been 
with me for a while, and following Mark Sanderson’s 
superb story in the previous Pop Cult, called ‘The 
Second Coming of  Christ Knows What’, I decided to 
try and just write it. 

I had no idea how it would unfold, other than the 
character acting on the proviso set out above. It was 
my belief  that adopting this approach would reveal a 
wealth of  comic possibilities and directions in which 
the story could go. Like all good geeks, I then became 
over-excited and rather unwisely let my ego take over, 
and reasoned that this would become an attempt at 
creating an English echo of  the sort of  story that I 
so admire by American writers who always make me 
laugh out loud: Terry Southern, Mark Twain, Kurt 
Vonnegut, Ken Kesey and Luke Rhinehart. 

The story would begin on a Monday morning at 
06:45, with the man being woken by his alarm clock 
- his usual signal to rise, wash, eat and leave for 
work. It was all the more poignant that the story 
began on this day, because for most, it is the start 
of  the five-day working routine where free living is 
suspended and replaced by survival and the need 
for new furniture and DVDs, which takes us walking, 
zombie-like through an entrance and into the surreal 
playground that is the workplace. However, this 
Monday he stayed in bed and ignored the alarm, 
leaving it to continue its ringing.   

It is true to say he was undergoing a drastic change, 
a circumstance brought on by a confusing number 
of  problems affecting him. These problems are of  
no particular relevance here, so there is no need for 
great detail, except to say they involved the usual 
suspects of  love, money, family and friendship. The 
two questions I kept asking myself  as author were:  
was this radical transition he was experiencing some 
kind of  mental breakdown? Or alternatively, was 
he discovering liberation? I was going to exploit 
both these questions and the ambiguities of  their 
answers, doing it in such a way that it would probe 
our perceptions and expectations of  freedom. I felt 
extremely pleased with myself  and had no doubt 
the finished story would be awfully clever, amusing, 
thought provoking and loved by all who read it. This 
I was sure of, despite not actually having written any 
of  it yet.  

As you can imagine, leaving the alarm on and 
trying to sleep through it is not an easy thing to do. 
Unsurprisingly, following a few frustrating minutes 
of  its rude noise, the character I was writing about 
turned his alarm off, but remained in bed. He viewed 
this act a necessary compromise based upon his 
being physically unable to sleep with such a racket 
going on. Staying in bed and defying the whole 
getting up thing, he knew, still showed the right kind 
of  dedication to his newly adopted regime of  doing 
the opposite to what he’d normally do. 

Any other Monday and he would have been at the 
office, stamping letters, signing things for approval 
and admiring Valerie every time she breezed past 
his desk to use the photocopier or fax machine. Not 
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today though. He didn’t ring in sick either, which was 
totally out of  character. Always he rang if  he was not 
going to be there, believing it was wrong and bad 
manners not to. His was a position of  low to medium 
responsibility and thus he had a duty. In recent 
times, his whole life had revolved around setting the 
younger and newer members of  staff  a good example 
and trying to sufficiently impress the more senior 
colleagues in the hope of  catching their eye and 
gaining extra responsibilities and maybe one day a 
promotion, or at least a good reference if  he moved 
jobs. However, he was no longer playing that game. 
He was staying in bed, doing nothing and that was it, 
although when he thought about the office and his 
mind drifted back to Valerie, her shapely figure, tight 
clothes, legs, skirts, low cut blouses, large breasts, 
perfume, stockings, knickers and heeled shoes, there 
was a bout of  furious activity as he beat his chimp.  

Sleazy duvet-nudging antics aside, if  I am honest, 
this first day in the story was a total non-event, a 
shambles. I decided the following day would have to 
contain more excitement and less smut. It did, but not 
much. On Monday night he didn’t set the alarm before 
bed as he usually did. As a consequence, he slept 
through most of  Tuesday, which for me as the writer 
was really annoying. How can I construct a story 
about a character if  he persists in doing nothing but 
lying in bed all day? 

When finally he did wake I decided to have revenge. 
I made him think the opposite of  what he would 
normally do in this situation where he had not gone 
to work for two days without calling, and that was to 
have him call in and explain in a chirpy voice how he 
was now feeling much better and would see them 
all in the morning. Of  course now he had told them 
this he couldn’t go in, because he now had to do 
the complete opposite of  the thing he said he would 

do. After that telephone call he went back to doing 
nothing for the rest of  the day.
 
I had created a lazy and uninteresting character that 
wouldn’t stop masturbating, and I am not proud to 
say that I took exception to his behaviour. So I had 
him set his alarm for 2am, something he would never 
normally dream of  doing. When it went off, sounding 
to his ears like an angry gang of  wasps had landed 
on his head, I had him wake with a fright and then 
go for a run in his pyjamas. A nice long run through 
several streets and two laps of  the park to work off  
all that sexual energy. After this, instead of  going to 
work as he had promised, which all of  us except his 
work colleagues knew he wouldn’t do, I sent him to 
town shopping. What’s more, I sent him during lunch 
hour, with the full knowledge he would be spotted by 
people from his office who would take great pleasure 
in reporting back.

As I typed and the story developed on the page in 
front of  me, it was becoming clear that all was not 
going well. I had turned against the character in a 
strong way; there was no getting away from that, 
the evidence was damning. I was guilty of  punishing 
him for his laziness, his lack of  imagination and how 
he would conclude that doing nothing was the exact 
opposite of  whatever it was he would normally do. 
This was making my job extremely difficult. I had 
wanted him to do all kinds of  exciting things and find 
himself  in all number of  hilarious scenarios, but to 
him the conundrum of  doing the opposite to what 
he normally did boiled down to a simple question of  
‘activity Vs inactivity’. Previously he had been active, 
and now he had decided he was going to be inactive. 
The problem for me was that his theory meant he was 
just going to stop. He even quit masturbating. 

It was a kooky idea, and I half  admired him for it. 
The more I thought about doing nothing the more 
appealing it seemed, and it made me think about 
our own human history and how different our world 
would be now if  one or two other people had reached 
the same conclusion as him and done nothing. It 
wasn’t his decision to do nothing that was bothering 
me most though; what was making me feel bad was 
how there had been no progress in solving any of  
his problems. Actually, if  anything, due to his erratic 
behaviour and my interfering and revenge against his 

“I had him wake with a fright 
and then go for a run in his 
pyjamas. A nice long run 
through several streets and 
two laps of the park to work 
off all that sexual energy.”
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laziness, things had gotten considerably worse for 
him during the writing process. 

He’d lost his job because I’d made him go to work 
the day after what was now known to his colleagues 
as ‘the notorious shopping spree’. My rationale was 
that having him go in and face the music would be 
the right thing for him to do, given the great gusto 
with which he’d adapted to his new life. Yes, he would 
be doing ‘something’ and not ‘nothing’, but to him 
it seemed the right way to bring things to a close. In 
his mind he saw it as being a sort of  cleansing and 
karmic thing to do, almost like a ritual test to pass on 
his journey.  

His colleagues had seen him wandering around the 
shops the previous day, and why wouldn’t they? I had 
him dressed in the loudest clothes imaginable while 
singing ‘All Things Bright and Beautiful’ at the top of  
his voice as he went to and fro the shops. He stood 
out like Peter Crouch at a small persons’ convention, 
and all sorts of  people, not just his colleagues, 
pointed and laughed. 

Fortunately, his bosses were really great about the 
situation and didn’t want to fire him when he arrived 
at work. To this point in time he had been the very 
essence of  a model employee, so to suddenly start 
acting eccentric like this made no sense to them at 
all and made them think there was something very 
wrong, and so they set about trying to find out the 
cause of  his strange behaviour, only he was having 
none of  it and refused to cooperate or answer any 
of  their concerned questions, instead doing sillier 
and sillier things to the point where he gave them no 
other choice but to sack him. He was lucky they didn’t 
call the police. 

His love life had not improved either. There was no 
way his ex-girlfriend would take him back. Not now, 
not since I’d made him start leaving dirty messages 
on her answering phone. His finances had also taken 
a pounding. This was my fault too, as I’d made him 
blow all his money and more buying crap when he 
was out on that shopping spree. 

With some trepidation I read through what I’d 
written, and far from being amusing or clever, it was 
depressing, really terrible miserable stuff, not even 

darkly comic, which was doubly depressing for me, 
when you think about it, because let’s not forget 
this shit had been born out of  my mind. I was guilty 
of  writing a paper-thin story masquerading as the 
morose tale of  a man seemingly slipping happily into 
a lifestyle of  madness and to hell with consequence. 
On the surface amusing, but ultimately dog turd, an 
assortment of  cheap shots and clichés.  

