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HELLO and WELCOME 
again to Pop Cult. Not 
only do you have in 
your hands essential 
reading material for 
the bathroom, but Pop 
Cult, like any book 
or magazine, is also 
medicine for the mind. 
It’s not an idle boast 
to say this magazine is 
good for you and will 
make you feel better, 
because it’s the truth. 
You see, reading keeps 
you still and quiet. The 
only real movement 
is the rhythm of your 
breathing, and, if you’re 
prepared to give in to it 
and let your imagination 
go, reading helps you 
let go of everything 
happening around you. 
Reading is very much like 
meditation in this way, 
only it is much more mind 
expanding.
 
With film and television 
the decisions have all 
been made for you. 
When you watch a film 
the only thing you have 
to do is follow what is 
happening on screen. 
When you read, you 
create your own film. 
Readers don’t need 
actors, extras, directors, 

wardrobe assistants to 
dress the actors, runners, 
grips, camera and sound 
operators, musical 
scores, expensive sets, 
and all the money, effort 
and wasted energy that 
goes into making a film, 
because a reader can do 
all that in their head by 
using their imagination. 
This is why you never 
hear people say when 
they walk out of the 
cinema “The film is so 
much better than the 
book.”

So, what we have here is 
essential reading material 
for the bathroom and 
medicine for the mind! 
In the next issue this 
introduction will explain 
how reading Pop Cult 
makes you immune to 
the ‘credit crunch’ and 
knife crimes, wards off 
evil spirits, and how 
reading Pop Cult can 
make you invincible 
and/or invisible, plus 
other spurious claims in 
the naïve hope you will 
be conned into reading 
future issues because you 
somehow enjoy what we 
are doing or think that it 
brings you luck. My only 
hope is that this issue’s 

cover is not a prophecy 
- with the few remaining 
Pop Cult pills signalling a 
lack of inspiration and an 
end.

With best wishes,

Keegan Wilson 
Editor

Cover illustration by Tom 
Lowles 
 
 
 
 
WARNING! If you are one of the 
thousands who believe Pop Cult 
brings luck and you are also the 
superstitious type that likes to 
rub inanimate objects for luck, 
then be careful not to rub too 
hard. Vigorous rubbing might 
cause you to get blank ink on 
your fingers and clothes. In 
extreme circumstances fire can 
break out, setting light to your 
copy of Pop Cult and whatever 
you are using to rub against it. 
People who have rubbed Pop 
Cult for days, thinking the more 
they rub, the more luck it will 
generate, have also been carted 
away for their own safety and 
the safety of others in order to 
recuperate and assess the state 
of their life.

Editorial
HELLO and WELCOME again to Pop Cult, Essential Reading 
Material for the Bathroom. 
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“Yes,” came the reply. 
 
“You have a droopy cock?” I asked 
again.

“Yes,” came the reply again. “This is 
Drew Peacock speaking.” 

With a near laugh on my face I looked 
over to Roger, I wanted to silently 
mouth to him ‘droopy cock’ and share 
the joke, but he was not interested. He 
was sitting on the couch opposite me in 
his sitting room and still had his head 
buried deep in Mojo magazine. I turned 
my attention back to Drew Peacock.

“Droopy cock, is Mr Wall there?” I 
asked.

“There’s no Mr Wall here,” he 
answered, before asking politely, “Who 
is this, please?” 

Ignoring his question, I continued with 
my interrogation, “Is Mrs Wall there?” 

“There is no Mr or Mrs Wall here,” he 
answered. “Who is this please?” 
 
 
 

I finished dialling the number and 
flicked the phone to loudspeaker, 
listening to the ringing. Eventually 
a person on the other end of the 
line picked up and the sound of a 
receptionist blew out. 

“Pearce, Bradley and Peacock design 
agency, how may I help you?” 
 
“Hi,” I said, with a degree of assurance, 
“put me through to Drew Peacock.”

“May I ask who is calling?”

“His doctor,” I replied, adding sternly, 
“it’s a private matter”.

There was a moment’s hesitation in 
her voice, but then she said, “I’m just 
putting you through now.”

After a few seconds of listening to hold 
music someone else came on the line. 

“Hello, who is this?” shot the loud, 
gruff voice. 

“Is there a Drew Peacock there?” I 
asked.

 
 
 

 

Unscripted No.7: Is 
this what best friends 
are for?

In the last issue, V’s wife found hardcore pornographic 
photographs of her father with other people, but thought they 
were of V, so she threw him out.

By V 
 
Illustration by Clarke Nova 
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“Are there any walls there?” I asked.

“No!” came his defiant reply. 
 
Clearly Drew Peacock was not a man 
who enjoyed being toyed with, but 
before he could say anything else I had 
the last word before he slammed down 
his phone.

“If there are no walls there, Mr droopy 
cock, what, may I ask, is keeping the 
roof over your head?” 
 
Laughing, I looked over to Roger, but he 
was still paying no attention.

“Ah, that was funny,” I said, “funnee.”

I started to dial another number. “This 
one will be funnier.”

Roger slung his magazine down and 
snorted.

“What?” I looked at him pleadingly, “We 
agreed I’d pay the bills and this is how I 
like using the telephone.”

“You’ve been here two days. Don’t you 
think it’s about time you called your 
wife?”

I stopped dialling. When I want to avoid 
real life I descend into childishness. 
Going into my imagination is an escape, 
a wonderful escape. I am lucky in that 
I have been able to make a career out 
of this childish nature, and my ability to 
not take things seriously has provided 
me with material and different ways of 
looking at the world, but this blessing 
can also be a curse, as it prevents me 
from dealing with my responsibilities 
properly. 

Right then I didn’t want to think about 
my wife and children, let alone speak 
to my wife. I didn’t want that pain. 
What I wanted to know was why when 
I watch late night television nearly 
every channel has someone in the 
corner doing sign language? Are deaf 
people unable to sleep? Do they stay up 
all night watching television and then 
sleep all day? This might explain why 
you rarely see a deaf person during the 
day despite there being seven million 
deaf and hard of hearing people living 
in England. 

“I must speak to Steven.” I said to 
Roger.

“He’s deaf, he won’t be able to hear 
you. He won’t be able to hear his phone 
either for that matter, if he has one 
Does he have a phone? Why would he 
have a phone?” Roger’s voice trailed 
off.

“No. I’m not going to call him. I mean 
that I should go and see him. I want to 
ask him a few questions about being 
deaf and what it is like. I want to know 
what stops him from sleeping in? It’s not 
like he can hear an alarm or anything. 
I want to know if he can comfortably 
stroll into his job a few hours late 
saying that he’s sorry he slept in, and 
get away with it?”
 
Roger teased at his huge head of hair 
with his fingers. He didn’t seem very 
amused at all. “Stop with all this bull 
and call your wife. You are starting to 
do my head in.”

“How was the review?” I said, 
indicating to Mojo magazine. One of the 
jazz bands Roger drums in had released 
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a live recording.
 
“The review is good, it’s great in fact, 
and I even get a mention, but please 
don’t change the subject. Call her. 
Speak to her and let her know where 
you are and that you’re okay. She’ll be 
worried.”

“Roger, she thinks I’m a vile pervert.”

“Tell her the truth.”

“What?” I said, breathing derision and 
pulling a face like I’d just pulled my 
tongue out of a monkey’s bum hole. 

“Tell her that it wasn’t you in the 
pictures.”

“Oh, like she would believe me. Am I 
supposed to say, ‘I’m sorry, dear, but 
you’ve got it all wrong. That isn’t me 
in the photographs with my tackle out 
and women nibbling at my toes whilst 
strange fat men are pushing things up 
my bunghole and some woman stroke 
man thing is sitting on my face, it’s 
your dad’? That would destroy her. I 
cannot do that to her. Don’t you think 
that it’s killing me inside to be here and 
not at home with my family?”

Roger shook his head and launched 
into an attack, “You’ve got time to be 
sarcastic, but you don’t have time to 
sort your marriage out. You’ve got time 
to ring people up and waste their time 
with what you mistakenly think are 
hysterical phone calls, but you can’t 
sort yourself out and ring your wife. 
You’re a joke, mate.”

I tried to speak, but nothing would 
come out. A lump developed in my 

throat and the more I tried to ignore it 
the more prominent it became, and to
complicate matters tears started 
forming in my eyes and running down 
my cheeks. 

Roger looked on helplessly as I 
crumbled in front of him. “Do you, er, 
want a hug or something, a cup of tea?” 
he asked, feeling uncomfortable and 
unsure how to react.

I shook my head, then wiped away the 
mess of tears gathered on my face. I 
should have felt embarrassed, but what 
was the point? Roger was right. I should 
do something to save my marriage, but 
what?

“Listen, mate, we can sort this. What 
you need,” begun Roger, “is…”

Struck by sudden inspiration I 
interrupted, “Someone else to say it is 
them in the pictures.”

