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…and to celebrate, Pop Cult has 
pulled together a talented, but 
renegade band of misfits, artists, 
scoundrels, scientists, outlaws and 
philosophers to write creatively 
and report on this craziness we 
experience, this bizarre thing we 
call life. 

Everything we do is for the fun 
and pleasure of it. We hope 
you enjoy. 

However, in order to optimise 
your Pop Cult experience and find 
ultimate satisfaction in the stories, 
articles and features contained 
herein, we strongly recommend 
you lock yourself away and 
read them in the privacy of the 
bathroom. 

For the bathroom is a haven of 
quiet solitude away from distrac-
tion, it is perhaps the only place 
where we are ever truly alone. 
It offers a respite and sanctuary 
from everything hectic, noisy and 
demanding that lies beyond its 
locked door. So spoil yourself.     

Even so, Pop Cult can still be 
enjoyed in the living room, in a 
pub, on a train, in a library or any 
other reading place, conventional 
or otherwise.  

Pop Cult is as new for us as it is 
for you. We are still in the process 
of learning how to do this and 
we want to make it as good as 
we possibly can, so please, if you 
have any thoughts, suggestions or 

comments, contact us through our 
website www.popcult.biz 

Oh yes, one more thing, once 
you’ve finished reading Pop Cult, 
we ask that before you recycle it, 
you spread the word and give it to 
someone else. Hand it to a friend, 
or an enemy. Post it through a 
neighbour’s letterbox, give it to a 
work colleague, or leave it behind 
on your train seat or in the pub 
after you’ve left. We thank you. 

We also ask that you look out 
for the next issue of Pop Cult, due 
out April, which promises to be 
more of the same, but even better! 
(If you can believe such a thing) 

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 to the first edition of  Pop Cult! This is not a test. This is the modern 

world, it’s the ultimate party and we all have our invites…
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Day 1. 

I
t was during the time of deep saturation when 
the false prophets were first reported. They had 
been seen falling to earth in their titanium oxide-
coloured ships disguised as large flocks of frozen 

birds. They descended through the radiation levels, 
mutating as they came. Their genetics allowed them 
to breathe whilst being beneath the earth, where they 
had laid undetected for weeks. An early sighting by 
Felix Escobar on Friday 26 May, in the village of Saxilham 
Nethergate, was dismissed as the mad ramblings of a 
senile old fool. The local police laughed heartily that night 
at the local inn.

Day 2. 

O
n this day several doctors involved in the study 
of Complimentary Sleep Methods (based in 
a converted manor house near the village of 
Seething, not far from the initial drop point) 

began to detect anomalies within the sleep-kill records of 
several patients held in cryogenic suspension.  Professor 
Gevortsing, the most senior of the research team, had 
only ever encountered this phenomenon once before, 
“Many years ago” he muttered. “Many, many years, 
much more years than I care to remember, not that I 
can. Memories are like a jigsaw puzzle in a box, with 
it all mixed round and shuffled up and the occasional 
piece missing. Well, where was I? Oh, yes, I remem-
ber. It reminded me of when I returned home to my 
village in the Ukraine, after studying in St Petersburg 
– no one was left, all gone! It always thought that 
was odd.”

The professor knew in his heart that it was prob-
ably too late even at this early stage, but still nothing 
was done and no one was told.

Day 4.

T
he Prime Minister was by now aware of the poten-
tial danger to his proud country, and decided, after 
an emergency meeting with his war cabinet, that 
the people needed to know the truth. A newsflash 

announced to all and sundry that the likelihood of World 
Cup failure could lead to nation-wide depression and spats 
of unreasonable behavior, potentially followed by random 
acts of senseless violence. No mention was made about 
the mutant breed that would soon be upon us all. 

A shipment of Kalashnikov rifles (complete with civilian 
operation instructions and ammunition) was dropped by 
air into the infected village centres, killing several rush 
hour commuters before the public even knew what was 
happening. It mattered not, because the water supply was 
already poisoned, and as old ladies drank their afternoon 
tea, scales began appearing on their lower legs and hair 
sprouted profusely from the noses and ears of young 
school children.

Day 5. 

T
errible signs were seen on this day: Some rivers 
started to run backwards. Flying saucers were also 
seen hovering in the evening sky, burning strange 
shapes in cornfields and deliberately spoiling a 

perfectly good hemp crop. In desperation, Pagan celebri-
ties, attempting to pacify a nation, performed ceremonies, 
including the very bad practice of auto-necromancy, 

Tremors in Topcroft Street 
by Alan Gibson
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known to be tricky at the best of times, live on television, 
but nobody watched. Sirens screamed day long, and moth-
ers stole from their own children’s piggy banks. Desperate 
days indeed.

Day 3. 

A
n anachronistic upheaval high in the earth’s 
now burning stratosphere caused time to quite 
literally ‘convolute’ as the radiation permeated its 
temporal sphincter. This event resulted in the loss 

of Greenwich and all towns within a reasonable distance. 
The army dispatched 3000 elite archaeologists. Their mis-
sion was a vain attempt to retrieve the missing time before 
it was too late.  Houses in the affected areas were found 
to contain the remains of relatives who had yet to die. And 
many survivors could not say whether or not things were 
better in the old days.

People became vague and did unto others as they 
would never have others do unto themselves. This resulted 
in a vast consternation of the masses.  

Day 9. 

T
he day before yesterday.  Operation Sunspot is 
unleashed on the enemy.  A small group of eco-
warriors gatecrash a private seminar of the global 
war cabinet, dressed as army horses. They some-

how manage to conduct a meeting with the American 
President, who was hiding in Feltwell, beneath a pile of 
stealth coats, which he had chewed ragged, such was the 
pressure he was under. It was however not more than 16 
seconds before the ringleaders were pinpointed and had 
their throats punched violently. Those not punched were 

Listening to ‘in shreds-live’ by The Cham
eleons

installed in the stud stables. 
This proved to be a critical time, for the aliens (now 

certified as somewhat less than human), had been 
discovered by amateur scientists. The fiends had been 
applying layers of meringue over the ice caps at both ends 
of the earth. Clearly the intent was to implode some kind 
of intra-sonic device, causing a quake in the ‘P-zone’ layer. 
The resulting constant baking would be used to feed their 
own brooding hoard.

Day 11. 

W
ell, you don’t need me to tell you the state 
we have reached now. Most occupants of 
this hollow globe that we used to name 
home have partaken of aggression on an 

extraordinary scale.  Fighting the darkness alone, I have 
returned from the place of braving to bring tidings of evil 
beyond our dourest foretelling. 

The time has come to leave dairy products out of 
the refrigerator, and to begin smoking heavily. The 
prophesy of woe, financial chaos, and domination by 
the flaxen enemy is upon us. The only hope now left 
to humanity is to breed an army of wasps so vast as to 
fill a county the size of Norfolk, and to unleash them 
into the bowels of this fragile world, but first we need 
to find a hero who must willingly go forth into certain 
death, carrying a big stick covered in honey. 

In future times, perhaps you may chance upon this 
engraving, and know the deeds of this race. Heed the 
signs, recognise the warnings and know your enemy. Be 
nothing if not critical and live life to the quick.   
Will you do this one small thing for me?
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Touchdown in Omsk

S
hort on time and cash, we arrived in Omsk 
at the bastard hour of 3am. The streets 
were empty outside our hotel, a tall block 
on the banks of the Irtysh River. My eyes 

weighed heavy in my head like ball bearings, whilst 
our passports were again scrutinised in the marble 
floored reception. On waiting, I met a man from Cork, 
whose name I didn’t understand. He was here to run 
tomorrow’s marathon - his fiftieth in total. Staggered, 
I asked if he had any advice for the first timer. “Enjoy 
it,” he said. “Jus’ take it at yer own pace.” With that, 
I took the stairs to my room, headed straight to the 
double bed and collapsed into sleep. I awoke an hour 
later. The race began in twenty-four hours, and I felt 
lousy. 

Conserving energy, I took the lift to reception. 
My co-runner, Scott, was already there, attentively 
applying sun block to his forearms. We were here to 
meet our race representative, Yana, a svelte twenty-
one year old, and fluent in English. I sank back into a 
leather sofa as she softly explained tomorrow’s race 
arrangements. “I don’t know if you have plans,” she 
said. “But would you like me to show you around 
the city?” Scott and I, along with a handful of other 
runners, agreed. Outside people spoke of their hopes 
for the race. “Anything under five hours, anything at 
all. Nothing can be as tough as Boston - I hope!” 
Killing time

W
e collected our race numbers, taking 
periodical sips from bottles of water as 
the temperature began to rise. Yana was 
bombarded with a series of questions, 

when an answer to one poked me between the 
eyes like a hundred ‘I told you so’s.’ “Oh,” she said. 
“Temperatures will rise above thirty degrees Celsius.” 
Research had suggested significantly cooler tempera-
tures to myself and Scott - a bear of a man, who, 
being aggressively ginger haired and fair skinned had 

Running Scared in Siberia 
by Mark Sanderson  

I found myself lying rigid, oblivious to the reasons why, unable to move and not wanting to.  