As the author, the God and creator of  a universe, I 
was not exercising powers, but simply standing by 
idly and letting the character go mental and suffer the 
extreme strains of  modern living, all for the sake of  
entertainment. I’d gathered an enormous amount of  
angry bile over the years from people in the media 
and people I have come into contact with; negative, 
small minded people who lack fun and the sense of  
irony, who do nothing but moan about everything, 
destroy everything and do nothing constructive by 
way of  improving conditions, and I had stock-piled 
this human hatred and poured it all into this man and 
into his story in a hope he would do something, in 
that he would show me some sort of  clue or insight 
or piece of  wisdom that would light up like a beacon 
that I could translate to give the story meaning and 
make things better, but he simply thought the best he 
could do was nothing, just shut himself  down and do 
nothing. And what conclusion can I draw from that? 

There was no way I could continue writing any more, 
not just because what I was writing was crummy and 
really f***ing boring, but because of  a higher, more 
artistic/pretentious reason than that, in that I, Joe 
Crosby, the author, had become the villain in my own 
piece, and I did not like it. 

What was I? What sort of  sick son of  a bitch makes 
a character go mental like that in a story? How 
destructive am I? I am destroying the Universe, but I 
am just a man, my brain incapable of  understanding 
everything, so I am vulnerable to making mistakes 
and I recognise that and should not be scared of  
it. So you see, I am sorry, but there will be no story 
this time from me for Pop Cult, because there was no 
other option than to abandon writing and start doing 
nothing.  



��



��

Q: How come we can see women who are size zero? 
I thought zero was nothing. If  a woman is a zero we 
shouldn’t really be able to see her, we should only 
be able to tell she is there by her voice and the light 
breeze as she passes by.

Dale, Bassett

A: Birds have come on leaps and bounds in the last 
few years, at least the ones who aren’t great heffing 
munters with hairy pits have anyways, and that’s the 
trouble. Size zero doesn’t really exist. It’s a work 
of  genius, created by the fashion industry to knock 
woman’s new found bollocks and keep that vital lack 
of  self  confidence intact, to maintain self-loathing 
and to keep bulimia and anorexia trendy, thus giving 
us all a good laugh at their expense. There’s nothing 
better than a woman who constantly struggles with 
her weight, what clothes she can’t fit into and the 
paranoia of  being less attractive than others. You can 
see size zeros, but not very often, as most of  them, 
not being able to withstand a f***ing good rogering, 
spend most of  the year nursing a broken pelvis. You 
haven’t lived until you’ve broken a bird’s pelvis. Click 
onto www.breakmypelvisyoubighardsexybastard.com 
for some great videos.

Q: If  a person is a minus size, does this mean their 
body is occupying space in an alternate reality?

Barry, Shirley

A: Don’t be a clever c**t, Barry. See above.

Q: Is Bono a tool?

Laura, Eastleigh

A: Very good question, Laura. Paul David Hewson is 
his proper name. Anyone who names their children 
Memphis, Patricius and Elijah is a cock in my book. 
He wears sunglasses all the time, claiming he has 
sensitive eyes. They’re sensitive all right and that’s 
because he’s part vampire, part toad; have a look at 
his picture. All we hear from the wee man these days 
is Amnesty this or Africa that. I still haven’t found what 
I’m looking for. You still haven’t got what you’re asking 
for mate, and that’s to be sodomised by a silverback 
during lent.

Q: If  Papa was a rolling stone, what was Momma?

Edwin, Winchester.

A: A slut of  the highest order. The village bike. The 
owner of  a ‘y’ shaped coffin. A bucket fanny. It was 
like waving a stick in the Albert Hall apparently 
according to ‘Papa’s memoirs’, see the chapter titled 
‘Strapping a plank to my back’.

Q: What’s your favourite type of  weather?

Leon, Winchester.

A: That’s easy, Leon, bright sunlight with occasional 
bursts of  icy wind. It doesn’t matter where you look, 
it’s nipple time in Nipple City on Mount Bouncy Boob.

I Dare to Ask Jon...
These people did, but do you dare email our resident shaman your 
question? If so, email it to idaretoaskjon@gmail.com and let the 
wisdom flow.
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Q: I sold my soul for kicks. Any idea how much it will 
cost to buy it back now I regret doing it?

Darren, Southampton

A: Souls, Darren, like priests buggering choirboys, 
are so yesterday. The only reason you regret it is 
because you’re probably a pussy and haven’t let 
go enough. Go and get some proper kicks. We all 
need to do something every day that scares us, so 
try urinating on a live rail or chain smoking whilst 
drinking meths. It’ll either liven you up or kill you. In 
for a penny in for a pound, I say. Break one of  the 
commandments every day; there’s only ten of  them. 
The most enjoyable is ‘thou shalt not covet thy 
neighbour’s arse’. Loads of  mileage for kicks here.

Q: Are business cards cool?

Tina, Ocean Village

A: That, Tina, is like asking if  spoons are any good. 
A business card is one of  the most cost-effective 
marketing tools a business can have. A powerful and 
well designed business card can effectively promote 
your business, unless you’re a suicide bomber. They 
also double up as excellent roach material.

Q: At 6ft 4, I am the world’s tallest dwarf. Jon, do you 
have any amazing claims to fame?

Brendon Harris, Swaythling

A: A woman who said her name was Delia once used 
my balls as chin jewellery in the bogs at a Norwich 
City football game. I still can’t get the image of  her 
on her knees, shouting ‘Let’s be ‘avin you’, out of  
my head.  

Q: My son spends too much time playing with his 
grandpa, and I’m worried. How can I stop him from 
going to the church and digging him up all the time?

Beryl, New Forest

A: Grass him up to the old bill. There’s not a lot on 
telly at the moment and a juvenile being charged 
with incest, necrophilia and grave robbing would be 
a first in the courts and a brilliant test case that I’d 
tune into. It would also spurn a series of  late night 
programmes on filth, which can’t be a bad thing. 
You’ve got to let kids be kids - they’re too cosseted 
these days. 

Q: If  only the good die young, do you think we should 
rename the grim reaper the dim reaper?
Also, people say ‘only the good die young’ - are 
these people trying to encourage evil? Are they really 
saying ‘don’t go to the gym to stay fit and healthy, 
instead steal next door’s cat and kill it’?

Susan, London

A: Stabbing the cat is one of  my favourite and regular 
activities. Six or seven times a day at the moment. 
What’s your phone number? 
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offers him anything for it, not even a cup of  tea whilst 
he is there, not that Ray wants anything, but it’s the 
principle, see. So Ray wanted to somehow put the guy 
off  and was asking me for suggestions.  

“You know,” I said helpfully, “you could just end this 
by asking the guy if  he has instruction booklets for 
these things and then telling him to f*** off  home, 
read them and stop wasting your time.” Tempting 
though it was to Ray, we both agreed that it wouldn’t 
be very neighbourly. 

I was about to propose an even less neighbourly 
solution, more cowardly too, which was next time he 
is asked to ‘fix’ something, he makes the problem 
worse, or better still, breaks it altogether, ensuring 
the neighbour never bothers him again, but I didn’t 
have opportunity to say this to Ray because the 
conversation on the sofa to the right required my 
immediate attention.

“What the hell are you telling him that for? Have you 
gone mad?”

I was fuming. My sister, Rachel, separated from her 
husband, was meeting him over the weekend to 
discuss their future. Troy, my sister’s twelve-year-old 
son, my nephew, was staying over with the wife and 
I and our two children. The idea was to give Rachel 
and Mark a break and space to sort it. It was also 
a good chance to take Troy out of  the picture and 
give him a couple of  days of  fun. Plus I was going 
to use this time to convert him into a Chelsea fan.        

Illustration by Clarke Nova 

Gathered together around the television, we watched 
both teams emerge from the tunnel to a huge roar. I 
always watch the cup final, every year. It is tradition. 
I enjoy the pomp and ceremony of  the build up, and 
this year, Chelsea, my team, were playing Man United. 
It was a match I had been looking forward to for 
weeks, the best two teams in the country playing at 
the new Wembley stadium. The game itself  was as 
dull as ditchwater, with both teams cancelling each 
other out. That is until the magnificent Didier Drogba 
scored the winner right at the death. But I would miss 
all that. I would miss nearly the entire game.

The teams were lining up on the pitch, and the 
anthem was being sung, and the five of  us sat on 
the sofas in my living room were deep in our own 
conversations, unaware our whole afternoon would 
soon be wrecked, mine especially. My friend Ray 
was sprawled out next to me, alternating between 
throwing peanuts in his mouth, sipping beer and 
complaining about a neighbour of  his, who ever since 
he found out Ray works as a sound engineer at Virgin 
Records, keeps asking him to come over and fix his 
home entertainment system. TVs. DVDs. Computers. 
Hi-Fi. Wi-Fi. The lot. 

It was clear from what Ray was saying that he wasn’t 
fixing anything, but setting the equipment up and 
showing the guy how to use it. Ray didn’t mind doing 
this at first, but the bloke was always collaring him 
and asking him to look at something or other. Ray 
wouldn’t have minded so much, but the bloke never 

Unscripted No4:
The X-rated Cup Final and 
the Decline of Civilisation
Once again, comedian and TV star ‘V’ writes about the things that keep him awake worrying at 

night…



�0



��

savour the look of  outright shock manifesting on my 
face.