Following this, there was an awkward 
silence as Roger and I both looked at 
each other. Together we were thinking 
of who that person in the photographs 
could be. My first thought, which I did 
not deviate from as we both eyed each 
other up, was that I should tell the wife 
the pictures were of Roger and that 
I was looking after them and did not 
expect her to find them. Roger had seen 
in my face a clue as to what was going 
through my head and realised straight 
away that I thought it should be him. As 
a result of this, the silence continued 
as Roger desperately searched his mind 
for an alternative candidate to himself. 
Meanwhile I was thinking of how I could 
ask Roger if I could tell my wife that it 
was him in the pictures and not me.
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Sensing an opportunity to rid myself of 
this heartache and find my way home, 
I broke the silence. “What we could do 
is scan the pictures and put someone 
else’s head over the wife’s dad’s head. 
She couldn’t have looked closely at 
the pictures, otherwise she would have 
seen her dad in them and we wouldn’t 
be in this mess now.”

My excitement grew and I continued, 
“So, my thinking is we scan someone 
else in and she’ll see that it isn’t me. 
I could say that I didn’t show her right 
away because I didn’t want to break 
a friend’s trust. Of course she will say 
that I risked my marriage for a friend’s 
trust and be angry at me, but what I’ll 
do is apologise and say that I’m sorry 
and was wrong not to have told the 
truth from the off. Who can we get to 
say it’s them in the pictures?”

It was a horrible conversation and I 
didn’t want Roger to feel any worse 
than was necessary, so I asked him 
outright, “Will you do it? I’ll owe you.”

“Have you seen those photographs, 
man? They’re outrageous.” 

“We might as well start now,” I said, 
“because the sooner we get this done 
the sooner I can be out of here and 
home.” 
_______________________________ 

Pop Cult’s underground 
artist
Clarke Nova, aka Stuart Rodda, has done 
the majority of illustrations for the ‘V’ 
series and created one of Pop Cult’s most 
memorable covers (issue 4). This year he 
became a full time working artist, producing 

clever, large-scale contemporary paintings 
that look elegant and deceptively simple. 
You can go and see some of his work 
alongside that of other artists from around 
the UK at this year’s ArtVaults exhibition, 
which runs every weekend in Southampton 
until the end of September. 

Admission to ArtVaults is free and the best 
place to start is at the Bargate Monument 
Gallery in the centre of town. Here you can 
pick up a map of the city’s ruined walls and 
its secret hideaways where the artwork is 
being shown.

Clarke Nova’s work is being shown below 
the ground in a vault at 84 High Street. The 
venues used for the ArtVaults exhibition are 
not usually open to the public, and 84 High 
Street has a deeply chilling and dramatic 
wartime history, which you cannot help but 
feel when you are down there. Clarke Nova 
has treated the space with respect and 
provides a fitting monument to its past. We 
don’t want to spoil it for you by saying too 
much here, so you’ll have to get yourself to 
the Bargate, get a map and go and check it 
for yourself. 

Aside from the artwork and the chance to 
explore Southampton’s hidden bits, one of 
the best aspects of ArtVaults is the pubs you 
encounter between locations. It makes for 
a good pub-crawl. Go see a bit of art, go 
to the pub and have a half, go to the next 
vault and see the next piece of art and then 
on to the next pub and another half, and so 
on until you’ve done the exhibition and all 
the pubs in-between.  
 
Obviously we recommend you drink 
responsibly - we don’t want you spilling any, 
buying a drink for someone who never buys 
a round, or making an exhibition of yourself.

To see more of Clarke Nova’s work, check 
out www.myspace.com/clarkenova
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I’m sick of hearing how great the olden 
days were, how wonderful days of yore 
were, and how nowadays can’t measure 
up. That’s crazy talk. Modern times will 
always whip years-gone-by. Why? Here’s 
just a few reasons:

SWEARS - Swear words today are 
far more inventive than yesterday. 
Fifty years ago there were only three 
swear words – “damn”, “crumbs” and 
“trousers”. The phrase “I’ve got crumbs 
on my damn trousers!” was, naturally, 
punishable by firing squad.

These days we’re far more inventive, 
with a multitude of cross-pollinating 
swears. Nowadays we think nothing of 
telling someone to f-off and stick their 
‘v’-ing ‘b’ up their n-hole until their 
‘s’-ing ‘q’ splits! Or other phrases you 
might hear at a PTA meeting.

The future for swearing looks bright. 
Scientists at MIT have predicted 
that in 200 years the worst swear in 
the universe will be ‘Zaxnarrrrrg’. 
Seems innocuous enough now, but 
say it in 2207 and you’ll cause grown 
men to faint and women to vomit 
uncontrollably into their space 
handkerchiefs.
 
 

RELATIONSHIPS - These days it’s 
simplicity itself to meet new people 
online! Nowadays we can meet 
thousands of sexy, exotic, fascinating 
people at the click of a mouse… 
many of whom won’t turn out to be a 
masturbating truck driver from Hull! In 
the olden times, interacting had to be 
done manually and face-to-face, using 
revolting fleshsacks called ‘bodies’ and 
no telephones. 

WAR - It may be hard to believe, but 
‘preparing for war’ in the olden days 
was a tedious process of “deliberation” 
and “consideration” and often had to 
include what our grandfathers used to 
call a “good reason”!!!

DISMEMBERMENT - Wolf attacks are 
down 90% in the UK since the days of 
yore, apart from in Scotland and most 
branches of Gregg’s. 

OCD - Regular supply of fruit following 
the WWII blockade now means the 
nation is not completely f***ing 
obsessed with bananas anymore.

SHEETS - Washing powders are newer 
and more improved than they were 
in the good old days. Spectrographic 
analysis of ‘old and un-improved’ 
washing powder reveals it to have 
been mostly soot, Quink and farmyard 
excrement.

The great debate – 
past Vs present 
by Christien Heywood

Illustration by Johnny Toaster
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AND ALSO…

DISHWASHER TABLETS - Years ago they 
just contained one thing – detergent. 
Pff! Losers! Then the companies got 
organised, and told us dishwashers 
needed, er, salt. Maybe some oregano, 
too. But definitely lots of salt. You know 
– just like DVDs need topping up with 
jam every six months.

Then they started getting really 
creative adding ‘rinse aid’ and ‘power 
shine’. Now we’re talking! Now 
dishwasher tablets have eighteen things 
in them including Powder, Rinse Aid, 
Power Shine, Shine Aid, Rinse Powder, 
Salt, Power Salt, Oregano, ‘Love’, and 
Fox Repellent in case there’s a FOX in 
your dishwasher! FOX, I say! FOX!

Marvellous.

EYEBALLS - Contact lenses no longer kill 
50% of all wearers, unlike in the 1970s.

CT SCANS - Medical science has 
improved hugely since the olden days. 
Diagnosis of disease is no longer reliant 
on hitting the patient with a massive 
bell-clapper then listening intently to 
their head.

 

COWS - The emergence of ethical 
farming continues to improve the 
welfare of farm animals. In the 1940’s 
the preferred method of dispatching 
a cow for slaughter was to slip one up 
it before dusting off the tommy-gun. 
These days, free-range cows live a 
life of luxury in organic plenty, free 
from pesticides or hormones, before 
being lovingly battered to death with a 
responsibly grown, forestry commission 
approved mallet, wielded by a trained 
psychotherapist dressed up as their 
CowGod.

FOOD - Cuisine has improved hugely 
since the early 1980’s. A recent 
directive from the European Court of 
Human Rights has classified the use 
of sultanas in your mother’s curries as 
‘war crimes’.

UNMENTIONABLES - Sexual foreplay 
has also changed dramatically over 
the decades. Nowadays couples think 
nothing of watching a racy movie, 
giving an erotic massage, or perhaps 
even using love toys to get ‘ready for 
romance’ – instead of ringing a firebell 
and shouting ‘Brace! Brace! Brace!’ as 
our grandfathers did.

IN CONCLUSION – modern times wins! 
Hooray! Let’s all watch ‘Street Doctor’ 
on our iPhones!
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1. Road
Your living’s made at the wheel of a 
white transit van, delivering sandwiches 
to newsagents all over town. Not quite 
how you imagined it at school, but 
a wage all the same. By nine in the 
morning the back of the van’s loaded up 
and you’re out on the road with nothing 
to bother you but the songs playing on 
the radio. With the windows down and 
elbow resting on the ledge, you see 
what speeds this metal hulk’s capable 
of, letting cool gusts of wind shoot up 
the sleeve of your T-shirt. Go faster still 
and it rustles the pages of the tabloid 
newspaper sat folded on the passenger 
seat under some leftover take away 
pizza. The Daily Mirror rustles furiously 
this morning. 
 