I thought back, but there was nothing.  Running the Siberian Marathon began as a silly idea first 

conceived eight months earlier. It seemed sillier still after regaining consciousness in hospital.

a lifetime’s respect for the bedside light - let alone the 
sun - behind him. 

“Well Scotty,” I sighed. “We wanted some action, 
didn’t we?”  

“Yep,” nodded Scott, “And now we’ve got it.” He 
grinned, taking a defiant slug from his water bottle. 

We continued to walk, passing a statue of 
Dostoyevsky, the renowned writer. He along with 
many other political prisoners and criminals alike were 
sentenced here, in Siberia, to katorga (hard labour), 
sometimes for decades amongst severe and unforgiv-
ing winters. The rest of the afternoon faded into 
obscurity. From my jet-lagged perspective, Siberia still 
appeared to be absorbed by its miserable past, but 

had found a hiding place in the sun, behind excited 
voices that faded into the drone of traffic. 

Back at the hotel, Scott and I chewed through an 
obligatory bowl of pasta. We retired to our rooms to 
unwind and get an early night’s rest. Little did I know 
that my weekend would descend into a pit of fear and 
nausea. 

It was only 9pm and although I was tired I couldn’t 
sleep. This was tiring. A night on the booze was the 
only answer, but seeing as I planned to run twenty-six 
miles in tropical heat the next morning, I thought 
better of it. Instead, I fidgeted. It was too hot with the 
window closed, but too noisy with it open. The night’s 
sleep was treacherous; I fell in and out of dreams 
about not being able to sleep, each time waking 
amongst a tangle of nylon sheets. Morning couldn’t 
come quickly enough. 4
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Race morning

T
he big day had arrived. I awoke before my 
6am alarm even had chance to sound. Whilst 
pinning my race number to my vest I noticed 
my previous night’s diary entry, open on the 

floor. “Nowhere to go. No sleep. What now? Forty 
Kilometres on a sleepless night? Good luck.”

I made my way to the breakfast hall and picked 
at some sliced fruit and croissants. Before long, Scott 
had joined me. He too had endured a torrid night. He 
then proceeded to submerge into a bowl of cereal, as 
I poured myself another glass of apple juice. Sitting 
adjacent to us were an eight-strong running club from 
the Midlands. One of them, wiry haired and beady 
eyed, introduced himself as Bob. 

 “Looking forward to it?” he stuttered. 
 “Yeah,” I said, ruminating on a slice of orange. “I 

really think I might be.” 
 “Can’t r-r-run today, stomach upset.”
 Bob had come all this way and now he couldn’t 

run because he had the runs. He insisted that running 
when not 100% fit was just foolhardy. Seeing as Bob 
and his chums were all fifty plus, it seemed to me that 
just their being here was foolhardy. 

 “Christ!” Whispered Scott. “If Dad’s army are 
running, we’ll be okay.” With that he plunged back 
into his cornflakes. 

 Gathering our belongings, we made our last 
minute checks. Spare shirt, water, Lucozade, sun block 
- check. We went into the cool morning air where 
Yana was picking us up. Irish what’s-his-name, the 
guy from the hotel lobby the other morning, was al-
ready there - applying impenetrable layers of Vaseline 
to his inner thighs. Before long, we were within reach 
of the starting line, joined by twelve thousand others 
including Mikhail Khobotov, who was looking to win 
his third straight Siberian Marathon. 

 Scott and I smeared ourselves liberally with sun 
block - still wary of Yana’s forecast. Runners queued 
patiently at porter loos, keen to evacuate their bowels 
before the big off. For some, shirts and even trainers 
were an unnecessary luxury, preferring to run bare 
foot. Finding ourselves towards the back of the pack, 
the starting gun echoed through the sky, and slowly 
we began to reel in our competitors.
And they’re off

W
e enjoyed the big race atmosphere, 
feeling like Olympians as the crowds 
chanted our names, boldly printed on 
the back of our Great Britain vests. Some 

played on trumpets, some with drums and others 
shaking plastic Coca-Cola bottles filled with stones; 
makeshift percussion to the rhythm of trainer on 
tarmac, its beat leading me to deranged confusion. 
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Many memories of the race didn’t return to me until 
days and weeks later. Some are still missing. Here are 
my recollections.

 We plodded on, determined not to allow the 
excited spectators to dictate our pace. The sun tore 
through the cotton wool-filled sky, offering no shade. 
On we plodded. What irritated Scott provided me 
with a welcome distraction in the form of German-
Russian hybrid, Dieter. He appeared from nowhere. 
An incomprehensible buck-toothed teenager, whose 
eastern block haircut rendered him sexless to my 
squinting eyes. 

 We spoke neither German nor Russian, and what 
little English Dieter spoke was littered with raspberry 
noises that only he found hilarious. He wasn’t even a 
competitor, every now and then he would appear from 
the crowd, running with us for up to a mile at a time 
in his bodywarmer and unsuitable combat trousers. 
Looking as though he could vomit at any minute, he 
continued to will us on for reasons that never became 
clear. 

 The heat intensified. The water stations - at three 
mile intervals - became imperative. After two hours 
I began to fantasise about these stops, but when I 
put the bottle to my lips I longed for something more 
substantial, like Gatorade. We plodded on. It got hot-
ter. Dieter reappeared and vanished again, still making 
farting noises that he still found hilarious. I began to 
feel strange. I thought it would be nice if former priest 
Cornelius Horan would escape prison and prepare for 
the second coming - like he did with Brazil’s Marathon 
runner Vanderlei De Lima in the 2004 Olympics in 
Athens - by taking me down with a tranquilliser gun. 

 We’d been running for more than three hours 
now. I no longer waved at the crowd - I didn’t give 
two shits. Things weren’t going to plan. I put it down 
to the seven hours of flying stretched over twelve by 
two journeys completed yesterday. Three hours 
had passed. We entered part of the course that 
dispirited me. 

After a steady climb past the Omsk State Medical 
Academy, we were faced with a loop in the course, 
where essentially we were running down a strait 
along the Irtysh, turning round and going back up 
it. It was like doing laps of the school playing fields 
at break time. My legs were tight. This was normal 
though; in training I’d become used to running for 
up to three and a half hours at a time - occasion-
ally getting lost. But today I felt different. I felt 
mentally exhausted. 

 A water station provided thin slices of banana. 
Scott demolished his handful, but I was unable to 
stomach even the prospect of food and discarded 
them on the roadside. We’d been running for nearly 
twenty miles, the stage where many runners hit the 
dreaded wall, the body finally giving in to reason. 
Only then do you feel truly wretched, a tormented 
tangle of flesh, unable to do anything other than 
stagger forward. I was no longer able to ignore the 
fact that I was struggling to maintain stride with 
Scott, who appeared to float weightlessly like a 
beach ball drifting out on a tide, impossible to catch. 
I beckoned him on in nothing more than a faint 
whisper. After an initial protest, he said he’d meet 
me at the finish line. 

 “See you in Hell!’ he joked. He needn’t have 
worried; I was well on my way. 

Greedily sucking in air, I watched him disappear 
into a swarm of bobbing heads. Dieter returned, or 
at least I think he did. He was still making the same 
farting noises that by now - to his surprise - began 
to make me laugh uncontrollably. Dieter stopped 
making the noises. He stopped making any noise. 
The race was coming to an end, and although light 
headed, I was unable to pull out now, not even if I 
wanted to. Choice was no longer my prerogative. My 
legs moved under their own accord, under contract 
to reach the finishing line. They shuffled me through 
streets laden with spectators, all there to greet me 
- the hero. Twenty-two miles down - four to go. I 
passed under a succession of banners, mistaking 
each one for the finishing line. I began to rant 
incoherently at the crowd like a wide-eyed lunatic. I 
didn’t care, it was almost over. 
Hospital

T
he darkness lifted. With no past to cling to, 
I fell somewhere new, where my body no 
longer felt necessary. All I could see were a 
couple of lines in a local newspaper: local 

man dies when.......when what? Beneath the foreign 
voices it returned to me; I was in the Ukraine to run a 
marathon

Like a tape cassette left in the sun, I was 
warped out of shape, thousands of miles from 
home, semi-naked and unsure what awaited me. 
I was frightened, more so than ever. I couldn’t think 
straight. Thirst stole my thoughts, reducing them to 
shrivelled remains, unable to bear fruit without water. I 
needed to drink. I began rolling my head from side to side, 
looking for an escape from this 4
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nauseous terror. Masked figures pirouetted around 
a drip feed inserted into my left arm. “W w what 
happened?” I mumbled. “Did I finish?”
 “You collapsed, Mark, it was too hot” came the 
reply. “Can you tell us your full name?”
 “Did Scott finish?” I answered incorrectly.
 “Yes Mark, he finished. Now we need to know 
your name.” I opened my mouth to reply, realising 
that I really wasn’t too sure. “Errrrr…..” I stuttered. 
“It’s urm…” I could see their faces, expectancy 
quickly turning to sympathy. “Don’t worry Mark,” 
said the voice, who introduced himself as Kostya.
 “Sanderson!” I said. “My name is Mark 
Sanderson!” Never had I been so proud to 
remember my name. “It was Noel who noticed you, 
Mark,” said Kostya. “He noticed your Union Jack 
vest, and was concerned for a compatriot.”