“But you’re homosexual, George, and your 
parents are still together. You come from a normal 
background. You see them all the time,” Roger said. 

“Don’t have a go at me. Like you, I doth only quote 
the statistics. Boys who grow up without a father 
in the home tend to turn out to be gay. I am the 
exception to the rule.”

“Looks like you’re going to be a homosexual criminal 
then, Troy,” chimed Ray, as he launched another 
peanut in the air and attempted to catch it in his 
mouth. 

“Urgh! F*** off! I’ve got a girlfriend and I’ve already 
done fingers.”

“Really?” said Ray in a way that showed he was both 
surprised and impressed, while Troy and the others 
laughed at what he had just said. I was stunned and 
felt sick. It was like being in a pub moments before 
closing time and listening to the insane conversations 
of  the punters before they stumble off  home. I 
couldn’t believe what I’d just heard, but then realised 
I’d said the F-Word minutes earlier to Ray. Did Troy 
pick it up from me? 

Even though the football was on and they were 
laughing and having a good time, the atmosphere 
in the room was totally wrong. The things they were 
saying were inappropriate for a twelve-year-old. The 
things he was saying were inappropriate for a twelve-
year-old. I was also worried he would go home, start 
swearing in front of  his mum and tell her that it was 
me who taught him, and that my friends were calling 
him gay and a criminal. Rachel would never speak to 
me after that, let alone baby-sit for us again.

“Well, Troy, even if  you did turn out to be gay, which 
you obviously aren’t, clearly, not after what you just 
said about your relationship with your girlfriend, but 
if  you were gay, there’d be nothing wrong with that. 
Okay?” I was talking uneasily, choosing my words 
carefully, not wanting to offend anyone and keen to 
say the right thing and make my point, but I knew I 
wasn’t sounding convincing as I tried to make Troy 

Roger, however, decided the best way to cheer Troy 
up was to tell him that if  his parents divorce he will 
probably grow up to be a criminal. 

“It’s true. Look at the statistics. It’s always kids from 
broken homes. Drugs. Crime. It’s not me that’s saying 
it, it’s the statistics,” Roger said, smirking.

“If  this is because of  what I said earlier, it’s not very 
funny,” I pleaded, trying to draw Roger’s eyes to 
the innocent Troy who was sitting on the sofa in the 
middle of  him and my publicist and friend George 
Venders, trying to watch what was happening on the 
screen. 

Roger is a West Ham season ticket holder. The 
Hammers and jazz music are his only loves, and I 
was sure he was deliberately twisting Troy’s mind to 
get me back for teasing him about West Ham earlier. 
I was chuckling about the Chelsea and Man U players 
that only a few years ago used to play for his club 
and how much it must hurt to see them doing so well 
while his team struggle. More to the point though, I 
was convinced he still blamed me for causing the split 
between him and Karen (see Pop Cult issue 3).  

I tried reasoning. “Even if  it is true, Roger, why say 
it? Stuff  like that only plants ideas in people’s heads 
and makes them think that is what they should be, 
because no one expects them to be anything else. 
Quoting statistics like that only limits the scope of  
what they can be as a person. Troy can be anything. 
Do anything. And don’t criminals come from good 
backgrounds too?”

You would have thought someone with George 
Venders’ class and knowledge would have known 
better and stayed quiet. George is that rare type 
who can talk intelligently and truthfully, a man of  
enormous life experience with a gift for empathy and 
understanding. Well read, well informed, George is 
as refined a liberal thinker and articulate speaker 
you will find. Unless he has been drinking, as alcohol 
distracts his senses and makes him prone to errors 
in judgement based on his wicked sense of  mischief. 

“If  you’re going to talk about statistics, then there 
is every chance the boy will be a homosexual.” As 
George said this he grinned and looked at me to 
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Ignoring this, I sipped at my lager and reached into 
the bag for a handful of  peanuts, only to throw them 
all in the air after hearing the wife screaming upstairs. 
The peanuts fell earthwards, some hitting us on the 
head and bouncing off, and suddenly remembering, 
I turned to look at George. “He’s w**king in my 
bathroom, isn’t he?”

Just three weeks earlier I had been at George’s 
house. He’d invited me there to meet a certain well-
known radio and television host of  great influence. 
The mission was to ingratiate myself  to him in the 
hope he would invite me onto one of  his shows and 
interview me. Appear on the show, be hugely witty 
and charming and then sit back and watch the job 
offers role in and the DVD sales sky rocket. That was 
the general gist of  the flawless plan cooked up by 
George and myself. 

However, despite the cool exterior he presents 
through his public persona, this man was anything 
but. As well as being overly arrogant, he kept 
bragging about his twenty-year-old girlfriend and 
about how he was more than twice her age, but then 
came the insecurities he was experiencing as a result 
of  the liaison, pouring water on his whisky. From out 
of  the blue he then asked George if  he could rub 
one out in his bathroom before leaving to meet her, 
claiming that he didn’t do Viagra because he prefers 
the more traditional and organic approach to life. 
George flatly refused, saying he’d never be able to 
use the bathroom again knowing what had gone on 
in there, and I, rather foolishly, in the hope of  scoring 
some points and getting on one of  his shows, and 
thinking that it would never actually ever happen 
anyway, said that if  we were at mine he could help 
himself. It wouldn’t be a problem.    

I raced up the stairs, two, three at a time, thinking, 
but instantly feeling guilty for doing so, that maybe it 
would be okay and that this was only the wife crying 
out because she’d hurt herself  somehow. I found her 
slumped against the wall, one arm across her face, 
another limply pointing towards the open door of  the 
bathroom, “I don’t deserve this,” she sobbed.

realise there is nothing wrong with gay people or 
being gay. 

As everyone watched the football and waited for 
something to happen, I realised that if  I continued 
talking I might have actually been encouraging him to 
turn gay, or to at least try it. And where would it leave 
me and my need for a baby sitter if  he goes home 
and tells his mum that all he wanted to do was watch 
the football, but couldn’t, because I was telling him to 
be gay. So thinking quick, I rather cleverly changed 
the subject back to statistics.

“Anyway, if  we go back to those statistics that say if  
your parents split up you’re going to be a criminal 
or a homosexual, do you know what they really say? 
They say that kids whose parents do not split up grow 
up to be uptight clipboard-carrying idiots, nervously 
recording everything that goes on, with a neat tick 
in the appropriate box. Those statistics only mean 
that kids from stable backgrounds grow up into 
rigid little bastards looking to patterns in statistics 
for comfort and explanation, afraid to do anything 
without referring to the authority of  the stats. They 
grow up frightened of  the world and blame its ills on 
the breakdown of  families and unmarried mothers. 
You never hear of  a survey that gives you the statistic 
that kids who come from broken homes grow up to 
be people who do surveys, do you?”

“Wasn’t it Vic Reeves who said on the back of  a 
Guinness beer mat that 84% of  statistics are made 
up?” asked Roger.

I opened another can of  lager and turned back to the 
match. “Come on, Chelsea. Right, Troy?”

Troy shook his head. “Man U are better than 
Chelsea,” he said, crushing my heart and making 
Roger smile, “did you see them score 7 against 
Roma? They were amazing. Ronaldo and Rooney are 
the best.”

He was wearing the Chelsea shirt I’d bought him as a 
surprise, and supporting Man U.

“I hate Chelsea,” he continued. “They’re boring.”
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Duck Tin Lupins by L. Fleishman         No. 15,99784         www.ducktinlupins.com

catching my nostrils and scratching my eyelids, and I 
rushed him back and threw him up against the wall. I 
was about to end this quickly and attack his exposed 
genitals, but my throwing him against the wall caused 
him to lose balance, and instinctively he held on to 
my arms as he lost his footing, and together we rolled 
down the stairs, his trousers and pants still round his 
ankles as we fell. 

He landed first, facedown with a thud and then me 
on top of  him. By now I was no longer my normal 
rational self  and was consumed with rage as I pulled 
his hair and head back and shouted in his ear like a 
pissed off  De Niro: “Do you like that? Do like that, 
pervert? Is that what you want?”

By this time Ray, George and Roger were standing 
in the doorway watching open-mouthed, with Troy in 
front of  them. It was Troy who spoke first, ”Uncle V, 
why are you bumming ____ _____ (name withheld 
for legal reasons)?”

I was pleased she was not hurt, but not pleased to 
see her crying. When he asked to use the toilet fifteen 
minutes before kick off  I thought nothing of  it. I tried 
explaining to the wife, but was totally undermined by 
his presence behind me. “You could at least make 
yourself  decent!” I said, turning to gesture at him the 
action of  pulling up his pants and trousers.