The road in front is a metal snake. 
It’s bumper to bumper. Doors have 
been thrown open by men and 
women talking down telephones and 
smoking cigarettes. Some look at you 
incredulously when you do not brake 
sharply to allow them safe passage 
to the opposing pavement. They tell 
you at high volume you’re a prick. 
You respond with an enthusiastic 
masturbatory gesture, proving if 
nothing else that you’re as bad as them. 
You wonder when this transformation 
took place. Oncoming traffic is just 
as cooperative when you want to turn 
right, into what turns out to be nothing 
more than a dead end, punctuated by a 

block of flats. Their communal grounds 
are riddled with to-let signs that stand 
competing for attention in the dry 
earth beside the trees, but you don’t 
want to rent a room. You want to get 
to the place you haven’t been able to 
find for the last twenty minutes. So you 
overcompensate, you rush, make a hard 
right turn in first, then shift back into 
reverse and do what comes naturally. 
You make things worse.

The smashing of glass pierces a hole 
in the silence of this dead-end street. 
After switching off the ignition, you 
yank up the handbrake and hope it 
doesn’t look as bad as it sounded. You 
turn round to check the sandwiches and 
the rest of the food is still stacked as it 
should be and a cool breeze kisses your 
forehead, it’s a pleasant distraction ‘til 
you realise it’s come through the empty 
windows. And then you see the thick 
gnarled trunk of an oak tree. That and a 
P45. You get out to inspect the damage. 
One of the doors hangs contorted on 
its frame. It doesn’t close properly and 
shards of broken glass are scattered 
all over the cargo of sandwiches. You 
try to convince yourself that you’re 
not the sort of bloke who reverses a 
van load of sandwiches into a forty 
foot oak tree, but the recent past taps 
you on the shoulder and asks if you’re 
having a laugh. You didn‘t think that 
to be the case. Dousing the van’s dirty 
beige floored interior with gasoline 

Untitled 
by Mark Sanderson 

Illustration by Billy Mather
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and throwing a lit match through the 
window seems like a reasonably good 
idea right now. So does disappearing 
to the nearest airport to start a new 
life as a lay preacher in the foothills of 
Nicaragua. Anything but face the music. 
It’s playing a familiar tune. 
  
2. Kitchen
You used to walk two miles to clear 
the tables of a supermarket café. 
Sometimes hung-over. One Saturday 
morning it was so bad you stopped 
walking and hunched over a ditch filled 
with weeds and empty tins of lager 
to spew up. Cars went past and you 
wondered if the people in them think 
you’re anything other than an ’orrible 
lout.
 
Your breath is quite beyond the help 
of Wrigley’s now. Cleaning yourself 
up in the toilet was a nasty exercise. 
Somebody’s sunk a load too big for 
the U-bend to cope with and now it 
won’t flush. Those floating brown devils 
summon up further retching in you. 

What’s needed is a good old laugh to 
cheer you up. Problem being that your 
work colleagues aren’t a happy bunch. 
You’ll get nothing more than a whimper 
from that poor bastard working the 
dishwasher. All hopes lie with chef. 
Usually the very mention of bodily fluids 
is enough to leave him hysterical, but 
today he’s jumping to a different tune.
 
You wheel into the kitchen the first 
trolley load of dirty dishes. People are 
wasteful. A burger caked in tomato 
ketchup is left with only a single bite 
taken from it, like some wounded 
Pac-Man chasing a sea of green peas. 
You know how he feels and slide the 

whole lot into the bin with a knife.
Chef squints down through his brown 
beady eyes framed by silver rimmed 
spectacles at a large frying pan of 
eggs cooking on the stove in front of 
him. Someone serving out front shouts 
through the hatch for the third time 
that they need more eggs. 
 
“The f***ing bitch can do what she 
wants,” he says, referring to his wife. 
She’s found someone else to share the 
marital bed with now. It’s good advice 
to leave an angry man with sharp knifes 
alone. Other younger members of staff, 
who are no doubt boning up for their 
A-Levels during the rest of the week, 
recognise the vacant state in your eyes 
and bid you outside by the rubbish for a 
little joy bang. 
 
You take a few hits on the little 
swine and you’re as right as rain. The 
afternoon slips away like an old man’s 
hairline, or so you think. This morning 
the place was infested with pensioners 
and their unquenchable thirst for tea, 
but it’s not always this busy. Some 
times in the afternoon there were no 
plates to clear from the tables and 
you’d get sent home. Now there’s no 
spare cash to the buy the stuff that 
chases away the afternoons that are 
now spent watching Quincey.
 
 
3. Call Centre 
You don’t care if you haven’t slept 
a wink, you won’t give Coldplay the 
satisfaction of your tears. When was 
it ever a good idea to indulge in 
poppers before gobbling down magic 
mushrooms? The answer needn’t be 
uttered. It was that godforsaken call 
centre that drove you to it. Chris Martin 
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continues to whine through the kitchen 
radio as you leave for the bus.

We all know how vulnerable we can 
be after a few pints on a school night, 
but when a chum suggested getting 
psychedelic it seemed like a jolly good 
idea. You imagined drinking Vimto and 
listening to Forever Changes on a giant 
beanbag in a room with the benefit 
of central heating. Not wandering the 
empty grounds of the local school after 
dark. You wondered how you got home 
at all, what with your friends trying 
to eat you with their fingers, and the 
trees whispering their disappointment 
in you. After navigating the stairs at 
2am, you inspect your pupils in the 
mirror. They’re as big as bowling balls. 
TV’s the answer. Get into bed, tune 
into something dull on the idiot box and 
sweat out this wretched horror.
What’s this? The American presidential 
elections are in chaos. Florida is 
demanding a recount of votes, although 
you can’t be sure because George W 
Bush has insisted on barging through 
the television screen and now in your 
bedroom, uninvited, he’s taken it upon 
himself to transform into a lizard who 
tells you he’s rather keen on your vote. 
The next four and a half hours are 
as slow and unpleasant. Even Ceefax 
seems to have a hidden agenda.
 
The next day at work is as predictable 
as it is pathetic. There’s no need to 
tell the powers that be you’re not at 
the races and ought to be sent home. 
They’ve gathered that from the look 
of your eyes - if they’re not rattling 
around like dice, they’re holding back 
sobs. It’s not what anyone wants to 
hear, least of all the policyholders of 
the health insurance you’re advising. 

Once safely home you prescribe 
yourself a course of Marmite to be 
taken with plenty of bed rest, and 
promise on your dear Granny’s grave 
you’ll not repeat this incident. 
 
4. Doors
Do you want to be rich and successful? 
Well, duh! So you take the telephone 
number from the newspaper ad and 
make that call. The interview’s a 
formality, obviously. Congratulations, 
you’ve just entered the world of door 
to door sales. Dropped off on a housing 
estate the size of Beirut from which 
there is no escape. The nearest train 
station is miles away and you’ve spent 
your last remaining change on a pasty 
from the petrol station, but this is your 
patch. 
 
Best get on with it because you’ll 
be getting no basic here. Pay comes 
as and when you make a sale, and 
right now, twenty five to two in the 
afternoon, you haven’t sold a jot. Not 
a dicky bird. Not a single person has 
asked you in to talk about the tricky 
par four on the sixteenth over a cuppa. 
It’s disappointing. Your mind wanders. 
Wonders if it’s a glint in that girl’s eyes. 
The one with eyeliner. She doesn’t give 
a monkey’s about golf, nor do you. 
Maybe she wants you upstairs, bit of 
mucky how’s your father. But, no. The 
slog continues. Way to go salesman, 
things got a little tough and what do 
you do? You skulk off to the park and sit 
on the swings to eat that pasty. 
 
5. Nights  
People are drinking cold beers in pub 
gardens in the evening sun, and they’re 
laughing and they’re happy and they’re 
in love, and you know this because 
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you can see it. You see it every night. 
Every night when you walk past them 
to work. To work the nightshift in a 
printing press factory on the guillotine. 
Cut those papers down to size and here 
comes the boss. You can’t hear him 
coming because those machines make a 
hell of a racket, but he taps you on the 
shoulder. Dirty little roll up fag forever 
hanging off his bottom lip. Says he’s 
got something for you, something he 
cellotapes to your guillotine. It’s been 
printed off his computer. 
 
You want to fit in and be one of the 
boys. If that means leaving a colour 
picture of a gangbang stuck to your 
guillotine, then so be it. So you smile, 
say thank you and carry on guillotining. 
You do this ‘til seven in the morning. 
Then it’s bed time. All the time 
wondering why the boss asked the 
other bloke round for tea. Turns out 
he wanted him to give his missus one. 

She’s got needs, you see. Ones that 
can’t be satisfied by monogamy. He says 
no. 
 