Noel joined Kostya. “Well, you can thank Kostya 
too,” said Noel. “He convinced me to stay in the 
café for another beer and shashlyk.” I thanked the 
pair of them. “You just keeled over, then the crowd 
broke your fall and called an ambulance.”  

 “I’m so thirsty,” I announced. “Can I have a 
drink?” Kostya spoke to the doctors before produc-
ing an ice cool bottle of mineral water. Gently he 
held it to my lips, and I took a shallow sip. No 
sooner had I swallowed, I bolted upright, vomiting 
over my semi-naked torso. 

N
ow self-respect had vanished along with my 
only item of clothing - a pair of sweat-
drenched, and now vomit-covered boxer 
shorts, quickly replaced by new bedding and 

a pair of pyjama bottoms. I’d come all this way just 
to collapse. Thirst momentarily made way to stinging 
disappointment. I thought back to a catalogue of past 
follies, too may to mention; starting with picking up a 
soldering iron at the wrong end in 1984, and finishing 
when rendering my cargo of sandwiches defunct by 
reversing into a forty foot oak tree on my second and 
last day of a delivery job. A pattern was emerging. 

I
t was time to leave. My bed rattled through 
dimly-lit corridors. Notions of up and down were 
continually relative, forward motion started my 
head spinning like a casino wheel. My breathing 

became heavy, what next? My liver? Perhaps my 
kidneys too? Scoop out his brains, stitch them in a 
chimpanzee and send him into space on a diet of 
cheap speed and bananas, all in the name of progress. 

I 
was shivering with fear as white coats appeared 
without warning before me. Saliva began its 
improbable uphill journey to my throat - the 
flashing amber for vomit’s imminent departure. 

Once again, its hot projectile met cold sweat, leaving 
me utterly depleted. I laid there in my own foul water. 
Again I was changed into new under-garments then 
lifted into a bed in a different ward where I was to 
spend the night. I was groggy but much improved. 

 
A nurse with a mouthful of gold teeth kept me in 
constant supply of cups of tea, and before long it 
was dark. Time to sleep, but with all the tea I’d 
taken on board I was in need of a piss. Struggling 

to my feet, I went at it like a racehorse, almost filling 
a plastic bottle to its capacity. Then, without warning 
or invitation, faeces foul stench made its presence 
known. I had soiled myself. Using the wall as leverage, 
I slowly made my way to the toilet to clean myself up, 
before dumping the damned pyjamas and returning 
to the soggy fit of my sorry boxer shorts. With that, I 
fell asleep.  

T
he next morning I was collected by Yana and 
Scott. “Has anyone seen my clothes?” I said. 
Yana grinned sympathetically, she had no 
clothes for me, but a medal instead that she 

put around my neck. I told Scott about my brown 
despair, wondering where my trainers ended up. 

“Ha ha,“ laughed Scott. “P’haps they took them 
in lieu of all the pyjamas you got through!“ I had 
no answer.

 It was time to go - I needed a shower.
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I
t was when the relationship fizzled, but my excite-
ment at hearing the ‘bleep bleep’ continued, that 
I realised it wasn’t the person I was 100% hooked 
on after all… but that the sound of an incoming 

text was doing it for me almost as much…
I remember times gone by when you only had a 

landline number to swap and you weren’t even the 
person paying the bill. In those days you’d have to 
stay in and wait for the call (not that your social life at 
13 consisted of much more than staying in your bed-
room, anyway).  But still, the point remains: you were 
rooted to a static phone where a time delay of a day, 
or three, seemed perfectly acceptable.  That was even 
before ‘1471’.  Then if the call finally came and you 
couldn’t answer it in time, nothing to worry about, 
your parents would (clearly this was the cause of 
many a moment of teenage angst). At least you would 
know whether or not they’d called.  Right?  But what 
would your parents say to them?  What would you say 
to your parents later on?  I cringe at the conversations 
now…  “So… who’s Glenn?” mum would ask with 
wide eyes. Argghh! None of your business! I just 
need you to take the message, pass it on and mention 
nothing more about it, ever again.

T
hank goodness I’ve left home. And thanks to 
all of you telecoms giants for allowing me to 
conduct my love life (in virtual privacy) over 
your networks. Mobile phones have opened 

up a whole new world of dating possibility, but they 
have also created a unique set of conundrums.  Don’t 
get me wrong; I’m an advocate of the mobile phone 
as it enables us to communicate like never before. 
There are clear benefits when it comes to starting 
and maintaining a relationship in the 21st century.  It 
means you can meet someone and after getting over 
the hurdle of swapping numbers you can send a little 
message to ‘test the water,’ without having too much 
egg on your face if that person doesn’t want to meet 
up again.4 

How’s your text life? 
by Saskia Diablo

I think I’m in love with my mobile. After a series of failed relationships, where I was 

obsessively listening out for the ‘bleep bleep’ as another text landed from my latest 

love interest, it soon became apparent what was the true source of my affection  

– it was ‘beep beep’, not ‘bang bang’ that was at the forefront of my mind. 
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 Well, not quite as much as you thought they might 
following three glasses of white. But as much as 
the mobile phone encourages our love lives, it also 
brings with it a new set of ‘rules’ in terms of dating 
etiquette and in-depth analysis to be had amongst 
like-minded friends. Exchanging phone numbers on a 
night out is just the beginning…

P
icture this: you’ve spent the night eyeing up a 
potential cutie and decide nothing ventured, 
nothing gained. In a moment of sheer brav-
ery, you make an approach and break the ice.  

Inevitably, this leads to numbers being swapped.  
You say your goodbyes and promise to be in touch. 
This is also when things kick off between you and 
your trusty mobile mate.  Depending on how much of 
a connection there’s been, it’s sometimes acceptable 
to be in touch that very same evening with a, “Nice 
to meet u x” or “Ur gorgeous x” type message. This 
would never have been the way to do things 15 years 
ago. That would be seen as far too keen, drunk or 
downright desperate. And yet in these mobile times 
it is apparently acceptable, even expected.

I
t’s amazing how people have different text 
personalities too. Pple abbrevi8 wurds in different 
ways, some use emoticons (those grammatical 
characters that make up smiley, cheeky, miserable 

faces etc.), some offer kisses, some don’t, some pack 
their messages full to bursting to really get the most 
out of their 10p whilst others use three words to 
convey a message. A lot of time can be spent analys-
ing those first few messages you’ll receive from a 
new date.  Probably far too much time, actually. Time 
I could spend volunteering for the local Samaritans, 
or something equally worthwhile, but choose not to. 
You’ll understand if you’ve been there.

I
’ve dated guys where showering you with virtual 
‘x’s’ is the norm.  In fact one guy filled an entire 
text message with them.  I thought it was cute, 
if not a tad obsessive. Others will just include the 

one or two at the end of their message. And possibly 
give their mum the same treatment. And in the world 
of texting, size does matter. The bigger the ‘X’, the 
greater the sentiment, right?  One friend described it 
as ‘a big wet one’ versus ‘a little pecky one’. I’m not 
sure I appreciated having yet another element of the 
message to analyse.

T
ime taken to send and respond to texts is 
also a big deal when it comes to text life.  
Technology has made messaging so fast that 
almost within seconds of pressing ‘send’ you 

can feel the anticipation/anguish of when you may/
may not receive a response back. As a self-confessed 
control freak, I don’t relish these moments. Especially 
if it’s an earthmoving question like, “So do you fancy 
meeting up sometime this week?” I have been known 
to leave my phone in the car so I don’t have the 
constant distraction of whether or not someone has 
texted back, let alone whether or not the response is 
positive. It’s funny how sometimes I’d prefer not to 
know whether I’ve received a text, than to know that 
I definitely have not.  For a friend of mine it’s enough 
to know that she’s received a text from her loved one 
 – she doesn’t even need to read it. Just seeing their 
name on the mobile screen is enough to keep her 
feeling textually satisfied, so she often chooses just 
to leave the message there, unread, just to wallow in 
that warm feeling.

O
ne thing for sure is that once the texting 
standard has been set by your new date, 
it sets the benchmark for the rest of the 
relationship, however long or short it turns 

out to be. It provides guidance when you’re in deep 
analysis with friends regarding why someone hasn’t 
texted you back immediately (within 10 minutes at 
least), why the kissey face is missing or why they 
didn’t send the ‘nite nite x’ text as usual. Do you 
think we’re over-complicating things?  Highly likely. 
Maybe their battery just ran out. But I’ve found 
myself forwarding entire texts to friends so they can 
analyse every element of a text with me. It’s not just 
the words after all; it’s how they’re written, punctu-
ated and illustrated that say just as much as the 
words themselves, isn’t it?! Your own personal text 
benchmark is just as critical: do I include a question 
which will require a response? If they don’t text me 
back an answer I’ll feel rejected; but if I don’t include 
a question at all then it might draw the conversation 
to an abrupt halt?  How many kisses should I include? 
If they text just the one, should I follow suit and do 
the same? Shall I text back immediately? Within the 
hour? Or leave til the next day? What length of time 
delay indicates my interest, but doesn’t make me look 
too desperate?  And the mind boggles how they’d 
feel if they ever realised just how much thought I put 
into these little messages. Embarrassing doesn’t even 
begin to describe it.