“Do you mind closing the door so I can finish off?” 
was his terse reply

“Well, actually, I do mind,” I said, lunging towards him 
and forcing him into a headlock. Appearance on his 
chat show be damned, I was possessed by a temper 
that had moved me into action. I was determined to 
throw him out of  my home. He’d gone too far, and we 
began wrestling, banging into things and each other. 
He forced his way out of  the headlock by punching 
me in the gut. We exchanged punches and wrestled 
some more, this time spilling out of  the bathroom and 
onto the landing. He pushed his fingers up my face, 
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On the map it looked like a piece of  string keeping 
South America from falling into Antarctica.   

After giving up on The Simpsons I began routing 
through my bedside cabinet, hoping to find something 
to read, even a Gideon’s Bible - that’d get me off  to 
sleep. To my surprise, sitting in the bottom drawer 
was a book about Panamanian history, written in 
English. I flicked through, stopping on the chapter 
that dealt with Captain Henry Morgan. The basic 
premise seemed to be Henry and his shipmates 
thieving as many pieces of  eight Panama had to 
offer in 1672. Those wooden legs didn’t pay for 
themselves, I suppose. Through tired eyes, the fan’s 
rotating blades made one last circumference and, at 
last, I drifted off  to sleep.

Half  an hour later I was wide awake. I have had 
trouble sleeping since around the age of  about 
seven. Back then I had, shall we say, one or two 
issues on my mind: the biggest being that we were all 
going to die. Everyone. Where exactly are we going 
when it’s over? I remember sitting on a stony beach, 
asking my parents ‘exactly just how bad can you be 
and still get into Heaven?’ They never answered. My 
parents must have hoped it was just a stage I would 
grow out of. Sadly, things got worse.  

In urgent need of  fresh perspective, I went to the sink 
and turned on the cold water tap. It ran ferociously

What a lonely business, I thought to myself, staring 
at the ceiling of  my Panama City hotel room. That 
useless excuse for a fan isn’t going to last much 
longer. It’s knackered and nearly broken, just like me. 
Jetlag can be a real drag. I flicked through the TV 
channels, getting quite excited when stumbling upon 
an episode of  The Simpsons. Only one problem: it 
was in Spanish. I don’t speak Spanish.
 
In the weeks leading up to this trip I’d tried to learn a 
little Chinese. I borrowed teach yourself  Chinese CDs 
from the library, and even began listening to them 
when driving in the car. Now, you might think learning 
Chinese before visiting a country that speaks Spanish 
is somewhat eccentric, so let me explain. I was all set 
to go to Tibet. Everything was booked and I was very 
excited. Then some birds got flu in the Guangzhou 
Province. It was called SARS Virus, and the media 
- fresh off  the back of  the foot and mouth epidemic - 
began whipping up such a frenzy that my destination 
became off  limits.

I visited the travel agent to make other arrangements. 
With my eyes shut I pointed at the atlas, thinking that 
allowing my index finger final choice was in the spirit 
of  true random adventure. I didn’t have the strength 
of  conviction to visit the Bering Sea. Or Somalia. Or 
Croydon. So, suspecting that even the mild mannered 
girl behind the desk was thinking I was a bit of  a twat, 
I decided to have one last stab. Panama it was to be! 

In the Shadows of Henry 
Morgan 

by Mark Sanderson 

Illustration by Johnny Toaster

Dedicated to my darling Rosita, the girl I never met, shall never forget and will never see again.
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waving his aggressor away with a lit cigarette. And 
then, horror of  horrors, I let my eyes leave the safe 
gaze of  the wood grain of  the bar and there he is, 
looking right at me. “Been swimming sailor?” he 
said, pointing his cigarette to my still sodden hair. His 
name was Wayne. He too was British. He’d been in 
Panama for a long time. “How long?” I asked. A long 
time. Long enough to know how to deal with pissed 
off  locals.

So although I don’t usually accept invitations from 
strangers, I joined Wayne and let him be my guide 
around Panama. If  you can’t trust one of  your own, a 
Britisher, then just whom can you trust? He didn’t to 
my knowledge have a bottle of  rum named after him 
- not yet anyway, but his ruddy complexion suggested 
that he’d packed a lot of  living into his thirty-nine 
years. After saying a little about an awful lot, Wayne 
drained the last of  his beer, saying it was time for us 
to have fun and for me to see what this city had to 
offer. “Plenty of  beautiful women,” he said. “If  you 
know what I mean.” I followed Wayne outside into a 
cab. I knew what he meant. Least I thought I did.

Wayne quickly and expertly hailed us a cab, taking 
the front seat. He begins chatting to the driver. I sit 
in the back, not understanding a word. We turn into 
another even darker street, and seemingly at Wayne’s 
say so stop. No one says a word. We’re off  the beaten 
track now. It‘s what I imagine Lonely Planet writers 
get very excited about. Somebody comes towards 
the cab from the shadows of  an alleyway that looks 
dark enough to have originated the phrase ‘I wouldn’t 
want to meet him in a dark alley’. Henry would know 
what to do in this situation. Though in light of  his 
character, he’d probably be the one in the dark alley.

into a basin that could scarcely cope, the water 
cascading down onto the tiled floor. In an act of  
baptism I stuck my head under the tap. 

After marching to Panama beside the Chargres River, 
Henry Morgan and his men were reduced to eating 
their leather belts. Yes, their leather belts. Personally, 
I would have sent it back to the chef, requesting it 
only medium rare - but good old Captain Henry didn’t 
complain. If  I were on his ship I’d be made to walk 
the plank, for certain, with lead weights tied fast to 
my feet. No last words, no ceremony, just a cutlass to 
the small of  my back, teetering me to the brink. Then 
splosh! Left to scream. Left to fall into the depths of  
…..a sink. I staggered backwards, sliding down on 
the wet floor, holding my knees into my chest. My hair 
a sodden mess and teeth a chattering, I was reduced 
to screaming into a hotel bathroom sink. 

It was clear I was unable to escape my mind. 
Disturbing silhouettes of  an unfamiliar lampshade 
were dancing on the walls around me. Shadows 
and light. Jetlag in this room seemed hell bent on 
incubating lonely visions of  the future. I didn’t want to 
look at them any more. I needed fresh air. I needed 
clarity. The only places open at this time of  night 
were bars, so I decided I needed a drink. I needed 
something.

So here I am, sipping beer under dimmed lights and 
cigarette smoke. Here in a bar, and a quiet one at 
that, just off  the main strip. And what’s this? Yards 
to my right a disagreement accelerates into an ugly 
scene. No need for my Spanish phrasebook this 
time. Evacuation? Too late. Yes, public spats are a 
spectator sport, but one to be viewed from a safe 
distance, not ringside. I don’t want to get involved; I’m 
British, for f***’s sake!

I don’t care what proximity says - I’m not involved. 
My kingdom for a horse? A red button to press, 
more like. A rip chord to pull, perhaps? I’m a man 
who enjoys safety. So set the main sail, abandon ship 
- anything; just get me out of  here. The accused 
breaks his silence in measured Spanish tones, 

“After marching to Panama 
beside the Chargres River, 
Henry Morgan and his men 
were reduced to eating their 
leather belts.”
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Ten minutes later and all became clear. 

“Well, here we are,” said Wayne.
 
“Err Wayne,” I said. 

“Quite a place, isn’t it?”

I look around the room. The women here are wearing 
little other than jewellery and eyeliner. He was right, 
no doubt about it. Wayne wasn’t joking when he said 
he’d show me the sights.

“So, you’ve brought me to a strip club?”

“Yeah,” he said, grinning. “But these girls,” and he 
waited ‘til he got an inch from my face before he said 
girls. “Well, these girls…they do extras.”

“Extras?” I asked, knowing full well they weren’t going 
to offer to read my palm.

“Oh yeah.” Wayne stands there mouth wide open. 
Thinking about those extras, no doubt. 

“Mixing business with 
pleasure would lead 
to an altogether -  and 
more final - trip to 
cactus land.”
We take a seat. Before long there are a couple of  
girls sitting either side of  us. They rub against us like 
friendly kittens and suddenly the world’s not such a 
bad place. They sit on our laps and play dumb, as 
if  they really would give the pair of  us mutts a first, 
let alone a second look. But ladies and gentlemen, 
tonight, and for one night only, we’re going to play by 
another set of  rules. Rules that are clear and simple. 

The stranger is getting closer to our stationary cab. 
Why had we stopped? I tried to think of  a logical 
reason, but there didn’t appear to be any landmarks 
in view. Oh well, I thought. That’s it then. I’d be taken 
to the desert and made to dig my shallow grave. 
Then a gun to the back of  my head, followed by a 
deafening shot into the sky. Now trained on company 
discipline procedure, I’d be groomed as a drug mule. 
We’d go on to meet Mr Big now. Senor Grande to you 
gringos. Yeah, I could turn my hand to it - I’d have 
to! The cops couldn’t touch me. Mr Big owned them 
and they knew it. I could see it now. I’d have a sharp 
haircut, be wearing a cream linen suit and aviators, 
and for the first time in my life, a big disposable wad 
of  cash. Those Latin chicks would be all over me and 
me over them. All would be well, as long as I could 
stay away from the temptation of  using the dope I’d 
be supplying. Mixing business with pleasure would 
lead to another - more final - trip to cactus land. 
Those girls wouldn’t want to be seen out with some 
junkie. Not all of  them, anyway. Just as I’m bullshitting 
my beautiful - but fictitious - girlfriend Rosita, about 
the needles on the floor of  the fictitious bathroom of  
our fictitious luxury apartment, the stranger leans his 
head into the open passenger window. I was glad of  
an interruption to my daydreaming. I was running out 
of  excuses for Rosita anyway. Shit, I miss her.