All this gets mixed up in your dreams, 
as the sun shines through the curtains 
and the kids play outside. So you have 
to close the windows and it’s too hot 
for that really, but what are you going 
to do? Wake up in the evening and get 
ready for work. Shower or bath? Maybe 
a cold one, maybe the boss will ask you 
round for tea tonight. It’s that time 
again. Get down the shops. Hand thirty 
five pence over on the counter for the 
Daily Echo. Go home and put your feet 
up and read through the job pages. 
After two cups of tea and half a packet 
of hob knobs, it’s tattooed in little 
circles of blue ink. It’s time to start 
again.
 
At the time of printing, Mark Sanderson 
has held down a job for fifteen months. 
His mother is very proud. 
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Does the modern world leave you in a 
state of high anxiety? When the going 
gets tough do you piss your pants and 
cry like a baby? Or can you cope with 
everything this world can throw at you? 
Take the simple multiple-choice test 
below and find out now if you are a Wet 
Susan or Frightened Frank.

Please note that in another reality this 
test is probably 100% accurate and not 
a complete waste of time. 

1.  When people first meet you 
they think? 

A) You’re in Limp Bizkit.
B) You’ve been eating too many 
biscuits.
C) You’re limp wristed.

2.  What is your favourite 
childhood memory?

A) Stealing money from the trouser 
pockets of various ‘uncles’ your mother 
brought home.
B) Playing games with your friends.
C) There are none. Childhood was 
harrowing. What memories of childhood 
that have yet to be repressed are a 
nightmarish collage of monsters hiding 
under the bed, bearded men who made 
you sit on their lap as they told you 
they were gong to come down your 
chimney in the middle of the night, 

and a school experience that makes 
Amnesty International’s list of ten 
worst countries for torture and abuse 
of human rights seem like nice places 
to be.   

3.  You never leave home 
without?

A) Your weapons.
B) Your wallet.
C) Your personal protection alarm.

4.  The greatest creation of 
man is?

A) Fire is pretty cool!!!!!
B) We didn’t start the fire, it was 
always burning since the world was 
turning, and in light of that fact 
supplied to us by musician Billy Joel, 
you’d have to say man’s greatest 
creation is cheese. 
C) Your personal protection alarm. 

5.  Friends are?

A) The special voices in your head. 
B) The special people in your life.  
C) To be avoided. Having a friend brings 
threat and the odds of your life ending 
would rise dramatically. Who knows 
what bugs a friend might give you and 
what dangerous situations they might 
cause? 

The Wet Susan Test
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6.  You’ve been hit in the face 
by a cricket ball.  Do you?

A) Spit out your teeth and prepare for 
the next delivery.
B) Retire your innings and quietly make 
your way to hospital.
C) Cry and faint, cry and faint, until 
someone breaks this cycle by giving you 
a sedative. 

7.  You hear a loud bang.   
Do you?

A) Reload and fire again.
B) Investigate and discover it was 
nothing.
C) Empty your shit locker and go hide in 
a cupboard.

8.  The police knock at your 
front door.  Do you?

A) Leap from the window of your rear 
bedroom and flee to a safe house.
B) Invite them in.
C) Apologise for the stench emitting 
from the seat of your trousers and 
tell them that this time it really is an 
emergency and explain to them that 
there was a ‘loud bang’ in the previous 
question.

 
9.  Wrestling?

A) Rules!
B) Good theatrical entertainment the 
whole family can enjoy.
C) Is something you do for half an hour 
when trying to open a jar.

10.  When confronted by an 
angry and aggressive person...

A) It’s usually because you’re in the 
process of mugging them.
B) You use reason to pacify their anger 
and then search for a solution.
C) You begin praying, and should that 
fail you switch to Plan B and feign a 
heart attack whilst saying they could be 
done for murder if you die.

11.  You have a reputation for...

A) Violent behaviour with the local 
police.
B) Being a good friend.
C) Bed wetting.

12.  Guns?

A) Excite you. However, guns are 
nowhere near as cool as explosives.
B) Should be given, along with a remote 
piece of land, to all people who really 
want to shoot and kill each other, 
leaving the rest of us to live in peace.
C) Are just another reason why you do 
not venture out from your home. 

13.  Music?

A) Sounds best when you know the 
person on the album you are listening 
to choked on their own vomit.  
B) Can liberate the soul.
C) Can damage your ears. You know, 
you’ve read the reports 
and looked at the statistics.
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14.  Your ideal meal is...

A) Anything you hunted. This can be 
wild fowl, people from Oxfordshire or 
deer.  
B) Healthy. Take good care of your body 
and it will take good care of you.  
C) Nothing. Ever since you read that 
potatoes naturally contain solanine, 
chaconine, amylase inhibitors and 
isoflavones, which, respectively, cause 
gastrointestinal-tract irritation, harm 
your nervous system, interfere with 
digestive enzymes and mimic female 
sex-hormone activity, you stopped 
eating. Potatoes also contain arsenic. 
Therefore you live very well on a 
diet of multi-vitamins. Unfortunately, 
though, you are unable to step outside 
into the open air for fear that anything 
more than a light breeze and you will 
blow away.

15. Terrorists are...

A) Chicken shit cowards who fight dirty 
and wear no uniforms, and if you met 
them all one night you’d give them a 
right chinning.
B) Nobody’s friends.
C) The reason why you can’t sleep.

How did you do?

Mostly A’s

The general unpleasantness of the 
answers you chose suggest you prefer 
to think of yourself as a cruel and 
violent person rather than as a person 
who would pick wild flowers in lush 
green meadows, which suggests you 

are in denial. You would rather go for 
the extreme opposite of a Wet Susan 
or Frightened Frank, which means by 
choosing mostly A’s and posturing as 
a psycho you could actually be the 
biggest Wet Susan or Frightened Frank 
we’ve had take this test. 
However, if you genuinely are a cruel 
and violent person and you found 
all the answers a bit tame by your 
standards then completely disregard 
the above paragraph. You are definitely 
not a Wet Susan, and nor are you a 
Frightened Frank, and might I also 
comment on how dapper and well you 
are looking today. 

Mostly B’s

You are no Wet Susan or Frightened 
Frank, but you do seem awfully nice 
and sensible. To keep a sharp edge, go 
and do something bad like emptying the 
contents of a family member’s Slim Fast 
and replacing it with muscle growth 
shakes. Go on, it’ll be healthy for your 
soul.

Mostly C’s

You are a Wet Susan or Frightened 
Frank. However, you do possess an 
incredibly good survival instinct that 
would ensure you live a long life, 
except it’s all undone by the damage 
caused to your body by your constant 
worry and anxiety. And please do not 
turn around. Keep facing this way. This 
isn’t a joke. There is something very 
terrible behind you. Keep very still until 
it goes away and you should be okay. 
We will let you know when it has gone 
and it is safe for you to move. For now, 
just keep looking at this.          
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1968 and The Rolling Stones meant 
something. Forty years on and they 
are a slick, world stadium-touring, 
merchandise-hawking, money-making 
machine comprised of old men who 
have gathered no moss while living on 
past glories and a mighty legend. Back 
in ‘68 the Stones were crucial. They 
were loved by the young for being the 
ultimate non-conformists and feared 
by the establishment for the very same 
reasons. 

In those days students and young people 
had none of the technological pacifiers 
we have today. I mean, they only 
had three black and white television 
channels that broadcasted for half a 
day or less. So what else were they 
supposed to do with their time but take 
an interest in issues and the world at 
large? There was Vietnam, the Cold War 
and the constant threat of someone 
launching a nuclear weapon and a hard 
rain falling, to focus minds. There was 
racism, sexism, environmentalism and 
all kinds of other isms to be tackled 
and corrected, and rather frighteningly 
there were assassinations, not just of 
American politicians and civic leaders, 
but also of politicians and civic leaders 

around the world. Out of this darkness 
grew mistrust.  

Unsurprisingly, with a lack of 
distractions such as owning a mobile 
phone, or having Facebook pages to 
update daily, bloody violence erupted in 
1968 at protests in London, Paris, and 
various other European cities, at the 
Democratic Convention in Chicago also, 
and on almost all student campuses 
across America, as young people 
became politicised and tried to make 
their voices heard. People today who 
lived through those times recall the 
past and say they felt like they could 
change the world.

On March 17, 1968, demonstrators 
chanting “Ho, Ho, Ho Chi Minh, we 
will fight and we will win!” outside 
the American embassy in London were 
attacked by mounted police. Mick 
Jagger was there that day, observing 
as protestors responded to the police 
battering with rocks and smoke bombs. 
The young rock star went home and 
wrote Street Fighting Man, a song 
embraced by the young as sympathising 
with their cause, which, upon its 
release, was immediately banned by 

Cocksucker blues – 
I’m free to do what I 
want any old time 
by Keegan Wilson

Illustration by Barny Lanman 
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the BBC. However, whilst the song 
provided the soundtrack to the youthful 
uprising, it is clear that with lines 
such as “But what can a poor boy do 
except to sing for a rock’n’roll band?” 
Sir Mick, Keef, Charlie, Bill and Brian 
were forsaking politics, both left and 
right, young and old, by recognising 
their place as musicians, and in making 
this decision they opted instead for the 
smarter and more rebellious path of 
playing Rock and Roll for a living. The 
Stones, as far as the world would allow, 
would live by their own rules.