I
n the middle of a particularly frenzied period of 
texting activity, things can get a bit hectic, even 
for me and my text addiction. Because essentially 
that’s what it is – an addiction – we’re talking 



13

about: “Hello my name is Saskia Diablo and I’m addicted 
to text.” I’ve had nights where conducting up to five 
separate text conversations is not unusual. Forwarding 
messages back and forth to friends for analysis as they 
come in from my latest beau. This obviously has its own 
set of pitfalls that several mates of mine have fallen into. 
In one moment of madness, one friend sent her most 
recent date a text intended for my eyes only about how 
she was still in love with her ex-boyfriend. Another did 
the same, accidentally texting her current partner how 
her “nerves are shot to pieces through stressing over the 
relationship.” Oops. Our thumbs can go a bit crazy at 
times. This type of faux pas would never have occurred 
in the days when we were helplessly dependent on a 
landline.

O
f course, once a new relationship is full steam 
ahead, the mobile phone opens up a whole 
range of new experiences, like text sex for 
example. One friend of mine did an entire 

striptease for a long distance love all via multimedia 
messaging. Apparently, finding an erotic position for him, 
whilst flattering her wobbly bits, all by herself, with one 
arm, required the skills of a professional contortionist. 

Other girlfriends have received pictures in return.  Which 
leads me to another contentious point: why do some guys 
think it’s OK to send pictures of their genitalia over text? 
It’s not a turn on. It’s just not. Ask almost any woman. I 
guarantee the response will be the same the world over. 
When we gave out our mobile numbers all that time 
ago, was there an unconscious subtext that also invited 
pictures of their manhood? Not from me. And anyway, 
when it’s shrunk to less than a centimetre in length, how 
can they think we’d actually be impressed!?!

O
n regaling stories of my textual exploits to one 
of my married friends, she recoiled in horror 
at the stress of it all. Her advice to me was to 
throw away my mobile and only give out my 

landline number from now on. Her theory is that it should 
sort the men from the boys, as it were. Those who are 
serious about you will have the courage to make that call 
where you’re actually forced to talk. Those who aren’t 
won’t bother, and at least it will save you the text games. 
In a lot of ways she’s right. Although mobile communica-
tions were meant to open up lines of communication, in 
many ways they’ve closed them down. We don’t talk as 
much as we should and there’s really no substitute for 
the spoken word. But even knowing all of that, I couldn’t 
possibly bring myself to throw my little friend away. After 
all, the mobile is imperative for emergency situations, 
isn’t it? Where would I be if my car broke down on the 
motorway? Or if I was mugged and left penniless? Or I 
needed to text a kissey face to the latest in a long line 
of potential suitors?!! Besides, my best friend dropped 
hers in a pint of water recently and it was like we were 
both going through some sort of bereavement until she’d 
managed to dry out the SIM and breathe new life into a 
piece of mobile hardware.  Throwing mine away is simply 
not an option.

S
o is this what dating is like in the 21st century? 
My deepest, and lets face it, my most stable con-
nection, is with the little computer at the bottom 
of my handbag. I suppose it’s simple psychology 

really; just like Pavlov’s dog salivated at the sound of a bell 
knowing tasty treats were on their way, I get a little tingle 
at the sound of a text alert as it makes me feel wanted.  
And we all like to feel wanted. Or maybe it’s just me that’s 
having a love affair with my mobile phone?  But from 
talking to my other single (and some attached) friends, 
I’d guess that I’m not entirely alone. Anyway, that dulcet 
“bleep bleep” has just echoed down my hallway. Better 
go, somebody loves me.  I think…

“In the world 

of texting,  

size does 

matter.  

The bigger the 

‘X’, the greater 

the sentiment, 

right?”
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And so like that we were off 
to Basel, Switzerland, home of 
the first patent for L.S.D., and 
home still to the doctor who first 
synthesised this most be-
loved of man-made psychedelics. 
Personally, I prefer naturally 
occurring psychedelics, such as 
the mushroom. But what are 
psychedelics anyway? And why 
should you care? 
We’re on a train, doctor Jones 
and I.  

I’m talking and watching 
myself at the same time. 
I’m in a strange mood. The 

doctor says someone is trying 
to get my attention. He’s says 
meditation and youga(-ga) 
may help, but now there’s 
a proscription on his only 
prescription, there’s nothing 
he can do. Nature has been 
banned.

It was cheaper to fly into 
Geneva, and take the train to 
Basel. An adventure I thought, but 
as the doctor pretends to sleep, 
and the Swiss countryside slides by 
in darkness, I count the cost and 
contemplate.  

Psychedelics occur naturally 
upon this planet. They occur 
in many, many different 
forms, and even occur natu-
rally in the human brain. They 
have been used for thousands 
of years sacrament=ally, and 
have been deified the whole 
world over. 

Ancient cultures have been 
founded on psychedelics (The 
only argument now over the 
Eleusinian mystery is the type 
of psychedelic involved.). They 
may even hold a key to our 
own evolution (See Terence 
McKenna’s ‘Food of the Gods’.)

Happy Birthday Doctor Hofmann
Simon Dobson reports from the L.S.D conference in Basel, Switzerland.

A conference? On L.S.D.? It’s doctor Jones on the phone.  

He’s not a real doctor, but he’s one of the few men I’d trust with 

my health. It’s to celebrate Albert Hofmann’s 100th birthday.
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Finally we pull into Basel SSB. 
The doctor ‘wakes’ and like that 
he’s off. He won’t stand still at 
railway stations, says it’s a sucker’s 
game and he doesn’t like to look 
lost.

As he strides off, to God knows 
where, I lug behind straggling with 
my bags. The good doctor always 
travels light.  

He hops on a tram. The first 
one he finds? I bumble behind. 
Luckily? The tram is going our 
way. Now all we need are tickets. 
Tickets please. It’s the undercover 
travel police. 

Tickets please. Two burly 
men stand in front of me. The 
doctor is gone. I play the tourist. It 
doesn’t wash. Now they want my 
passport. Flustered, I look around 
for the doctor. I hand over my 
passport. Can’t I just buy a ticket?

The tram stops. The men are 
getting off with my passport. With 
my passport! Hey! Now I sense a 
scam. They’ve nicked my passport. 
They’ve nicked my passport! 
They haven’t nicked my passport. 
They’ve nicked me, for travelling 
without a ticket. One last shot at 
pathetic tourist.

£10 later (the Swiss are 
neutrally lenient) I’m lost in Basel. 
It’s cold. It’s late. The doctor 
is nowhere to be seen. A kind 
stranger shines the way, and soon 
I’m in bed.

At breakfast, the doctor’s busy 
introducing himself to the young 
ladies opposite. He’s in full flow. 
No stopping him. 

So what’s in a name? The 
word drug is pretty heavy. 
And yet I have mushrooms 
for breakfast. Dr. Stanislav 
Grof likens psychedelics to 
microscopes, telescopes, and 
knives, wasted and danger-
ous in the hands of children, 
but tools for life.

So why are they illegal?
L.S.D. made the hippies. The 
hippies made peace and love. 
And as Bill Hicks tells us, 
‘peace and love f**k up the 
economy.’ If only they’d invest 
in different companies.

The conference; A three-day 
gathering of the clan; A celebra-
tion of Albert Hofmann and his 
100th birthday; It’s quite a crowd; 
Over fifteen hundred people from 
forty four different countries; All 
ages and social groups; Doctors, 
artists, hippies; 4

All interested in psychedelics.
Each day begins with a musical 

tune-in, a chance to gather your 
thoughts and quieten the system. 
The doctor reads.   

Alcoholics Anonymous 
founder Bill Wilson credited 
L.S.D. with helping cure his 
problems with drink, said 
it provided ‘a direct line to 
God.’ The same has been 
found recently amongst 
members of the Native 
American Church using 
peyote.

While some things expand 
our consciousness, or our view of 
the world, other things restrict it. 
With psychedelics banned, and 
24 hour drinking now encour-
aged, it makes you wonder what 
world-view our own government 
wants us to have.

There is so much to see and 
do. It’s impossible to take it all in. 
Like a good trip, it’ll take a while 
to assimilate; Talks on E.S.P. and 
psychedelics (a common phenom-
enon), talks on medicinal research 
with psychedelics and O.C.D., and 
on results with terminal illness (see 
www.maps.org). 4
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Talks on the C.I.A. and L.S.D., 
complete with an “I’m Joanna 
Harcourt-Smith and that did not 
happen” moment. (See Martin Lee’s 
excellent book ‘Acid Dreams’ for 
much more).

The religions of the future, 
like the religions of the past, 
will be based on a direct experi-
ence. An experience gained 
through the sacramental use 
of naturally occurring psych-
edelics, such as the mushroom 
and ayahuasca. It’s just a matter 
of time and legality. You can be 
your own guru. 