Like many folks round these parts, this stranger’s got 
jet black hair and a moustache. Not the best bit of  
descriptive prose I’ve committed to paper, admittedly; 
but try testing your memory when you think your 
remaining days could be spent - at best - peddling 
horse to the sort of  clientele you’d normally cross 
the street to avoid. Moustache man asks Wayne a 
question, I think. They make an exchange and crack 
into laughter, the kind of  laughing that baddies make 
in cartoons.  Wayne begins greedily snorting from his 
package through a rolled up dollar bill, leaving me 
in little doubt as to what its contents are, or should I 
say were. The man has confidence, and who wouldn’t 
have after benefiting from the labours of  a Latin 
American farmer? It’s about now, as he’s shovelling 
coke up his nose, I start to wonder where Wayne 
planned on taking me?
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girlfriend of  my imagination? Throwing myself  
through the fire escape is an option, but then what? 
Another disagreement with Rosita, I suppose. It was 
time to move on. Rosita doesn’t exist. God, how can I 
be so heartless? But what would Captain Henry do? 
F*** consequence, that‘s what. It was time to be a 
different person for longer than five minutes. It was 
high time to move on. To a cash machine at least. 
 
Wayne’s getting on like a house on fire with his young 
lady. No doubt he’s been f***ing consequence for 
years. Then the inevitable finally happens. Wayne 
is led by the hand by his lady friend to a room out 
back, winking at me on his way, cigarette still on the 
go. I, on the other hand, am out of  dollars. Mine 
quickly loses interest. With no money I’m dead in 
the water. Useless. Invisible. The game’s up. Oh well, 
she’s gone, she’s hardly going to ask twice. Now, I’m 
not a particularly proud man, but I’m not sitting by 
myself  in a strip club, especially one that does extras. 
Not for much longer anyway. Just give me five more 
minutes; but oh, what’s this? A doorman, a real big 
hitter, hands like dinner plates stood right in front of  
me, ready to break the Panamanian discus record by 
throwing my skinny arse into orbit. It’s not necessary. 
I leave.

An hour or so later I’m back in my hotel room. 
Panama City had given sex and drugs to Wayne while 
I watched on. I never saw Wayne again. I didn’t go 
to a room out back. Why? I thought this over whilst 
trying to once again resuscitate that useless fan into 
life. Was it because I was a clean cut young man full 
of  principle and moral fibre? Or was it because I just 
couldn’t afford it? I lay back on my bed, wondering if  
I was a credit card away from going ahead with it. No, 
that’s not true. My credit card was maxed out anyway. 
Either way, it didn’t really matter. All the excitement 
had wiped me out. Dog tired, I put my arm around the 
one person I could trust, Rosita, and fell asleep. 

The rules of  Visa, Mastercard and US Dollars. 

Wayne and I sit back in comfy chair treatment, with 
a couple of  real good-time girls for company. Paying 
our dues through the nose of  these vertically-priced 
drinks. The girls have to make some cut other than 
from those extras, I suppose. Just that I’m running 
out of  money and without money there’s no gas, 
which I’m currently burning like no tomorrow just to 
keep this whole shebang on the road.

One of  the girls brings her lips to my ear. “Wanna 
f***?” she whispers. 

I almost spit my beer out onto her lap. “What, right 
now?” I said, wondering if  she wanted to get really 
drunk first like the girls back home. I don’t think she 
hears or even understands. She’s too preoccupied 
fiddling with my old fella like she’s making Plasticine 
models. Only a thin trouser protects us both from 
meltdown. Oh Jesus, too late, NASA, we have lift off. 

What would Rosita say? I hazard a guess: “Mark, why 
you laugh and booze with this whore bouncing on 
your knee?”

“Rosita baby, I had no idea. Wayne brought me here.” 

“Oh, and that’s okay you think, huh? That you come 
to this house of……how you say?……ill repute.”

“Rosita, you don’t understand…..Wayne said….”

“Would you jump off  a cliff  if  Wayne say so?”

“You know I’m not keen on heights..and…..”

“Wayne this. Wayne that….Who is this Wayne 
anyway?”

“Wayne? Errr, he’s….err….I don’t know.” I don’t 
actually know.” 

What was my biggest concern? Not really knowing 
who Wayne was, or having it confirmed by the 
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dancing on Wayne Sleep’s face, 
or an aggressive pikey smashing 
huge paving slabs over his face. 
Don’t succumb though, as sure as 
eggs is eggs you’ll lose control of  
your bowels in public.

TAURUS
You’ve been 
substituting buckets 
of  food for the love 

you’ve been craving for over a 
year now. This is going to be your 
lucky month. As Pluto couples 
with the moon, you will intimately 
express your desires with a whiff  
of  apples on your breath. Due 
to your massive, wobbly, chunky 
appearance, you have two wide 
avenues at your disposal. First, 
put an ad on an Internet sex site. 
You might have to upload your 
image in two parts, but it will reap 
dividends as there are currently 
subscribers who will bang anything 
remotely human. Second, buy 
some magic pants, drink as much 
cider as you possibly can, and 
when it’s dark, roll down to the 
Dungeon Club. It’s packed to the 
rafters with pasty-faced goths, 
freaks, weirdos, the clinically 
depressed and perverted, who 
all have one thing in common: 
no self  respect. You’ll squeeze in 
perfectly. 

GEMINI
With Mercury your 
ruler intractably 
retrograde, 

introspection saturates the 
equilibrioception-extirpating 
cognoscenti. Dedramatise 

up, dust yourself  off  and fart all 
over lame, cos that’s what you’re 
doing.

PISCES
You’re the 
most sensitive, 
compassionate, 

kind, selfless and sympathetic 
person at work, at home and in 
the bedroom, but once again 
you’re being walked all over. 
Here’s a little exercise that I used 
on an old boss I once had.  It got 
me sacked but it should highlight 
what everyone’s doing to you. 
Stoop forward and hunch your 
back like you’re a crippled old 
bastard. Get someone to put their 
thumb and forefinger together and 
stick them up your right nostril. 
Get them to pinch some nostril 
hair between the thumb and 
forefinger and pull the hair taught 
till your eyes water. Then ask them 
to walk off  like they’re taking the 
dog out for a walk but still pulling 
on your conk fluff, leading you 
around. Understand?

ARIES
We can’t all be 
heroes. Some of  
us have to sit on 
the curb and clap 

as they walk by. You might well 
be full of  energy and raring to 
go, but remember where it gets 
you sometimes. You’re going 
to be given the opportunity to 
do something really dangerous 
towards the end of  the month. It’ll 
be a real test for you and will play 
on your mind like a buffalo tap 

CAPRICORN
With Venus parking 
on your astral 
doorstep this month, 

bringing with it generosity of  
spirit and the joys of  sharing with 
others, perhaps it’s time you put 
your hand in your pocket for once.
Ebeneezer was tight but 
sometimes you redefine the 
meaning of  the word. In fact, 
Tinkerbell would have a job to 
stick a finger up your arse without 
breaking a nail. Don’t think people 
haven’t noticed how you can 
uncannily make a drink last for a 
decade when it’s your round, but 
can then get it down ya quicker 
than Marc Almond at a Vatican 
barbeque as soon as everyone 
else has been topped up. Money 
can’t buy you love but it can stop 
people wanting to gob in your 
sandwiches.
   

AQUARIUS
You cold, cold, 
unpredictable, 
unemotional 

perverse void. The sun brings 
warmth into our lives but creates 
less warmth in you than a horny 
cricket does with its back legs. 
Where’s the humanitarian friendly 
you? Where’s your honesty  and 
fierce loyalty disappeared to? 
Where’s your manners? I’ll tell you 
where. Round the corner, playing 
with dog muck. You’ve let yourself  
go. Your breath could strike terror 
into the heart of  the Janjaweed. 
People would rather rim a donkey 
than sit next to you on the bus. 
You might as well just pick yourself  

Jon’s Horror Scopes
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reliable and practical in Taurus, 
hits Neptune and Saturn. Not 
being unaccustomed to a bit of  
rough and tumble, Neptune turns 
and chins Mars before kicking it 
repeatedly on the celestial floor. 
Saturn steps in between them, 
preventing Neptune from stabbing 
Mars, and drags Neptune off, 
telling him Mars isn’t worth it. 
What I’m trying to say is lighten up 
and get out there. 