Almost forty years on from March 17, 
I was on campus at the University 
of Southampton. Standing on the 
small plaza in front of the shops and 
cafeteria, I was bringing the Pop Cult 
revolution to happy students who 
were out in force enjoying one of the 
first hot days of the year. Everything 
was going fine. Some of the students 
recognised Pop Cult and said how much 
they liked it, and others who’d not 
seen it before were thankful for locally 
produced reading matter that held 
appeal and instantly made them laugh 
(readers, whether they are new to Pop 
Cult or not, always turn to Jon’s Horror 
Scope first).

However, the Pop Cult love-in was 
soon interrupted by a strong voice 
demanding that I ceased what I was 
doing. I looked up, expecting to see a 
security guard, but instead my gaze fell 
on a new-looking Rolling Stones  
T-shirt with the Andy Warhol designed 
lips logo emblazoned on the front in 
very large print. Then I noticed the 
aviator glasses and smart designer 
jacket, which reminded me of 
Miami Vice. There were skinny blue 

jeans, too, and a highlighted blonde 
feathercut hairdo that only certain 
men can pull off, and those men who 
can’t pull off this hairstyle, such as 
the person ordering me to stop giving 
culture to students, end up looking like 
a man half in and half out of drag.

There was no air of friendliness as he 
introduced himself by giving his title, 
no name, just his title, but I was so 
engrossed in the irony of a person 
wearing a Rolling Stones T-shirt giving 
orders and suppressing art that I only 
caught ‘SUSU’. 

If you don’t know, SUSU stands for 
Southampton University’s Student 
Union. A short while ago the SUSU 
replaced the National Union of Students 
(NUS) at the University of Southampton 
in looking after the interests of the 
students. 

If only I were quicker in real life. I 
would have raised an eyebrow, cocked 
my head to the side and looked at him 
all funny, then whispering in a highly 
agitated and deviant way I would have 
asked if the SUSU was anything like the 
NUS, which I would have informed him 
stood for the Nazi Unit Southampton, 
and then I would have leant in closer, 
taking him by the arm and saying in a 
deep gravely voice “or are you worse?” 
I wouldn’t have waited for his reply, 
because I would have been too busy 
suggesting we then gather up the copies 
of Pop Cult and burn them before 
turning our attention to rounding up 
the Jews, Poles, Slavs, gays, artists, 
intellectuals and anyone else who 
doesn’t agree with us. 

This young student was a parody of 
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cool, and as a consequence of him 
being an administrator, petty rule 
follower and enforcer, it made him to 
me one of the most despicable and 
untrustworthy types of swine on the 
planet - those who pretend to be down 
with it, but who will gladly screw you 
up or down for their own perversions 
and insignificant gain.     

By the time the irony wore off and I 
was able to once more think straight 
he had begun telling me that the 
whole University of Southampton was 
off limits to Pop Cult, but that I was 
free to distribute it in other areas of 
the city. So I humbly thanked him for 
his generosity and kindness in giving 
me permission to hand out Pop Cult 
elsewhere in Southampton, if not at 
the University, and I started pointing 
at various places and saying things 
like “can I hand them out over there?” 
“Okay, if not there, what about over 
there?” “Okay, what about over on that 
path just there?” all of which derived 
the same reply from him, which was an 
emphatic ‘No’, and we continued like 
this for several minutes until I grew 
bored of boring him. 

Why would the SUSU, a small band 
of salaried students, want to be so 
insular and censor culture from outside 
their domain permeating into the 
conscious of their fellow students? Why 
is this small group so protective of 
the rest? He hadn’t read Pop Cult, so 
his argument wasn’t an ideological or 
informed one.

To his credit the featherhead sensed 
my amusement, and so he began to 
tell me that if the SUSU allowed one 
magazine on campus then others like 

DV8, Listed and Disclosure would soon 
follow. Nothing wrong with that was my 
response, they are all fine informative 
magazines, and students are a big part 
of Southampton, so it only seems right 
that they and the city integrate and get 
to know each other. Surely the SUSU 
wants its fellow students to have the 
most out of what Southampton has to 
offer and to make the most out of their 
time here, but no, the SUSU has its own 
bars, its own clubs, its own cinemas, 
and crucially, its own publications. 

Competition, when it is healthy, is 
a good thing. Competition improves 
quality, and those who benefit most 
out of competition are the end users, 
which in the case of magazines are 
readers. However, as I just mentioned, 
the students are a big part of 
Southampton, which means when 
they arrive at the start of every year, 
bringing into the city their borrowed 
money, everyone wants a slice of their 
pie. By eliminating and censoring the 
opposition from its campus, at the 
expense of broadening the horizons and 
minds of their fellow students (not that 
they care anyway, because Hollyoaks is 
on at 6.30pm, after The Simpsons), the 
salaried members of the SUSU at the 
University of Southampton are creating 
a nice little monopoly on advertising. 
They can rightly approach potential 
advertisers in Southampton and say that 
they will deliver the student wedge, 
because their publications exclusively 
go on campus in front of the student 
population. Little wonder he wanted 
me off campus.

This week I was out selling advertising 
for this issue, which is the hardest, 
but most necessary part in the process 
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of putting this into your hands. The 
Hobbit is one of the great Southampton 
pubs, a character-filled perennial 
supporter of live music and young 
bands in the city, and I always enjoy 
good banter with the people working 
there - this time I introduced myself 
as a dominatrix responding to their 
advertised request in the window. Even 
so, I was duly informed that they’d 
withdrawn their advertising and were 
now only promoting themselves in the 
magazines produced at the University 
of Southampton. When I enquired as to 
why, they said it was because they had 
no idea if advertising worked and they 
felt they were getting nothing out of it, 
so they wanted to get straight in front 
of the students, who are their paying 
customers. 

Which is fair enough, it is their right, 
but they are wrong about one thing, 
because as documented by years and 
years of successful television and  
print-based adverts, advertising works. 
Yet it will only work if the advert is 
good and says something interesting 
that catches attention and creates 
desire. In Pop Cult we supply the space 
(at a more than reasonable price) and 
whoever wants to advertise with us 
supplies their advert. It is true that if 
asked we will give opinion, such as our 
idea for adding coupons to the corners 
of the Wine Bar and Mono Bar adverts, 
so when Pop Cult readers cut them off 
and use them, both the Wine Bar and 
Mono can keep track of whether the 
money they spend advertising in Pop 
Cult is well spent or not, but it is hardly 
our fault if the advertising does not 
work.  
 
 

When advertising fails, it is very easy to 
blame the medium, when in actual fact 
people who advertise should look more 
closely at their advert and the messages 
they are communicating and what they 
are trying to achieve by advertising.

While I’m on a roll here, have you read 
any of the University of Southampton’s 
SUSU publications? No? Neither have 
many of the students. Lectures and 
research are draining and boring 
enough, and to sit and read through the 
sterile prose and puritanical musings of 
the SUSU magazines on top of that is 
enough to make you want to tie a cord 
to the light fittings and fit it round your 
neck before kicking the chair away. 

So, never trust a young dude who has 
Mick Jagger’s tongue lapping down 
his front to his crotch. Love students, 
because most of us at Pop Cult were 
once students of this fair city, but 
wonder about the SUSU. Share your 
love, not to mention your money, with 
our advertisers by planting a smacker 
on their lips and telling them Pop Cult 
sent you (remember to cut out the 
coupons when you do this).

Be warned, following this edition of Pop 
Cult there will be another free edition, 
which should be out November, but 
after that, in 2009, we will be taking 
Pop Cult off the streets and making it 
available for the princely sum of £1:25. 

Email popcultmag@gmail.com to 
subscribe now and it will save you 25%.  
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a satellite, spaceship 
or jettisoned rubbish, 
and that he’s had more 
foreign objects in his 
back alley than Uranus. 
Mars, who’s been drinking 
heavily by now, laughs 
from his core and gets 
the evils from all of 
them except Saturn, 
who calmly walks over 
and punches him in the 
mouth. Mars promptly 
chins Saturn, who falls 
and breaks his ring. Pluto 
steps in to stop Mars 
stamping on Saturn’s 
face but gets elbowed in 
the throat. Mercury pulls 
out a knife but Neptune 
pulls him back. Mars goes 
“Come on then, you want 
suuummm.” He pulls his 
keys out and windmills 
into the group. A proper 
bundle kicks off . Venus 
screams, “ F***ing do 
him you f***ing bunch of 
c**ts”. It stops them in 
their tracks and they’re 
all stood there staring at 
the  ‘Goddess of Love’ 
open-mouthed “Sorry, 
it just popped out,” she 
says. Once again she’d 
brought peace. Don’t 
know how she does it. 
The Moon’s the one 
who breaks the silence. 
He says, “Look what’s 
happened to us. I know 

 
Every issue we seek out 
our resident mystic, 
Jon, to record his unique 
Horror Scope predictions 
that more and more of 
you tell us you live your 
lives by. Our hunting 
methods are manifold. 
We trawl the parks and 
shop doorways, listen for 
shouting, follow trails of 
broken bottles, tobacco 
pouches, and occasionally 
defiled fop-haired 
students gaffer-taped to 
rubbish bins with Kit-Kat 
fingers sticking out of 
their bottoms.