The sweet smell of another 
man-banned herb wafts across the 
auditorium. Apparently Basel used 

to have over 80 marijuana shops, 
but they proved so popular with the 
neighbouring French and Germans, 
that the Swiss were pressured to 
close them down. Isn’t that strange? 
Closed because they were too 
popular with the people. Are we, 
as Jeremy Narby says less free than 
Cro-Magnon man?

The conference comes to a close 
with a discussion on art, and on the 
problems of the label ‘psychedelic’. 
This gets the doctor going, and he’s 
soon up and bothering people. 

By limiting and labelling 
ourselves as ‘counter-culture’ 
we become part of the 
problem. Step aside let Nature 
happen. The New Age is 
coming, and this time it has 

some balls. Psychedelics can 
free you from the prison of 
your mind. Sometimes opening 
a door, sometimes blowing the 
roof off.

And that’s how my head feels. 
I have a toothache. My teeth are 
crumbling in my mouth. I tell the 
doctor. All he can say is, good, good. 
I forget why we’re friends. The doctor 
says that’s because his only medicine 
has now been banned.

As we get back on the train and 
head home, the sun shines and the 
sky is blue. I look out the window 
at the beautiful Swiss countryside. 
How can Nature be banned? Imagine 
a ban on trees, or on flowers. The 
world is turning psychedelic. Let’s 
make it a good trip.
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I
f only his eyesight was as poor as his taste in 
conversation, then I could have looked utterly 
confused. Even so, I could not hide the feelings of 
despair from my voice when I asked, “What has 

that got to do with what I just said? Hang on; you’re 
not even ill. Why are you having conversations like 
that with your doctor?”

“Who cares whether I am ill or not, you are miss-
ing my point. Once again you succeed at hearing but 
fail at listening.” 

Whenever my grandfather begins talking about 
‘hearing’ and ‘listening’, it is a sure-fire sign that he 
wants to lay down some heavy-duty wisdom. Knowing 
this, I sighed heavily, stood up, removed my coat, 
hung it on the back of the chair and sat back down 
again. Resigning myself to ‘hearing’ and ‘listening’ to 
more of his old hippie mumbo jumbo. My granddad is 
the king of psychobabble. 

“The advance of technology will one day mean 
you no longer have to think for yourself, things will be 
done for you, and life will suddenly seem boring and 
empty of challenge. How do we avert this happen-
ing? We invent challenges; we create projects and 
set about solving puzzles. Space exploration is just 
one such project, it stops the boredom, it pushes the 
human condition further that it has ever been before. 
Am I right?”

Although he hadn’t answered my original question, 
which was: ‘Do you think they’ll land a person on 
Mars in your lifetime?’ He was, at least, now skirting 
round the subject in a roundabout way.

“Am I right?!” He roared, spittle spraying out of 
his mouth and arcing over the table that separated us, 
droplets of which landed on my cheeks, nose and lips.

I tried to hide my disgust. Tried to make it casual 
as I wiped his mouth juices off my face with the sleeve 
of my jumper whilst I also tried to answer him “I 
suppose…”

“No supposing about it. We explore space because 
we are bored. Besides, it’s easier to land on Mars, 

or whatever planet you choose, than it is to… say, 
ensure that every child and mother on this planet is 
clothed, warm and fed.”

“Really?” This I could not believe.
“Now, do you remember my other idea?”
“Which one?”
“The one involving Marmite.”
“Which one?” I despaired. One weary afternoon, 

a few weeks’ back when I came to visit, Marmite was 
all the old fool could talk of. He even pulled a jar of 
it from the shelf and began whipping it round with a 
fork until it turned white; telling me the process was 
called oxidisation.

“Dear oh dear,” he said, not hiding his disap-
pointment in me. “I keep telling you, ideas will be the 
new currency in this century. If you don’t have ideas 
you will be bankrupt and have nothing. Sometimes 
I lay awake at night and worry you’ll never be able 
to write the number eight in the air with a finger on 
your right hand, whilst at the same time circling your 
right foot clockwise. Master that and you can achieve 
anything!”

He paused, took a swig of Vimto, and, after watch-
ing me fail a few times with the foot and finger thing, 
began talking again. 

“What I’m trying to tell you is that if we combine 
Marmite with space travel, we could cover the moon 
with it and create ourselves a space age savoury 
snack. Then, if Godzilla, King Kong, aliens, God, 
or whoever turns up, they can have a tasty bite to 
eat, kind of like a galactic picnic, Moon Cheese and 
Marmite. Yum.”

I stopped ‘hearing’ and ‘listening’ to his gibberish. 
That was until I was leaving and we were saying 
goodbye, when he said, “I’m only pulling your cord. 
What do I care if we land on Mars, or if Peter Andre 
lands on Jordan for that matter? It has nothing to do 
with me. All of that is a separate reality. You’d do well 
to concentrate more on yourself and those around 
you. Am I right?”

Carlos Castakeegan: A SEPARATE REALITY 

Further conversations with Don John

“I do not care for technology. Like I keep saying to the doctor, I’d rather wet myself than 
carry it around all day on my person in a bag. You can understand that, can’t you?”
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E
arly into the game and it does not look good 
for the black kingdom; hell is breaking loose. 
The Pawns are in revolt; disobedience is 
spreading through the ranks, especially now 

the Queen has been taken. The cause already looks 
hopeless. The King is deep in hiding and rumoured to 
be making plans for exile. Meanwhile, the church is 
falling apart. The Bishops, worried by the impeding 
invasion of white forces, are packing their treasures 
and artefacts and heading for the hills. Good luck to 
them. The Knight, depressed and lonely after his brave 
fighting companion was taken in an early skirmish, 
has laid down his weapons for good and taken an 
oath of peace. He now aimlessly wanders the board 
and beats himself daily with a Cat ‘o Nine Tails in a 
quest to seek God’s forgiveness and repent his former 
violent life. Still, when all is said and done, I am not 
out of this game, not just yet. 

Some moves later and my pieces, what is left 
of them, have been reduced to tears. That’s right, 
they are a blubbering inconsolable mess, and even 
the goat has stopped talking to me. I also fear the 
imminent loss of my Castle. Such is life. Truth is, I 
never liked that Castle, Rook, or whatever it is he calls 
himself these days. The wise talking smart-ass was 
always chiding me in front of the others with his witty 
remarks and cute one-liners. Good riddance, I say.

We have now entered into the endgame. It has 
all come about rather too suddenly for my liking, and 
what remains of the King’s counsel is showing remark-
able courage by deciding the best tactic, in this, our 
desperate situation, is to seek opportunity and steal 
a pawn into enemy territory and win our fair Queen 
back. God bless her. It is a long shot, which is why the 
King, being the King, is more interested in protecting 
himself and forcing a breakdown in play, producing 
stalemate.

It is a nervy standoff between the King and his 
counsel, both arguing their points well and in such a 
way that you would think either would have a more 
than reasonable chance of salvaging some dignity 

from this sorry disaster. Sadly, we will never have the 
opportunity to find out. Both set of plans have been 
plunged into chaos by a stray pawn wandering into 
enemy territory. We suspect the pawn to be drunk. In 
fact we are near certain of this, because he has taken 
the goat with him and was last seen disappearing 
into the horizon with his arm round the animal’s neck, 
hugging it for all he was worth and slurring these 
words: “I love you, little goaty fellow. Come here and 
give me a great big hug. You are my bestist friend 
in the whole wide world. You are the only one who 
understands me. Now let’s go get some kebabs.” 

It is my fear that we shall never see the goat, or 
pawn, again. Somehow, I feel responsible. After all, 
it was I who found the goat and it was I who enlisted 
the fellow who dragged the poor creature off. Well, 
I say enlisted, but what I really mean to say is press-
ganged, but press-ganging is not terribly in vogue 
these days; it’s not politically correct, so best not to 
mention it, mum is the word. 

Apologies for this offshoot, but for one second can 
I ask you to imagine a politically correct war, with the 
opposing sides firing flowers into the sky. Because 
if they shot them at each other, various health and 
safety rules would be breached, and hoards of 
clipboard-carrying men and women in hard hats 
would come out of the shadows, shaking their heads 
and muttering under their breath in their nasal voices 
that this ‘just will not do’. 

A politically correct war would certainly be a 
colourful event, bringing together differing faiths, 
cultures and beliefs. And out there, sprinkled amongst 
the battlefield ranks of able-bodied men and women, 
would be blind people, paraplegics and others with 
serious life challenges. The disabled would be present 
and correct, oh yes, they would be only too happy to 
be doing their bit for the war effort. 

Politically correct soldiers would wear bright, 
day-glo coloured uniforms, no need for camouflage, 
and every man, jack and woman in the ranks would 
be a dedicated fighter willing to launch the odd Lupin 

A Chessboard Crisis 
By Keegan Wilson

AKA: When differing ideologies collide, other loose solutions and the running 

out of options. 
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F
reud was wrong about women having penis 
envy. Women have a vagina and they know 
this. They also know that with a vagina they 
can have as many penises as they want. So, I 

ask you, what is there for the female to envy? 
After a lifetime spent observing the female species 

from all quarters, it might surprise you to learn that I 
have concluded that what women really have is beard 
envy. Yes beard envy, and you heard it here first.