                      SCORPIO
Booze, drugs and 
masturbation. Fill 
your boots. Just 
don’t try to put 

them on afterwards. 

                     SAGITTARIUS
The past few 
months have 
been intense to 
say the least, 

with the practical necessities of  
work and health becoming a mite 
overbearing, so it’s time to take 
a fun trip and get away from it 
all. It’s fair to say you’re also not 
great at dealing with emotional 
outbursts either, but this month 
one is needed to uncover a 
gnawing problem a girlfriend has 
with you. Get two economy coach 
tickets to Marseilles. Forty-six 
hours in those cramped conditions 
with no sleep will begin to break 
her down. While she’s sleeping in 
your two-star, cockroach-infested 
hotel, cut off  all her hair, burn her 
clothes, and steal her passport 
and wallet before catching a 
plane home and then switching 
your phone back on. Bring on the 
outburst and she won’t be able to 
wait to tell you how it’s changed 
her.  
 

you can’t trust anyone your own 
age, then tell your grandmother 
about the discharge and burning 
over tea and shortbread. It’s not 
as difficult as you may think. A 
couple of  years back, my Nan 
took the hard skin off  my balls 
with a pumice stone when I had 
both my hands in plaster after 
a regrettable joke on the Triads 
backfired.

VIRGO
Stop looking 
back and look 
to the future. 

Now’s a good time to have a mini-
makeover; a new hairdo, some 
fashionable new clothes or a spa 
day. The main battle you’re facing 
is with the irritating, worthless, 
noisy, boil-sucking scum that 
are your neighbours. Luckily, the 
30th’s full moon in Aquarius brings 
some really nasty stuff  their way; 
mostly extreme pain - physical 
and mental in equally satisfying 
measures. They’ll be lucky if  they 
ever recover from it and if  they 
do it won’t be without the help 
of  the strongest tranquillisers 
and sedatives known to man. I’d 
even hazard a guess at some 
permanent disfigurement. If  it 
were me I’d set up a couple of  
video cameras so you can keep 
the memories, but if  that’s not for 
you, take up meditation and buy 
some big headphones to see you 
through.

        LIBRA
The Sun moving 
in adds social joy 
again. Friends 
reach out, so 

join in! Even though you’d prefer 
time alone, you’ll glow in this 
warm spotlight. Assertive Mars, 

incumbent pernicious codswallop 
though congruous and refrain 
from desultoriness. For the love 
of  Allah, lose the metaphorical 
cankers.

CANCER
Your get up and 
go recently got 
up and left. One 

step forward, three giant leaps 
back. A three-legged moonwalking 
tortoise could get to where 
you have no idea you’re going 
before you realise you haven’t 
got there.  What is it with you? 
The word decision is as foreign 
to you as methadone is in the 
Helmund province. As the month 
progresses, you will more often 
than not get a right cob on and 
lash out, but you can’t even do 
that, can you? Whether you wish 
to shout at people, gob on them, 
or stab them in the face with a 
spoon, your actions necessitate 
a decision-making process. So 
please decide and make the spoon 
count. You’re crying again now, 
aren’t you?

LEO
There’s a 
wee bit of  an 
interplanetary 

gridlock on your horizon. Luckily, 
however, the world will remain 
your stage and you can carry 
on performing to your heart’s 
content. One potential accident 
waiting to happen though, 
apart from your mouth, is your 
propensity to bottle things up. 
You need to confide your problem 
with someone who’s closer than 
the army of  casual shags you’ve 
been on the receiving end of  
over the past weekend or two. If  
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a wonder of  the world. We want people to travel 
from overseas to come see it. We want it to appeal 
to people everywhere as something they absolutely 
must see.”

“Because people bring money,” interrupted an elder 
member of  the council.

“Thank you, Arthur,” said Hilly, in an abrupt way to 
shut him up. “I can manage from here. This, Blythe, 
you see, is an investment. We are putting the last 
of  what we have into this project. It is a do or die 
mission. There is no denying we are doing this for 
the very reason of  attracting tourists who will bring 
money into our community. What you do will be the 
catalyst to inspire rejuvenation in the fortunes of  the 
area and everyone in it. People, you see, travel to 
the coast and other places where there is something 
on offer, but we are inland and this place simply 
has nothing. This is why you must create something 
extraordinary to put us on the map.”

It was a rousing speech greeted by loud shouts of  
approval, and yet Blythe could sense a collective 
desperation. They, he realised, were more nervous 
than he, as they had much more to lose. This excited 
him. They were placing their future in his hands. For 
them it was a do or die mission, and he wanted to 
help by doing the greatest thing he’d ever done. The 
greatest thing any human being had done.

Hilly, a big hairy man sat at the centre of  the table 
indicating his position as leader of  the council, rose 
up out of  his chair, leant on the table and spoke with 
a grand voice that boomed out and filled the entire 
room. “Born in a barn? Come on in, Blythe, lad, and 
sit down, why don’t you. Are you not hearing me? 
Close that ruddy door behind you and come in; it 
costs money to keep this place heated. We’ve recently 
had a new wood burning system installed. The people 
we bought it off  plant trees to replace the ones they 
cut down to supply us with. It’s supposed to be good 
for the environment and what not, and is supposed to 
be cheaper too. I’m not sure about that, but I say this 
for the bugger, it throws out more heat than the old 
one, but not if  you just stand there with door open. 
You’re letting all the heat out. Come in! Come in now! 
Are you deaf? Or are you stupid?”

The rest of  the council members chuckled at Hilly’s 
comments and at the blushing Blythe, who moved 
forward to sit in the chair in front of  their table.  

“Are you sure he is the right man for the job?” 
scoffed one of  the council members. 

“Quite sure, thank you very much, I was only yanking 
the young man’s plank just now. It’s hot in here. 
That damned heating system is too good, I tell you!” 
roared Hilly, fanning himself  with his thick arms and 
hands. “Now, can we begin? You’ve seen the brief, 
Blythe. In short, what we want is for you to create 

Blythe entered the council chamber where all the elected members were sat facing him from 
behind a large oak table. With all eyes looking directly his way, and unsure of correct protocol 
in these parts of the country, Blythe felt intimidated as he stood awaiting instruction.

Circles
by Roland Rock

Illustration by Oliver Dashwood 
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“Impressive. I think we have the right man,” said Hilly, 
running his large, fat fingers through his great black 
beard and then up over his head and repeating the 
process before laughing happily to the others. “What 
are you still doing here? Go create that masterpiece. 
Go on, shoo!” he then roared at Blythe, standing and 
pointing at the door as he said it, before collapsing 
back into his chair to laugh some more.

It was a monumental task that took Blythe years to 
complete, but eventually his masterpiece was finished. 
On the morning of  the unveiling, the council members 

Blythe refused to tell them exactly what this was, 
maintaining his plan should remain secret, so 
when finished and seen by them for the first time 
it would blow their minds. He said it would be huge 
and unlike anything ever seen before. It was, said 
he, going to combine the Sciences and Arts and 
be a masterpiece, something that would reflect the 
enlightened wisdom and strength in decision of  Hilly 
and the council members, and, most importantly, it 
would attract men and women from far and wide.
“I tell you, millions will flock each year here to see it 
when it’s finished,” said Blythe. 
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“So,” said Hilly, by now looking exasperated and 
barely able to contain his raging temper, “You’re 
telling me you’ve built a, built a….a….a…. a ruddy 
henge.”

“A henge? What’s that?” asked Arthur. 

“It’s a word, Arthur, a word that I’ve just made up, 
because no other word exists yet to describe that 
f***ing eyesore in front of  us! Look at what he has 
done. Look at it! It’s a bloody pile of  rocks and
stones, a henge! A henge I tell ye. Useless.” 

Hilly, now a quivering mass of  human brawn and hair, 
was not finished as the implications started to hit 
home. “You seriously think people are going to flock 
to see this? It only does something twice a year, and 
then that’s only the sun coming up through it, it’s 
hardly going to ‘woo’ and ‘wow’ people, is it?  The 
sun comes up everywhere in the world, so why would 
they come here to see it? People would turn up, the 
sun would rise and then it would quickly move on up 
into the sky and people would think ‘that was rubbish’ 
and then they would try to kill us. You’ve wasted 
the whole budget and blown our hopes of  a tourism 
industry. You’ve made fools of  us all. Thank you. 
Unless it catches the sun, people would come then? 
Does it catch the sun, Blythe? Have you created 
something wondrous and magical that traps the sun 
in between the stones and sets it there in the sky for 
all eternity with us as its master?” 

“No,” said Blythe with an air of  glum resignation, “it 
doesn’t. I don’t think what you are talking about is 
possible.”