This time, however, 
we found him sitting in 
the middle of a bush, 
giggling quietly, with a 
neck-jarring stench of 
poppers creeping out 
from under it. After a 
disturbing stand off, he 
released a squirrel he’d 
been ‘experimenting’ 
with, and gave us this 
statement.

 
“ On June 21 (summer 
solstice) there was a 
massive walk out. I say 
walk out; fight. All the 
big players were there,  
you know, Mars, Pluto, 
Venus, Saturn, Jupiter, 

Neptune, Mercury, The 
Sun, even the f***ing 
Moon stayed up. Mercury 
starts going on about 
being as frustrated as 
a waiter with a bucket 
full of weasel balls at 
a Ferrero Rocher party. 
Right over everyone’s 
head, except Venus who 
incidentally was dressed 
like a right old slag and 
was flashing her craters 
at Pluto. Jupiter pipes up 
that he’s sick of celestial 
this and astrological that 
and destiny the other. 
Uranus would not give it 
a rest about how upset 
he was about the smutty 
referencing of his name 
until Mars offers him 
the finger and tells him 
to “retrograde on this, 
mother f***er”. The Sun 
says it hasn’t had a day 
off “in like, ever” and is 
sick of getting up early. 
The Moon offers to cover 
for it one weekend, 
but warns that likewise 
permanent nights have 
really f***ed up his 
psyche and made it 
difficult for him to meet 
anyone. Saturn agrees 
with Neptune that  
immigration has gotten 
out of control and you 
can’t go anywhere in the 
cosmos without seeing 

The planets kick off 
By Jon Asanga
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what the problem is,” 
and he looks angry, as 
angry as a cat who finds a 
mouse whacking one off 
in his food bowl, “These 
so called astrologers. 
These Lilly-livered, joss 
stick-burning, weedy 
little bloodsucking yoga 
wankers. Excepting of 
course Russell Grant. A 
girl in a man’s body who 
looks like he’s eaten the 
whole EEC s**t mountain, 
with chips, on his tod. 
Gifted specialists they 
call themselves. Bloody 
turd kissers I call them. 
There’s stuff growing in 
Robert Mugabe’s bum 
cleavage  that’s got 
more sustenance. They 
peddle their slimy trails 
of leachy filth in the 
papers, magazines, on 
telly, radio and tinternt. 

Their text subscriptions 
and phone lines can be 
more expensive than 
drugs. They say things 
like “Something good 
will happen on the 
3rd”, Yeah, something 
good may happen, but 
equally someone might 
hammer salt into your 
wounds, rip your t**s 
off and use your heart 
as an ashtray. As the 
BBC and Good Morning 
Britain got caned by the 
Gaming Commission for 
fraudulent phone-ins, it’s 
unfair to let astrological 
fake bastards continue 
to f**k with people’s 
minds unless they have a 
license.” Signed by one 
or more star or planet. 
As Neptune said, “If they 
really understand our 

movements, they’ll know 
where to find us.” 

So they’ve decided until 
further notice they’re 
only going to provide a 
Sunday service.

In the meantime, if you 
need help and want 
advice to run your life 
and you know where he’s 
hiding, Jon can help.

Alternatively, email 
questions for him to 
idaretoaskjon@gmail.com 
and we’ll try to get some 
answers for you.  

Pop Cult’s Frequently Asked Questions No.42

Why do you star out swear words?

By starring out of rude words we are challenging the reader to decide what the 
****ing word might be. To do this the reader has to recall every four-letter word 
they know until they find the one they think is appropriate. By employing this 
method we are regularly leading our readers on tours through the more colourful 
side of the English language. Instead of seeing one rude word, we are making 
readers think of several rude words. Appearances make it look like we are scared 
to publish the rude word, like the stars are a concession to da man, yet it is 
actually more offensive and subversive to censor the **** out of words than to 
print the actual ****ing word itself. For example, by inserting a * into Pop Cu*t the 
dynamic changes drastically and becomes altogether something else. As a result 
of its new found ambiguity, Pop Cu*t is instantly ruder and thus becomes either 
offensive or funny, depending on your ****ing perceptive. Someone really should 
censor censorship, because as we have just proved, censorship is immoral, can 
corrupt and does not work. 
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from   laslo boniek lasloboniek@googlemail.com
to  enquiries@bnp.org.uk
date   3 Jan 2008 17:22
subject  BNP

Dear BNP, 
 
I not lie to you. I come from Ippleonia, a small island in Aegean Sea, to UK country 
to follow American Dream, to make the money and then to move on to better 
place with the warmer climate and fewer drunks and drug addicts. Yet I arrive 
here in UK country and fall in love with place. It nothing like the movie film 
Trainspotting, or Notting Hill, it much better place with nicer people, yes. So for 
this reason I like to join in British Nationaling Party, or make money payment to 
you to keep up good work. UK is beautiful country and deserve to have identity 
protected. 
 
For exampling: UK food like the Sushi, the Curry, the Kebab, the Noodles and Chow 
Mein, the BBQ and the Tapas and the Tortilla Chips, it the best in world, you not 
find better anywhere else. Not even Mama Boniek cook as nice. 
 
And it not just food that great, but the UK country let in people from other 
country, like myself, and UK country try and give us better life, and that make 
UK country special too, and this another reason why I want to join in British 
Nationalist Party, or give you money donation. Everyone need to be proud of fact 
that UK country not sit idle and ignorant on haunches or be racist, but that it get 
out there and invite everyone else in to share in its wealth and prosperity, and I 
want to help protect all that and more by giving the British Nationalist Party my 
full supporting and returning kindness that shown to me by having me here and 
giving me the opportunities. This tollerancing of others is what actually make 
Britain GREAT! and you at the British Nationaling Party have the understanding of 
this in abundance! The way the UK person is open minded to world and not shut 
off is to be admired. 
 
You tell me now how I join in British Nationaling Party, or how I send money to 
your great and nobly cause, yes. I looking forward to hear from you. 
 
Thanking you very much in advancements. 
 
Lalso Boniek.

NO REPLY

The Laslo Boniek Emails
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Motivated by a bladder on the verge of 
making a voluntary decision to empty 
its contents without the necessary 
consent from above, I sprinted along 
the road and up the long driveway 
towards the house as fast as my legs 
could carry me. It felt, as I glided, that 
each stride I took was longer and lighter 
than the last. Despite, or perhaps 
because of a head swirling with the 
best champagne, I stood outside myself 
for a second and marvelled at my own 
athleticism. The critical need to reach 
the loo was momentarily lost to the 
very pleasant experience of recognising 
that if I absolutely needed to I could 
run like the wind. I was impressed with 
this and as I approached the front door 
I made a mental note to watch the 
footage later.

I entered the house, rushed straight 

through the dining room and the 
kitchen and on to the staff area and 
into the washroom, all the while 
fumbling to try and loosen my belt and 
trousers. Once inside the washroom, 
swaying from side to side, I did what 
I needed to do, and without flushing I 
went out and back the way I came.  

Back in the lobby I went to the lounge 
area and stood in its open doorway. 
I was shocked to see the open fire 
on the far left of the room roaring 
magnificently. From where I was stood 
I could feel its heat radiating on my 
cheeks.  

I moved towards the seating 
arrangement which surrounded the fire 
and observed as Melanie sat up from 
off the rug that lay in front of it. She 
was wearing only her suspenders and 
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upon seeing me she smiled and lowered 
herself back down and began crawling 
on all fours to meet me. We came 
together like this, with her down on the 
floor like a dog and me just standing 
there in front of her, and she wasted no 
time by raising herself up and placing 
both hands lightly on the backs of my 
legs. Delicately she stroked their shape, 
tracing over their outline with her 
fingertips. She lent forward and softly 
began blowing warm air through the 
material of my trousers and onto my 
inner thighs. 

“What’s a matter?” she said, talking 
like she was speaking to a baby after I 
stepped away from her. I said nothing. 
She slowly crawled back to the rug with 
her bare bottom held unnaturally high 
in the air. I watched impassively as she 
swung it rhythmically from side to side. 
She looked back over her shoulder at 
me and issued invitations with her eyes 
and a tongue that sensuously parted her 
lips.    

“Don’t you want any of this?” she asked 
seductively.