A woman might think she has smashed through 
the glass ceiling with her big shoulder pads and power 
dressing ways, but inside she secretly knows that 
when she is in a boardroom meeting she can never 
listen to the speaker and ponder his words thought-
fully by caressing a hairy chin like a man can. This 
illusion of wisdom is beyond her and it smarts. She 
knows that in her short time on Earth she will never fit 
the description of having a ‘grey beard and wizened 
face’, just one of the many factors that hold her back 
and cause her to envy the beard so.     

Although I say beard envy, in truth, many women 
envy moustaches and there are some who even envy 
having no facial fuzz whatsoever, but these are a 
curious anomaly and we shall ignore their cases and 
concentrate exclusively on the vast majority who do 
envy facial hair and all its glorious options. In only five 
minutes, a man can deftly sculpt and transform his 
whole appearance to startling affect with the flick of a 
wrist and the touch of a razor, and she knows this. 

To compensate for this void in female kind, and to 
divert her from those feelings of envy, the cosmetic in-
dustry was born. I’m not saying the cosmetic industry 
is a good or a bad thing; many men and women have 
benefited from it, no doubt, but it has been terribly 
unkind to the animals, and even more so to the men 
who mistook the fully made-up animals for attractive 
women. Continued Page 28

Shunned and ridiculed by Academia and the 

Scientific Community for his unsound methods 

(he relies on the latest techniques in guess work 

and imagination), Pop Cult is happy to give a 

home to Dr Conroy Bluetint and provide a 

platform for his thoughts.

Freud was wrong…

or Peace Lilly into the air before going home to tea. 
Magnificent.

Oh well, that’s enough wild distraction. Back 
to the chess, and it’s at times like these (when I’m 
on the verge of defeat) that I am grateful I am not 
a Samurai, otherwise, I would now be impaling 
myself upon one of these chess pieces. Better still, 
I should impale my opponent instead (not really, 
this is a joke). Let it be known that I never promote 
the use of chess pieces in violence, it would be 
ridiculous. Any dummy knows what you need for 
violence are two big fists, possibly a knife, a gun 
would be good. And because any dummy knows 
this, I instead promote the ownership of a cowardly 
instinct and a fast running pair of legs.
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S
o you like to watch a bit of 
telly. No crime there, don’t 
we all?  Especially now, 
with the burgeoning spread 

of digital TV, we’ve got more 
“choice” than ever. 

A chance to watch even more 
repeats, more make-over shows, 
more reality TV… we can breathe 
easy, safe in the knowledge that 
there will always be something to 
watch. Whether it is the old safety 
blanket of a Friends episode, an 
early Simpsons or classic Only 
Fools and Horses, there is always 
something. All for the cost of a 
plastic box, at say £50, just so long 
as your current aerial doesn’t need 
to be updated and replaced by a 
digital-friendly model.  

Granted, you could nip down 
to your local TV shop, pay for a 
new one and fit it yourself, but 
personally I can’t do this for one 
very good reason - Rod Hull. In 
March 1999, the popular children’s 
television entertainer slipped from 
his rooftop and died after adjust-
ing his TV aerial in what was to be 
an ill-fated attempt to find a better 
picture for the Man U and Inter 
Milan game. Was he the victim 
of another of life’s unfortunate 
ironies, the story of a man who 
lived and worked in TV and was 
then ultimately, and so unneces-
sarily, killed by it? Alternatively, 

as we are surrounded by so many 
media mistruths, conspiracies and 
fakes, why should we not make 
one up here by suggesting there 
was something more sinister 
behind this? Was Rod a necessary 
high profile martyr, part of a 
cunning plot by the DTI and their 
approved aerial fitters? Or was he 
just a bit tipsy? We will probably 
never know.

Did Emu go up there with him? 
If he didn’t, maybe he should have 
- two brains being better than 
one and all that. Emu could have 
helped Rod tweak that aerial, or 
could have held the ladder. It is a 
shame Rod chose a flightless bird, 
if only he’d gone for an albatross 
or a stork, something agile and 
bulkier that might have been 
able to catch him as he fell then 
he might still be with us today… 
Keith Harris, take note. 

Apart from near total absence 
of puppets, flying or otherwise, 
TV is still popular and profitable. I 
don’t know about you, but every 
time I think I’ve got all the newest 
electronic goods (surround sound 
speakers are my latest indulgence), 
some kind soul, somewhere, goes 
and invents something else for me 
to invest in, but that’s capitalism, 
I suppose. However, there comes 
a point when you can say no, 
enough is enough, Titchmarsh 

looked good in 4:3, does he need 
to be any wider? 

The trouble is, you won’t be 
able to shun consumerism and 
lead a luddite existence soon - the 
Government have decided on the 
unthinkable: they are going to 
turn off the telly forever, well, the 
analogue signal that is, and in ten 
years we will all have to be digital!

Quite a few people are a bit 
freaked out by the idea of digital 
TV. A colleague of mine seems 
to think he’ll manage to avoid 
it all together. According to his 
(somewhat twisted, even by my 
standards) logic, the analogue 
signal will be turned off in ten 
years’ time, and by his calcula-
tions, if he keeps drinking at the 
rate he already does, he’s only got 
14 years left, and he reckons that 
he could survive the last four years 
of his life with no TV. Is he mad? 
No telly during your last four years 
sounds tricky to me. I suggested 
maybe, that if he really put his 
mind to it, and upped his alcohol 
intake accordingly, I’ll let you do 
the sums (he certainly couldn’t 
after nine o’clock), he could prob-
ably get his life expectancy down 
to ten years and avoid having to 
die television-less. 

Now, I don’t know about 
you, but as a kid I watched The 
Sting. (Not the tantric tree tickler 

Round the back

of the TV… 
a digital conspiracy?

By Steve Bowerman
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and maker of dull, pretentious 
music, but the film with Paul 
Newman and Robert Redford). I 
was fascinated by the way they 
engineered a time delay, so that 
the bookmakers shop they had set 
up could clean up on races that 
had just been run.

I always thought that if you 
could achieve a significant delay, 
the possibilities would be endless. 

Give it a few years and The 
Sting could be a reality.  Digital TV 
and radio seem to be broadcast 
at between 10 and 20 seconds 
behind real time, now that’s ok 
at the moment, if I want to know 
the correct time, I can switch on 
my old wireless and get the pips 
on Radio 4, safe in the knowledge 
that Big Ben is chiming away as I 
listen. I know this because I once 
had the pleasure of going to the 
top of Big Ben’s tower and have 
seen the microphone used by the 
BBC pointing at the bells. Once 
they switch off that signal we shall 
all be 20 seconds behind, will they 
adjust radio time-checks to com-
pensate? Will they adjust Big Ben 

accordingly? Will we switch over to 
a ‘digital time’? Who knows?  

Of course, as you’ve already 
worked out for yourself, the 
broadcasters will have 20 seconds 
on the rest of us, the Government 
of the day will be able to suppress 
and withhold information at the 
press of a button. Does anyone 
know why we have to have digital 
signals and lose the traditional 
airwaves anyway? 

According to the DTI, “The 
Government wants everyone to 
have a greater choice of digital 
TV options that they can afford. 
This can only be achieved through 
a universal switch to digital 
signals.” So there you have it, 
the Government wants us to 
watch more TV, which should 
keep us nice and quiet. If they 
keep letting supermarkets sell 
vast crates of beer for under a 
tenner, we can all finish work, 
go home and watch hundreds 
of pointless TV programmes in 
an alcoholic stupor.  Maybe the 
“Digital Revolution” will be the 
last revolution we ever see!

Duck Tin Lupins By L. Fleischman           No.3,469      www.ducktinlupins.com
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ITS SECURITY,

THEY’VE FOUND A BOAT 

WITH NO OARS

THAT’S RIGHT

THEY TOOK OUR 

OARS AS WELL!

WHAT SHALL

 I TELL THEM?

WITH THE 

BURNING DOWN RICE?

TELL THEM TO

DRAIN THE RIVER

AND BLOW EVERYTHING UP

MY

OARS

THEY

TOOK

MY

OARS
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W
hen the doorbell rang, I was expecting 
it to be the wife’s friend, Rebecca. She 
was due to call round and pick up some 
pieces I’d agreed to donate for the 

fundraiser she was organising. It was midmorning, the 
radio was on in the background, I was eating an apple 
and casually opening the front door with the other 
hand, I was about to smile and welcome Rebecca in, 
but was shocked to see two paramedics standing at 
my doorway. 

A
lthough at the time I did not recognise them 
as such, and, startled by the sudden appear-
ance of their bright coloured uniforms, I leapt 
back to what I thought was a safe distance 

and let out a pained shrill, because I accidentally 
landed on one of the children’s building bricks. Totally 
independent, with absolutely no prompting going on 
between the two, both paramedics gave me funny 
looks. I thought that weird, a bit rude too. What do 
they expect if they just turn up unannounced at the 
doorstep?

“Who…?” I said, delicately poised, wobbling, 
rubbing my sore left foot, holding the apple and at 
the same time looking at them for a reason why they 
were here.  

“We’ve had a report of an emergency at this 
address,” said the man, trying to enter.