Arthur edged forwards, nudging Hilly playfully in 
the ribs with his elbow and throwing him a look of  
mischief  and conspiracy as he removed his sword 
from its scabbard. Looking at Blythe all the while, 
Arthur spoke with hissing menace, “I say, that big 
rock lying on its side over there could be used as an 
alter for human sacrifice. What says you, Blythe? Do 
you think we should try it?” 
   

were excited and damn near giddy as schoolgirls as 
Blythe led them blindfolded to the site of  his creation. 
The absurdness of  the situation was a huge source 
for jollity for the members of  the council, but Blythe 
wanted it to be perfect and for them to lift their 
blindfolds and see it right there in front of  their eyes. 
He felt an unexpected surge of  pride in what he had 
achieved, and when they reached the exact spot he 
had marked as the best pace to stand and view it he 
called the curious looking party to a halt and asked 
everyone to free their eyes.  

Blindfolds fell to the floor and a silence fell over the 
group as they stood looking at it, only the sounds of  
the birds, the blowing wind and each individual’s own 
breathing could be heard. It was Hilly, naturally, who 
spoke first, turning his face to look at Blythe’s. “Look 
here, Blythe lad, I can see that you have put in an 
enormous amount of  effort and hard work, none of  
us here can deny that, but what I am seeing is a pile 
of  ruddy great stones. What is it?”

“Ah,” said Blythe soothingly, who despite the initial 
negative response was still feeling upbeat, because 
he knew the genius of  his construction could also 
not be questioned, “It has been built to absolute 
precision.” His voice built proudly as he spoke, “It is a 
monument to Science and Art. See those two stones 
over there and over there?” Blythe pointed them out 
before continuing, “On the longest day of  the year 
the sun will rise perfectly through that one and set 
through that one. And on the shortest day it will do 
the same to those ones there and there.”

“For them it was a do 
or die mission, and he 
wanted to help by doing 
the greatest thing he’d 
ever done. The greatest 
thing any human being 
had done.”
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“What I am saying is you both have something in 
common.”

“What, that so far we have both failed to win Best Movie 
Director Oscars, even though we haven’t tried and 
probably never will?”

I shook my head and started to laugh at his nonsense 
and at the sheer audaciousness of his scheme. Here 
we were sitting in his office, and it was a pretty good 
office too. Clean, well decorated. Framed certificates 
neatly mounted on one wall. An impressive, well-
ordered library of scientific and academic books lined 
along another. He had bought good furniture, not 
overly expensive, but practical and comfortable, as 
well as stylish. The whole effect was enough to give 
the overall impression of professional capability and 
quality. Him with his qualifications, books and handle on 
the Universe and the goings on inside our heads, and 
me with my overbearing desire to find out exactly what 
the hell this was all about.

“Okay, perhaps we need to come at this from another 
direction. Orson Welles, Alfred Hitchcock, Stanley 
Kubrick and Robert Altman, all of  them fine filmmakers, 
yes? Yet not one of them has won a Best Movie 
Director Oscar.”

“So what?”

He leaned forward. “So you’re in good company. I’m 
just trying to get you to think differently about the 
world and yourself. Next time someone wants to know 
something about you, you can tell them you’re just like 
Orson Welles, Alfred Hitchcock, Stanley Kubrick and 
Robert Altman. Impressive, hey?”

“Not very,” I said, taking his business card from out my 
trouser pocket so I could read it again very slowly and 

“Neither you nor Noel Gallagher have won Best Movie 
Director Oscars.”

“True,” said I. “But, he isn’t trying to win one, and 
nor am I for that matter. Really. What are you talking 
about?” 

I was tired and frustrated once more, and had decided 
to stop hiding this disappointment. Again, my search 
had led me into thinking that whatever the promise is 
about open roads, the truth is they all eventually lead 
to teeny, tiny cul-de-sacs and dead-ends. Sitting here 
and talking to this man was giving me an increasingly 
familiar realisation that this was to be my destiny: an 
endless quest of heading nowhere and talking to pricks 
like him. And what the f*** had Noel Gallagher to do 
with things? He’s irrelevant. I didn’t bring him up. This 
phoney did.  

“I don’t think you understand what I am saying,” he 
started. 

How many times had I heard that before? And from 
better people than him as well. It’s such an aggressive 
statement to drop into conversation. Not a threat as 
such, but a way of suggesting you are stupid for not 
being able to understand what is being said. And the 
problem with people who do say ‘I don’t think you 
understand what I am saying’ is their total failure to 
realise the fault is entirely theirs and not the person’s 
they are speaking to. The people who say it, or so I 
have observed, never stop to consider that perhaps 
they should try harder at making themselves better 
understood, or maybe, as the case was here, they 
never even think that they were understood perfectly 
first time round and that their ideas and opinions have 
been rejected because they are an idiot and wrong. 

The Seeker
by Roland Rock 

Illustration by Alice Strutt
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exactly where you fit into the grand scheme of things, 
unsure of what your purpose is.”
 
“Really?” I said, unimpressed.

“I was simply trying to prove that it doesn’t matter 
where you fit in. You are what you are and only you can 
know what that is. You are the judge. You have to ask 
yourself  are you happy doing what you are doing, and 
then look to make positive change if  you are not.”

“And are you happy doing what you are doing?” I 
asked.

“This is not about me and my happiness, Mr Peel, this 
is about yours.”

“No it isn’t,” I said, raising my voice. “This is about 
finding out exactly what this is all about. You think this 
is about my happiness? My happiness?” I began to 
laugh before continuing, “I doubt this is all about my 
happiness. Look around you. You think this was all set 
up for me? Do you realise how insane that sounds?”

With that I walked out. He shouted after me trying to 
get me to come back, but I kept going. As always, Jane 
was waiting for me in reception, and together, holding 
hands, we left the building. 

“You’re not saying much. Didn’t it go well?”

“Total waste of time. I was rude to him as well. I 
shouldn’t have been, but I feel like this is starting to get 
to me and I just lost it.”

We walked on together in silence and Jane squeezed 
my hand; her way of letting me know everything would 
be okay. 

We were nearing the tube station and it was that time 
of day when offices and workplaces begin emptying 
out onto the street, and we threaded our way through 
the crowd in a determined fashion. My head was down 
and my mood was turning pessimistic as I trod on, 
towing Jane behind me. What was I doing going from 
place to place like this and speaking with all these 
different people? Once upon a time it seemed right; I 
had a mission to complete, but I was obviously getting 
desperate if  I was now resorting to seeing people like 

deliberately in front of him. 

 Robin Stiles PhD MsC MA
 Life Guru 

Change your future by unlocking life’s mysteries

So far, in the seven weeks of seeing what I was now 
suspecting was just another charlatan, none of life’s 
mysteries had been unlocked. In that respect he was 
just like the others, only worse. Let me explain: My 
short twenty-eight years of life have been restless 
ones given to constant travel and talk with all kinds 
of scientists, mystics, gurus, politicians, philosophers, 
witchdoctors, experts, theologians, priests, high-priests 
and so on. I have visited ancient, remote lands where 
I have met with men and women of knowledge, and 
ventured into deserts, jungles, frozen lands and up hills 
and mountains to do this, but so far not one has been 
able to explain to me with any certainty what any of this 
is all about. 

Lately, too many cul-de-sacs and dead-ends were 
getting me down, and now, to compound it I appeared 
to have reached another. This particular Life Guru was 
trying to model me into a functioning happy member 
of society, successful in all aspects of life. In other 
words, he had spent the entire seven weeks avoiding 
answering my question, the one I asked him right at the 
start of our very first session. It was clear he had no 
idea what this was all about and would never be able to 
explain our existence or give the reason as to why the 
Universe is at it is. It seemed to me all he could do was 
just help people muddle through it as best they could 
by making them feel better for not having won a Best 
Movie Director Oscar.  

I should have quit after our first meeting, but 
experience in these matters has taught me to be 
patient and give things a chance, and I have to say I 
have learnt much by doing this, but even so, what was 
I doing here? The sessions haven’t been cheap either, 
each of the seven two-hour sessions coming in at two-
grand a pop, no less.  

“Now, if  we can be serious,” he said, his words drawing 
my eyes up from the card to meet his. “This is about 
definition, defining who you are. Your problem is you 
are a very rich man and don’t know who you are. I 
sense you are troubled by your understanding of  
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Robin Stiles. Surely if  someone could explain all this 
they would have done so by now. 

“Even you, Bobby.”

“Huh?” said Jane. “Did you hear that?”

“I did”.

We both stopped to look at the man who had just said 
my name. He was stood on the edge of the curb, facing 
the path and tube entrance. He was a blind man and 
his sunglasses and sharp-suited way put me in mind of  
an old blues singer. He was selling lighters from a tray 
strapped over his shoulders, and he exuded that old-
timey, hip sort of cool. Jane and I approached him.

“What did you just say?” I asked.

“I say what I always say when I’m working.” He cleared 
his throat before booming out: “Come on ladies and 
gentlemen, three lighters for a pound. Everyone needs 
light in their life.” 

“But you said my name.”