“I told you this morning, you make me 
bored.” I raged, before following and 
then overtaking and standing in her way 
so as to bring her and her ridiculous 
pantomime to a halt. She again tried 
to touch me as she did before, but 
this time I forcefully brushed her hand 
aside.  

The majority of the women just detach 
themselves from the situation when 
they come here and work through it, 
which is perfectly understandable. No 
matter how nice I am or interested  I 
am in them as a person, they will never 

waver from the position of hating me. 
Not once will they think I am anything 
but an inhumane monster. I respect 
their feelings, even if it leaves me 
feeling confused and worthless after 
sex. However, the women who come 
here and demean themselves like 
Melanie drive me mad, because what 
they offer is not real.  

Love had never been an issue before, 
but for a long time I had been craving 
something beyond the thrill of sex. 
What I had been longing for was to fall 
in love with a woman and for her to 
fall in love with me, and for that love 
between us to have depth and meaning. 
I want family, children, to be a part of 
something and take care of it. I was 
desperate for this, and I was frustrated 
and angry by its failure to happen.   

“Someone else will be here to take 
your place in the morning,” I shouted 
at Melanie, spraying her face with the 
spittle that flew out my mouth as my 
temper heightened. I was appalled, 
livid, not just at her, but at the others 
just like her, and their willingness 
to change – just like that. You can’t 
trust someone that unstable. To go 
from hating then loving me in what 
I considered an unreasonably short 
period of time did not add up. It made 
no sense at all. 

“I want you out now,” I said, bending 
down, gripping her arm tightly and 
pulling her up. “Your presence is 
offending me,” which was true. I would 
not have been doing this if she had held 
on to her original principle of despising 
me. That she didn’t, and those other 
girls didn’t, because they changed 
so quickly, was all I needed to know. 
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and had allowed herself to become, 
and if she understands the lesson then 
the shame will only cause her to prize 
herself more dearly and think twice 
before being so open again. So as those 
first few tears of hers fell and the 
horrors of her actions finally sunk in 
and these realisations appeared on her 
face, I really let fly, catching her solidly 
on the side of the head this time and 
sending her unconscious body crashing 
to the ground.

I rushed forward to stand over her body 
and as I did so I caught a glimpse of 
what looked like a wild and angry beast 
standing to my side. I turned to face it 
and was surprised by what my eyes saw. 
In those few seconds I had failed to 
recognise my own image in the mirror, 
but this only caused me to laugh, 
because who was I anyway? 

As regular as clockwork, at 11am 
everyday, as per our arrangement, Mrs 
Upstone brings me breakfast. It was her 
knocking on the bedroom door the next 
morning that introduced me back to the 
world. I spent the next fifteen minutes 
in bed wolfing down bacon, eggs 
and toast, thinking about nothing in 
particular. Melanie had long since gone. 
As soon as she came round I threw 
her out of the house with the strict 
instruction that if she dared tell anyone 
– and I would know if she did - she 
would suffer the consequences. I told 
her that she’d never be invited back 
and from now on would have to pay 
through a different method. I finished 
breakfast off with a cup of tea and then 
readied myself for the day.  

Standing at the door to the office 
and everything precious to me I go 

Melanie was using her sex to make me 
fall in love with her, not because she 
was in love with me, but because she, 
like those others, wanted what I had, 
and I recognised the subtle hints of this 
in their faces and in their behaviour. 
When they started to act as Melanie 
was acting, I knew it was a show. This 
had been torturing me and festering 
away in my thoughts for months.  

“Stop it,” she cried. “You’re hurting.”

“You want hurt?” I shouted, my voice 
echoing around the empty house, 
before I whispered cruelly into her 
ear, “I’ll give you hurt,” and I don’t 
know why, but I punched her, not hard, 
but hard enough for blood to appear 
through the gaps between her teeth.  

I had never done anything like that 
before in my life, and I watched on 
curiously as her mouth quivered. In a 
daze she clasped a hand over where 
she’d been hit and tried to cry, and I 
inspected her closely in this moment 
with some amazement, as nothing, no 
tears, no sound came out. 

Next her shoulders curled over, her 
back arched out and she became visibly 
smaller right there in front of my eyes. 
She turned into a sad pathetic hunched 
figure when the sobbing eventually 
started. The sound of it felt right, 
made me feel better somehow, as if I 
were drinking in some of her goodness 
for myself, draining it away from her 
body and leaving behind only pain 
and misery. I was teaching Melanie a 
valuable lesson, but I doubt she will 
ever give me credit for it. However, I 
knew that in the future she would feel 
shame about this night, what she did 
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through the daily routine of undoing 
the various locks, punching in the right 
series of key codes and giving the main 
controlling computer my thumb print 
and retinal scan. Following this, there is 
a satisfying hiss that tells me the steel 
door is unlocked. The door is heavy to 
open. 

Once inside the office I do the same 
thing every day. I check the essentials, 
sit down at my desk, which faces a 
giant screen built into the wall, and 
log onto the system and enter the code 
that stops it from hitting the fan. With 
a few clicks of the mouse I then run the 
Watcher programme.

On this day I was not expecting 
much. The Watcher programme 
was functioning correctly, it had 
properly selected the information it 
was programmed to pick out, but for 
the tenth day running there wasn’t 
much to see. It played nothing of 
interest, nothing of genuine quality 
that I could use. A few years ago and 
I wouldn’t have believed it and would 
have laughed at the suggestion of this 
happening, but now, instead, on the 
back of a ten-day drought, I found it 
confusing beyond belief. There had 
been lulls before, that is the ebb and 
flow of life, but to go one day with 
nothing happening? That was unheard 
of. But ten days in a row? That was 
something else altogether. 

I ran a number of tests and expanded 
the search terms, just as I had done the 
previous nine days, in case something 
had been missed or overlooked. Again 
this proved a total waste of time. I do 
not believe in coincidence. Everything 
happens for a reason. There is a 

purpose behind everything that happens 
in this Universe, and the trick, I have 
found, is in understanding its purpose 
and learning its habits - do this and you 
have control. Ten days of nothing made 
me think that something significant 
must have happened to the population 
of Mortonvale.

At the beginning of 2005 I ended 
my career as what media observers 
describe as ‘Internet pirate’. Wealth no 
longer held its appeal. Through various 
schemes and scams I had amassed 
more money than I wanted or needed, 
enough to last not just this but several 
lifetimes. What I really wanted was for 
people to know who Zoltan Durkin was 
and to recognise my genius. I wanted to 
be worshiped. 

My last act of Internet piracy was 
making it possible for people all over 
the world with broadband to watch the 
English Premier League, and all other 
football matches, for free. As I was 
working on this project I silently hacked 
into Mortonvale’s security system and 
begun work on my dynasty. It wasn’t 
difficult to get inside, and within no 
time at all I acquired complete access 
to all of the town’s cctv and security 
cameras. 

Right away I started work on the 
Watcher Programme and embedded it 
deep into the town’s security system, so 
undetected I could study all the camera 
footage. I even added my own spy 
cameras to Mortonvale, placing them in 
shops, pubs, toilets, hotel rooms, car 
parks, changing rooms, taxis, buses, bus 
stops, streets, park gardens and other 
places, and I hooked them up to the 
Watcher Programme too. 



��

The Watcher Programme is a unique 
computer application that within 
minutes scans the day’s footage from 
every camera operating in Mortonvale. 
I built the programme to recognise 
the body shapes of people living in the 
town and to correctly identify them. 
It will also listen out for certain words 
and phrases, and watch out for certain 
actions which it then delivers to me in 
a handy compilation highlights package. 
I can also use the Watcher Programme 
to investigate archived camera footage, 
which is extremely useful for piecing 
together information. I also used it to 
delete and edit official cctv records, so 
that mine were the only copies of the 
full history. 

In the beginning I focused on key 
targets: the town’s politicians, senior 
police officials and officers, the editors 
of the town’s two newspapers, and 
the lady who lived next door to my 
parents, who used to grass me up to 
them all the time when I was a kid. 
Each received a letter and a CD-rom. 
The letter explained how they were 
being blackmailed and that the CD-
rom contained examples of scenes 
starring themselves which they would 
much rather be kept private than made 
public. It also stated that I would be 
contacting other people of equal or 
higher importance than they with their 
own CD-rom of compromising material, 
and I included a comprehensive list of 
those people so they would see that I 
had the power to take them all down.    

I also used the letter to explain who I 
was and what would happen if I were 
never able to go to my office and type 
in the code that keeps their careers on 
track, their marriages together, their 

families as one, their friends as still 
their friends, and themselves out of 
prison. 

I went on to say that I had constructed 
video dossiers on nearly everyone 
living in Mortonvale and that I would 
soon be blackmailing them as well. I 
also warned that if I didn’t get what 
I wanted whenever I wanted it, they 
would all pay. 