“There’s no emergency here.” I said, shaking 
my head, ushering him back out of my porch. I tried 
shutting the door too, but the woman prevented me 
from doing so by resting her arm against it and telling 
me the report said I’d fallen down the stairs. 

“Me? That’s rubbish. Who would say such a thing? 
Look, I’m fine.” I said, doing a jig, expecting her to 
budge away from the door. Impassive to the jig, she 
remained defiantly in place and began pulling out an 
official looking sheet.  

“It says here it was phoned in by a Mr Roger 
Stiles,” she said, reading his name off it, which caused 
me to go ‘oh!’ in a guilty sounding way. Why’d I do 

that? I never go ‘oh!’, but I did. My mouth started dry-
ing and sweat formed on my forehead, I could feel it.  

“The report says that late last night you left 
messages on both Mr Stiles’ mobile and home phones 
in which you said you needed help after falling down 
stairs and hurting yourself. Did you make those calls?”

“Well, yes.” I said, somewhat guiltily, surprised at 
the intense ferocity of her questioning and the ease 
with which I’d succumbed and caved in to it.

“You did,” said the man. It was the first time he’d 
spoken, I’d almost forgot about him, and he was 
fuming, going red, but he had one of those squeaky 
voices that rise up on certain words and at the end of 
sentences, all high-pitched and shaky because of the 
emotion being suppressed inside.

G
iven this situation, the man of logic and 
principles that I am, I thought the most sen-
sible thing to do would be to try to offer an 
explanation and tell the truth, which now, 

on reflection, after thinking about it and replaying it 
over in my mind, must have sounded childish. 

“Well, Roger, the man who reported the accident,” 
I began, “is an old friend of mine, and, anyway, we’ve 
always played practical jokes on one another. Ever 
since we were kids, our humour is very youthful in that 
way. Nothing nasty, it’s not like that, we don’t try to 
cause each other harm, in fact, our pranks are more 
like little surprises to cheer us both up. We both like 
laughing; it’s a medicine, isn’t it?”

I thought I was winning, both paramedics were 
listening and I seemed to be getting through to them. 
I, for my part, was doing all I could, looking remorse-
ful and speaking in an apologetic and regretful tone, a 
tone that I hoped would hit all their sympathy buttons 
and make them quietly leave. 

“One of the things we do is leave funny phone 
messages for each other, and sometimes we pretend 
to be other people calling about other matters, or we 
make up ridiculous stories. One time, Roger had left a 
series of messages where he was pretending to be a 

‘V’ is currently one of  TV’s funniest comedians and stars, a good bloke who we at Pop Cult 

like and who kindly agreed to write for Pop Cult (for free – HO HO HO) after we pestered him 

to do so for most of  the last summer. In Unscripted, ‘V’ writes about the perplexing events in 

his life that leave him lying awake in bed at night feeling worse about himself  and the world 

than he did that morning when he got up.

Unscripted No1: Emergency 999
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Romanian official, and for the next two days I thought 
the Romanian men and women’s gymnastic team were 
big fans of mine and wanted to meet me, because 
through watching my shows I’d inspired them to 
greatness. See, we do voices, and earlier today, can’t 
remember exactly when, I rang Roger and put on this 
voice like I was badly hurt, which I’ll do for you now, 
and I told him I’d fallen and needed his help because 
I thought something was broken, and I could hardly 
move. See, it’s quite a good voice, not one of my best; 
I do more, but on this occasion it seems Roger didn’t 
realise I was joking. I suppose I should be flattered 
really, it’s a compliment to my skills.”

“You were joking?” butted in the man, again with 
that high-pitched voice thing going on. 

“You think it will cheer him up to think you’ve had 
a terrible accident?” He then gave me a look of utter 
disdain, he really meant it, and he folded his arms and 
turned his back on me. Can you believe that? He turned 
his back on me.   

T
he three of us stood in silence for a few seconds. 
I was wondering how I got to this place. I looked 
at the man’s back and then the woman, she was 
still leaning against my door, both were dressed 

in those ridiculous day-glo costumes that mysteriously 
hurt your retinas. I didn’t speak, because I was feeling 
deeply ashamed of myself. Ashamed for being a 
grown adult that had somehow gotten himself into a 
position where he had to explain to two adult strangers 
in uniform that he still likes to play silly, childish games 
with his friend. I felt vulnerable and stupid, small indeed, 
and decided the only course of action left available was 
to change the subject completely in the hope they would 
somehow forget and go away.

“Tell me, as I’ve been curious for some time.” I said 
with eager cheerfulness, in complete contrast to how I’d 
just been. “If someone rings the emergency services and 
is asked to give a description, is it politically correct to do 
so? I ask, because lately I’ve been thinking, what if a disa-
bled, old man of ethnicity, totally bald, no hair at all, 4 
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that means eyebrows too, what if he robs a bank and 
you witness it, would you give an accurate description? 
Or would it be better to just say it was a person, give 
no more details and leave it at that? Are descriptions 
hate crimes? When you think about it, on a certain 
level they are, but I’m not totally convinced. I think it is 
more to do with the context in which the description is 
used, but you’d both know, wouldn’t you? Or maybe 
you wouldn’t, I don’t suppose you have to deal with 
descriptions much. Would I be better off contacting the 
police and asking them? What do you think?”

I 
looked at the man, his back was still turned, and 
the woman, but she ignored what I said and instead 
informed me – and I must add it was with way too 
much happiness and job satisfaction for my liking 

- that I now faced a fine of up to £5000 or six months 
in jail for a hoax call to the emergency services and 
wasting their time.

I 
was stunned. I hadn’t made the call, it was Roger, 
but this did not seem to matter, it held no sway 
with either of them. In their eyes it was me, and 
what gives with Roger? He’s always telling me 

the voices I do in the messages I leave are unconvinc-
ing and that he instantly knows it’s me, sees right 
through it. How come he suddenly falls for it now? I 
was midway through telling both the paramedics this, 
and that I didn’t want to go to jail or pay a five grand 
fine and that this was for them to take up with Roger 
and not me, when Rebecca breezed up the driveway. 
Thank God, I thought.  

“What’s this? Is everything okay?” she said with 
genuine concern, noting both paramedics.

“Everything is fine, Rebecca. Now, if I rang you and 
put on a voice that sounded like I was in pain and I told 
you that I’d fallen and needed help, you wouldn’t call 
999, would you?”

“Of course I would.” Rebecca said instantly, giving 
totally the wrong answer. I was hoping she would say 
she wouldn’t ring 999, because she’d know it was a 
joke and I was fooling around. 

“My God,” she said, looking at me with even more 
concern, “are you okay? You’re not injured, are you?” 

It must have been the wounded expression that had 
suddenly appeared on my face after she failed to say 
the ‘right’ thing that made her say this.  

“Of course you would call. There’s no history of 
pranks between us. You’d hear the message, think it 
was true and call, but Roger? Why’d he call? It doesn’t 
even make sense, if I am able to call him then surely 
he’s got to wonder why I didn’t just ring 999 myself. It 

makes no sense. If he left me the message I left him, I’d 
see through it straight away. I’d probably call him first 
to double check, mind, but I’d know it was a joke.” I 
was saying this, but no one was listening. 

B
oth paramedics were busy explaining every-
thing to Rebecca. I say everything, but it was 
only their version of events, which, in the way 
that they did it, sounded like cold, hard facts 

that did nothing for my reputation. In front of my eyes, 
Rebecca’s usual cute, happy, smiley face slowly turned 
in to an expression of utter contempt for me. 

“You’re such a c***!” yelled Rebecca. 

W
hoosh! It took us all by surprise, even the 
paramedics seemed shocked, if somewhat 
glad she’d said it. For me it was like being 
hit by a train. I was mortified. You don’t 

usually expect women to say that word, let alone yell it! 
“You know that my sister’s husband and two 

children died in a fire ten years ago.” I didn’t know this, 
but at that point it didn’t feel right somehow to point 
it out. So, I just stood there in the doorway, accept-
ing Rebecca’s rage, because I could think of nothing 
appropriate to say, all the while wanting the ground to 
crack open and swallow me up. 

“The fire engines didn’t get to them in time, 
because they’d been called out to another fire, which 
wasn’t there when they arrived. It was a hoax. Some 
moron obviously thought it would be funny to call 
out the fire brigade. But you? How could you be so 
stupid? How old are you? Are you a child? Do you 
have mental defects? You know what? Keep those 
things, I couldn’t accept them now, it doesn’t feel 
right. I’ll collect them another time. I’m way too angry 
to be around you now.” 

S
he said all this whilst shaking a finger at me, 
then she turned to the paramedics and in an 
altogether much softer, less angry voice, said, 
“I’m so sorry for the bad language, I never 

usually…”

T
he paramedics led Rebecca away from my 
house, as they did so there was the moment for 
Rebecca when anger changed into uncontrolla-
ble sobbing. This was awful. I’d never felt so bad 

and wrong in a long time. What would I tell the wife? 
She already thought I was a jerk. 