“Sure I did. And I suppose you want me to tell you the 
Answer to Life, the Universe and Everything. It’s 42. I 
read that in a book. Now, are you going to buy a lighter 
or just stand here bugging me all day?”

Jane and I looked at each other.   

“But you did say his name. I heard you.” 

“Listen Jane, can you imagine what it is like to read with 
your fingers? Can you? Can you imagine your fingertips 
making you laugh, or making you scared, or making 
you cry? There is so much we do not know about 
ourselves, about each other and about what this is and 
how we got here and what we’re supposed to do when 
we are here, but everybody needs light in their life, 
right? Even you, Bobby.” With that, he tossed one of  
his lighters my way. 

 “On the house,” he said, chuckling to himself  as I 
caught it. This was definitely turning weird. I had a 
distinct impression that the simpler he seemed, the 
more complex he grew. 

“There is a wise old man who lives in the East. It is said 
he is three thousand years old, but I don’t dig that. 
Even so, he will be able to give you the answers you 
seek. He lives high in the clouds and you need to travel 
to him, but it won’t be easy. You will need to climb to 
where he lives alone, but be careful; it can be a journey 
fraught with danger. Here, you’ll need this as well.”

From his pocket he fished out a large piece of folded 
paper and tossed it to me. I began opening it. Jane 
helped, taking the corners on one side, and together 
we stood looking at a map. A map of London with an 
address written in the top right-hand corner and a 
large marker pen line leading from it to an area in the 
East End that had been marked out with an asterisk.

“This is where I have to go?” I said, staring 
disbelievingly at the map. “The east of London? When 
you started talking about a dangerous journey to the 
East and a three thousand year-old wise man living 
alone high up in the clouds, I thought we’d be going to 
a mountain range in the Himalayas or somewhere, to 
meet a hermit. I suppose this wise man lives at the top 
of a tower block here?” I said, tapping the asterisk with 
my finger. 

“Where’d he go?”

Jane couldn’t tell me. The blind man had somehow 
slipped away and vanished whilst we had been looking 
at the map. After briefly looking for him amongst the 
crowd, we decided to go back to my penthouse in 
Knightsbridge and visit the old man in the morning. 
Over dinner, Jane and I discussed what happened 
outside the tube station. Neither of us could work it 
out. Was he joking? Was it coincidence? How did he 
know our names? And no matter how ridiculous it may 
seem, what if  he is right and the map takes me to a 
person living in the same city as me who could give me 
all the information I have been after for so long and 
travelled so far to find? There was nothing to lose by 
going to see him.

We made an early start the next morning, and I was 
right, the wise old man did live in a tower block, and it 
was huge. Disrealli Towers it was called, and our man 
lived at the very top, on the 32nd floor. Disrealli Towers 
was not in one of the nicest areas of the city, and it 
was not one of the nicest buildings, either. In fact, it 
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started moving down towards me. The rest started to 
follow. 

“I say we hold him over the side by his ankles, shake 
him about a bit and see what falls,” said the tallest 
from beneath his tightly pulled down hat. 

“I was actually hoping you would just let me pass by 
without trouble.” 

They blocked my path and I made no effort to go 
forward or backwards, so I just stood looking at them. 
I was sure something bad was about to happen. As 
they ominously talked amongst themselves, one of  
them pulled a large joint out of his pocket that he 
unsuccessfully kept trying to light. Suddenly, an image 
of the blind man flashed through my brain and my 
hand instinctively moved towards my coat pocket and 
pulled out the lighter he gave me yesterday. 

“Looks like you could use this. Everyone needs light in 
their life,” I said.

He was delighted. They were all delighted and cleared 
a path for me to go on up, patting me on the back as I 
went by,  and calling me “mate” and saying “nice one”. 
I went up the rest of the stairs without incident, taking 
two steps at a time, and eventually arrived, out of  
breath, at the wise old man’s front door. I pressed the 
bell and waited for a few minutes and pressed it again. 
Nothing. I could hear no sounds from inside, maybe he 
wasn’t at home? I turned and went over to the balcony, 
put my hands on it and looked out over London, the 
city my child would grow up in. Would the baby have my 
eyes or Jane’s? And then I heard the door open. 

“You’re not going to jump, are you?”

“Who me? Heavens, no,” I said.

“It’s just that a lot of people come up here to jump,” 
said the wise old man. “You’d better come in.”

I followed him into his home. It was simply decorated 
and furnished, containing nothing more than the bare 
essentials. He was very old, dressed in linen robes and 
he moved slowly, with the aid of a stick, but I doubted 
he was three thousand years old. I followed him to his 
main living area and he sat on a pillow and gestured 

was probably the worst. An aroma of stale urine wafted 
across the lobby and everything there was covered in a 
thick layer of dirt, slime or mindless graffiti. There was 
no internal light and it was cold, with a breeze blowing 
in through a missing panel of the now closed doors. 
The lifts were also out of order. We would have to take 
the stairs.  

“I think I should go wait outside in the car,” said Jane, 
covering her mouth and heaving.

“Look, I know there’s a lot of stairs, but it’ll be good 
exercise and we can keep each other company. Is it the 
smell that’s making you sick?”

“No, it’s not that.”

“Then what is it?”

“Well, I don’t know how to say it, but what the hell, I’m 
pregnant.”

For a few seconds the world stopped turning, and then 
I couldn’t hide my joy. I went over to Jane and gave her 
a big hug.

“Thank God,” said Jane, who had now started crying. “I 
only found out a couple of days ago and I didn’t know 
how to tell you, or how you would react.”

“Hey, don’t be silly,” I cooed. “I’m shocked, hell yes! But 
I couldn’t be happier. You could have waited to tell me 
somewhere a little nicer than here though,” I smiled. 
“You know, I don’t have to do this, not today, it can wait, 
we should spend the day together and celebrate.”

“No. We’re here now. You go up. We can talk later. I’ll 
wait in the car.”

We kissed goodbye and from the doorway I watched 
her walk back to the car. Once she was inside I turned 
and started up the stairs. My head was spinning. Here I 
was in a strange situation, out on what would probably 
be another failed goose chase in a never ending quest, 
and I had just learnt I was going to become a father. 

I contemplated this until I reached the 17th floor, where 
I ran into a gang of teenagers hanging out on the 
stairwell. I surprised them and they surprised me. Two 
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That is what I keep asking myself  and I think I know 
why. You know what I think? I think it is because you 
are a good boy. This search keeps you close to your 
parents and is your way of showing you care. Maybe 
you think if  you could find the answer the world will be 
a better place. It’s sweet.”

I said nothing. I was stunned. He was certainly 
different. 

“I have been following your progress with great interest 
and want to help. See that box in the corner. It contains 
everything you need to know. Look inside and take its 
knowledge away with you.”

I rose off  the pillow and walked over to it, my heart 
beating fast as a wave of excitement hit my body. The 
box was smallish, dark wooden and encrusted with 
jewels that made swirling patterns across its surface 
and reflected up on my face.

“This box?” I said, lifting it up.

“Do you see any others?” he laughed. “Silly boy.”

I removed the lid. 

“It’s empty.” I felt around inside to make sure. “There’s 
nothing here.”

“Exactly,” laughed the old man. “Now go back to your 
girlfriend and enjoy the rest of your life.”

for me to sit on the other, opposite him. He looked very 
calm and peaceful.     

“Bobby Peel. I know all about you. I know you were left 
at a police station nine hours after your birth, with a 
letter asking the police to take care of you. I also know 
there was another letter for you, one that gave you 
details of your wealth and the instructions to find out 
what the heck this is all about.”

“How do you know?”

“I see and hear everything from up here, but I do have 
one question for you though, Mr Peel. I hope you don’t 
mind answering it for me. You have all this wealth in 
the bank, but you have never tried using it to track the 
parents who abandoned you, instead you spend it on 
going around the world in what is becoming for you 
an increasingly frustrating task with no apparent end 
in sight. You are looking for an answer that you are 
beginning to suspect does not exist. Why did you not 
spend the money tracking your parents down?”

“Look, I never normally talk about this, but, as you say, 
they abandoned me. I thought about this at an early 
age and my thinking was that if  they wanted me around 
they wouldn’t have done what they did. So I chose to 
fulfil the task they set instead. I still think I made the 
right choice. I often think about them and who they 
might be, and several times I’ve been tempted to try 
and find them, but they made their choice and so I 
made mine.”

“And if  you achieve what it is you want and find the 
answer? What then? Do you expect your parents to 
magically appear and congratulate you, or do you think 
you will go looking for them and tell them exactly what 
you found, like a child who is always eager to please 
and impress the grown-ups? What if  you did that and 
found out that what they did to you all those years ago 
was nothing more than a cruel joke on an innocent 
being?”

“I’m not sure,” I said feebly, uncomfortable with his 
questions and having to think about this right now. 
“I’ve not really given it much thought.”

“Why not spend your wealth on other things? Why 
spend it all trying to answer the question they left you? 

POP CULT isn’t beat
We’re broken 
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