In the interests of my own security 
I advised in the letters that I had 
constructed an IT system so that the 
embarrassing actions and wrongdoings 
of a whole town would be made public 
at once in the most devastating way 
possible if a code wasn’t punched 
in each day to prevent that from 
happening. The town, I stressed, could 
be made a laughing stock across the 
world if they failed to do exactly what 
I wanted, and all it would take for that 
to happen was for one person to upset 
me. If just one person fails to comply 
they will all suffer.  

In all those first letters, except the one 
to the woman who lived next to my 
parents, I told them that all I wanted 
from them at this stage was their 
protection and cooperation to make 
my plans happen. Do that and I will 
spare you, my letter informed. I told 
my parents’ neighbour that she should 
bring me breakfast every day until I was 
bored of it.

It worked better than I thought. 
Everyone fell in line. I even met with 
the senior officials - who were most 
obliging and helpful - to discuss my 
plans, and soon I was blackmailing 
almost the entire town. In exchange 
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for protecting their secrets I take their 
money, not all of it, just what each 
person can afford, and I always eat 
out for free and have the best table 
wherever I go. I have yet to buy a 
drink. In fact, I never buy anything. 
My shopping arrives at my door and 
is always paid for. The town’s finest 
craftsmen look after my home, and I 
never have to do anything around it in 
the way of upkeep. I sleep with men’s 
wives, daughters and girlfriends, and I 
have satisfied every urge and perversion 
that has entered my mind. Whatever 
I want, I get. The whole town would 
rather keep quiet and indulge my whims 
and desires than reveal to each other 
and the world their sins. For want of a 
better way of putting it, I am like the 
Lord of Mortonvale.  

In ten years of blackmailing the town 
there has never been one day where 
someone somewhere hasn’t done 
something I can hold against them 
and use to my advantage. However, 
something had happened. Something 
was wrong. I did, however, have two 
theories as to why.

One was that my scheme had reached 
a conclusion and the last ten days were 
evidence that the people of Mortonvale 
had been forced by my prescience 
to alter their behaviour. It was not 
unreasonable to think that knowing I 
was watching everywhere was having 
an influencing effect and making them 
think hard before deciding on any 
course of action. I had made them 
change.

The second theory was that my scheme 
had yet to reach a conclusion, and 
that the residents were now simply 

conducting their business outside my 
field of vision. They had modified their 
behaviour, but in a different way. 
Knowing I was in the shadows watching 
was forcing them to go elsewhere. 

I did not know which theory was more 
feasible. Had I cured a whole town 
of lying, cheating, backstabbing, 
corruption, bullying, and all its 
embarrassing and indecent behaviour? 
Or had I forced the residents to operate 
outside of my authority? On the surface 
there was no way of telling, and not 
knowing was driving me mad, but 
something had caused a change and 
these two theories at that stage were 
the most likely of explanations.

Mandy arrived later that day and right 
from the start was different to the 
others. We got on well. We talked. She 
told me how she and her son moved 
to Mortonvale last year. In the short 
time of her living here the Watcher 
Programme had caught her shoplifting 
on several occasions, gossiping, 
littering and pulling stupid faces behind 
people’s backs. She wasn’t angry with 
me, and thought it funny that I was 
blackmailing her and everyone else 
- she said she wished she could do 
something like that. She told me about 
her failed relationships, and how she 
only shoplifted to support her son and 
herself, and only did this when there 
were no alternatives. She made me 
laugh. Talking to her was fun. It felt 
complete. I was falling in love.

She wanted to know why I would do 
such a thing as blackmail the whole 
town and asked me if I felt guilty. I 
told her that I did not feel guilty. I 
told her that everything humans do in 
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this world is imagined, and to prove 
my point I showed her a globe of the 
world and explained to her that the 
borders she could see only exist in the 
imaginations of men and women who 
create and believe in them. The same 
applies to religion, and money too, I 
said, passing her a wad of notes to buy 
presents for her child. I told her that 
with good imagination money stops 
being worthless slips of paper and coins 
and figures on bank statements, and 
that it can actually take on value. I said 
that because everything is imagined the 
laws actually mean nothing, and that 
wars were for kicks, unless she had a 
better reason for them happening, and 
that nothing was always worth fighting 
for and having wars over. She laughed 
and said I sounded crazy, and I laughed 
and said that I only sound crazy because 
I was describing the world and it is the 
world that is crazy, not me. I told her 
that it depends what you are here for, 
and that I was here to make myself 
happy by any means necessary and to 
hell with everyone else.

The days passed into weeks and Mandy 
and her son moved in with me. We did 
everything together and the residents 
of Mortonvale and I spoiled them both 
rotten, giving them everything their 
hearts desired. The Watcher Programme 
was still finding nothing new for me to 
blackmail people with, but I already 
had enough footage on everyone in the 
archive anyway. 

Soon Mandy and I began talking of 
marriage. I wasn’t sure who brought 
it up first, her or me, but we both 
decided that it would be the grandest 
day Mortonvale had ever seen. We 
dreamt about how the day would be 

and in our minds the roads would be 
filled with rose petals and she would 
walk barefoot to the church and 
everyone would line the streets and 
the men would tip their hats and the 
ladies would curtsey and comment on 
how beautiful Mandy was in her dress. 
Bands would play in the streets and 
there would be enough food and drink 
for everyone. It would be a celebration 
like no other.

We had our first tiff over the 
honeymoon. I told Mandy that I couldn’t 
travel anywhere because I needed 
to be at home to enter the codes to 
stop my computer from hijacking the 
world’s media and using it to broadcast 
Mortonvale’s indiscretions to what 
would be a stunned audience. She was 
angry to start with, but then quickly 
thought it was funny and said that for 
someone so clever I sure was stupid. 
When I asked her to explain what she 
meant she said that the residents of 
Mortonvale could come and go as they 
pleased, but all I had done was turn 
myself into a highly pampered prisoner 
who could go nowhere. 

She couldn’t believe I had set my 
system up like this and that I always 
had to be here on time to punch in the 
code. Mandy thought this hysterical. 
She held up the globe and said that 
even if borders were imaginary I’d 
never be able to see them from my 
office. I understood her sentiment and 
it stung. 

Mandy asked if there was anything 
I could do, but I explained that the 
system was well protected and could 
not be operated externally and that I 
had to be here to enter the code. She 
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asked if it had to be me, and I said 
yes, although technically I could set 
someone else up to have access to the 
office and the computer, and so she 
suggested her son, Will. 

Will was fourteen and a good kid. He 
already knew more about computers 
than I did at his age and I could 
easily teach him to use the Watcher 
Programme. Mandy said that it made 
sense, she could pull him out of school 
and the teachers could pay their 
‘Zoltan tax’ by schooling Will out of 
hours and helping him through his 
education. She even said the private 
one-to-one tuition would probably be of 
greater benefit to him than sitting in a 
class with loads of other kids. She also 
said that by teaching Will the Watcher 
Programme and setting him up to use 
it I would be creating a legacy, and 
that Will could take care of everything 
while she and I saw the world on our 
honeymoon. When she said all this she 
looked so beautiful and my heart was 
pounding so much that I think she could 
have said anything and I would have 
agreed. 

And so I scanned Will’s retina and 
fingerprints into the computer and 
set him up as a user of the Watcher 
Programme. I taught him the codes to 
enter the office and I taught him the 
code to keep the Watcher Programme 
from broadcasting Mortonvale’s shady 
history to an unsuspecting world. I 
told Will about how the people in 
Mortonvale had changed and he asked 
me to teach him how to hack and that 
we should expand our enterprise into 
surrounding towns and villages and 
further a field. 

For the first time in my life I felt proud 
and content. I was getting married, 
I had love, I had the power to do 
anything, and now I had the freedom 
to go anywhere. I had no reason to 
think any of this was an illusion or that 
Mandy and her son were the products 
of imagination and as real as fairies at 
the bottom of the garden, monsters in 
the wardrobe or lines on a map that 
separate the world from being one. 
Mandy and Will seemed real to me and 
that was what counted.

Now I stand at my window, and there’s 
no need for secret hidden electronic 
seeing devices, because with my own 
eyes I see the angry mob walking up the 
driveway approaching the house. There 
must be thousands of them. In fact, I 
think all of Mortonvale has turned out 
for the occasion.

I can’t enter the office to use the 
Watcher Programme or threaten them 
with it, because Will has locked himself 
in there and deleted my profile from 
the system. As far as the computer I 
built is concerned, I am not real. I no 
longer exist. Seems Will knows more 
about computers than I thought.

Mandy is walking with the mob near 
the front and I now have my doubts 
whether she is really Will’s mother. 
The pair must have been hired by the 
residents or are a part of some law 
enforcement agency brought in to stop 
me. Whoever they are, they are great 
actors who certainly had me fooled. 

The mob looks angry and ready to carry 
out justice. I am not sure what will 
happen next. I’m not sure I even care 
now. 