T
he man put a comforting arm round Rebecca’s 
shoulder, and the woman, who was now 
using a pen to make notes on that sheet, was 
following behind. I muttered under my breath 

as I watched them go, “It wasn’t me, it was Roger.”
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Pop Cult
It’s toilet. If you bunch are anything 
to go by, it has no chance.
Capricorn

Sure-footed and 
thoroughly practical 
you may be, but 
for the love of God 
lighten up! If you 

were a coat, you’d 
be a calf length damp 

resistant grey mackintosh, with a 32-
year guarantee. If you put that along 
with your strong white teeth and 
extremely narrow forehead, the only 
attention you’ll be getting is from the 
police. Let’s be real now, you’re not 
a show off, and with leathery looks 
and the perpetual worry of looking 
stupid, you’re never going to be. Stop 
organising things your friends don’t 

want or need, and 
wear more violet!     
Aquarius
Last year was a 
tough one. So 

many strange and 
wonderful thoughts. 

Between your credit card and the 
freaks you know, it seems you’ve 
caused a good deal of bother. You 
appear to be more focused on ar-
guing and washing your bits than 
making love. This year, if you think 
your girlfriend or boyfriend looks fat, 
tell them. If you think they’re crap in 
bed, tell them. Those you love will 
appreciate this more than anything. 

Trust me, I’m not 
making this up, I can 
see it! 
Pisces
Saturn and Jupiter 

are very evident in 
your life. With your 

large eyebrows and oddly shaped 
head, short limbs and heavy jowls, 
you can appear to be clumsy, when 
all you want to do is help every 
m***** f***** you find less 
fortunate than yourself. Stop, 
you don’t have the shoulders. 
Tidy your room and follow your 
gut instinct back into darkness 
and depression. A word of advice, 
though. Leave the alcohol alone and 

stick to food and hard drugs, 
cos you know what a 

pussy you are with 
hangovers.
Aries
This quarter you 

will be mostly right up 
yourself. A winner, there is no 

second place. Life’s an open book. To 
quote my late great grandfather, “Eat 
healthily and don’t punch people 
in the face.” You wont suffer fools 
gladly, but you’ll **** a few. Trouble 
is, you just can’t finish a job and your 
partners are left sorting themselves 
out. This permanent trait, married 
with the imminent onset of head-
aches, epilepsy and baldness, renders 
you a *** ****** ***** until Saturn 
is overshadowed by Jupiter.

Taurus
Pie in the sky, or is it pie 
in your tummy? Neither 
the skirt nor trousers 
are going to fit. Don’t 

eat to suppress the anger 
you feel caused by the lack of 

good/any loving last year, as it will 

Jon’s Horror Scope
 

Shamen, soothsayers, mediums, fortune tellers, mystics, spiritual guides… call them what you 

want, but we found ours sat on a bench in park near Pop Cult HQ. 

Over the course of an afternoon, Pop Cult staffers took it in turns to hold a tape recorder in 

front of the face of the man who goes by the name of ‘Jon’. We listened to him intently as he 

got in touch with the spirits and told us exactly what they were telling him the future had in 

store for Pop Cult and its readers. 

Warning: As you’d expect, like most of  the experts in his field, Jon can be adult and frank, most definitely to the point, and 
thus is only ever wrong in your opinion. In reality - Jon’s reality that is - he is always right, so who are we, us mere mortals, 
to argue? Well, that’s what he says, and as such, some of  you may find his predictions disturbing and hard to stomach. 
Therefore, if  you are easily offended, or of  a nervous disposition or are gullible, we ask that you kindly turn from this page 
on to the feature; it will probably be for the best. Incidentally, if  you are gullible, please forward Pop Cult a cheque or postal 
order donation to the sum of  £20 to help fund our good work. To view the uncensored version of  John’s Horror Scope, visit 
our website www.popcult.biz
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cause you constipation.  Your fear of 
being left wanting, surprising though 
it may seem, will be erased in late 
summer. No need to diet yet then. Do 
now what you do best, lie in front of 

the telly and stuff your 
face.
Gemini
Currently 
impecunious, 

ipso facto a laconic 
hierophant refuting 

temporal antithesis, in association 
with the harridan, recidivist and 
libertine that is your spousal want.  
You are soliloquised and thus 
crepuscular. Erroneous and visceral 
projections caused obsequiousness 
leading to aphonia. Not very nice at 
all.  Juxtaposing the neo-Darwinism 
and stoicism that is incommensurate 
with the dichotomy of narcissism. 
Are you ubiquitous, or are you really 

‘procul harem’?
Cancer
It makes no odds 
to Neptune 
whether you’re a 

male or a woman. 
It’s time to stop with 

the mummy this and mummy that 
bull****. Throw that cranky old 
top away. Stop mothering everyone 
and moaning about your chubby 
hands and large frame. Slip on a mini 

skirt, some high heels 
and get with the 
programme.
Leo
You don’t like be-

ing told what you 
don’t know. Turtles 

can breathe through their arses. 
There’s one. You’re about to get 
dumped. There’s another. Being that 
you’re very, very, very, very, very bad 
at being dumped, and even worse at 

being laughed at, I predict a few 
sickies, some red faced wallowing 
and three or four s*** weeks until 

you can get back on 
centre stage.
Virgo
In science, they 
say nothing is 

more destroying 
or disturbing than a 

beautiful theory ruined by a simple, 
solid fact. Well, they obviously 
haven’t been in your house when 
someone leaves the lid off the 
toothpaste. You like things just so, 
and that includes lovers. The sub-
human, turd polishing filth you’ve 
been with have hardly stumbled on, 
let alone hit your spot. Well luck has 
it ‘The One’ is just around the corner. 
Which f***ing corner? I hear you 
ask. Don’t ask me, I’m a mystic, not 
a f***ing corner specialist, but I do 
know that it could be a left or right 
handed corner. Suffice to say, when 
you both eventually meet, you’ll go 
off like a crack-fuelled asthmatic 

hamster.
Libra
Your ruling 
planet, Venus, is 
a gentle, loving 

peacemaker. 
Perhaps that explains 

why you get headaches if walls 
are painted the wrong colour and 
why you have a gap in your teeth. 
Don’t scream with your mouth 
open. You need to love yourself 
more with your mind and less with 
your thumbs. Stop checking your 
reflection in windows and don’t 
worry if all your mates are better 
looking than you. The odds aren’t 
always that obvious. Donkeys kill 
more people annually than plane 
crashes.

Scorpio
Passion is used and 
expressed in every 

area of your life. When 
you make love, you really 

make love. Everything goes into it, 
much like paella. Whether it’s the old 
lady blocking your trolley path in the 
cheese and bacon aisle, the ignorant 
spotty checkout ferret or your love 
of mountain streams cascading over 
age old rock, it all goes in, balls 
an’ all. It should, however, be kept 
private. Your advice can be way too 
honest and unbounded. You should 
not explain to Sarah, or your auntie, 
how to **** a ******** while 
probing the upper ****** in time to 
the beat of Firestarter by the Prodigy, 
nor should you explain to the 15 
year-old brother of your best friend 
the dangers of ******* or ******** 
in the early days of courting. You 

need to wake up and 
smell the fish.
Sagittarius 
Better to save 30 
quid you never lost 

than to lose 30 quid 
you never had. Jupiter, 

the planet of good fortune and 
your ruler, moves into your sign 
in November. Prior to this you’re 
going to have the mother of all 
arguments with your partner. This 
needs to be done and there’ll 
be absolutely no relenting. Dig 
up everything from the past, 
relevant and irrelevant. Make 
some s*** up. Claw for that inner, 
satanic evil. Launch your whole, 
dirty nasty arsenal at them. Cut off 
their nipples and stab them in the 
face, metaphorically speaking, of 
course. It is then, and only then, 
that you can get back to being 
your usual happy-go-lucky self.
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A
m I alone in thinking the X-Factor and other 
aspiration-centred television trash of the same 
ilk should be X-Rated? Before we go further, 
I should point out that this essay isn’t an easy 

pop at an obvious target, but a sincere concern for our 
cultural legacy. In reading this, I urge you to think of the 
children. For the love of God, just think of the children! 
For you see, one day it will be them making the music 
the rest of us have to suffer, and, if it is all the same with 
you, I’d rather it wasn’t the manufactured soulless s*** 
they’ve had to suffer for the past fifteen years.

So, with this in mind, if you catch a child tuning in to 
watch one of these shows, stop them at once - it’s the 
only thing to do. Seriously, you can’t afford to risk letting 
them settle in front of the box and be suckered in by 
this crap, because the sheer banality contained within 
these shows is so overwhelmingly powerful that it might 
very well put them off music for life, which would be a 
disaster. 

It’s just not right for children to have their first experi-
ence of music by watching nervous amateurs sing their 
way through other people’s songs, badly. And, if the child 
objects to your turning off the TV and wants to know 
what music is, then tell them they are in for a surprise 
and take them to a local gig. Let them see firsthand the 
people who are prepared to play their own instruments 
for the simple joy of making music and having fun. It is 
the struggling local musicians, the people with genuine 
talent and balls to try to make a difference and create 
something wild, new and exciting in their own environ-
ment, who we should really be pledging our support to, 
not the s*** celebrity magazine reading wannabe-fodder 
that parades itself on TV.    

That said, the X-Factor, in my opinion, is the zenith of 
show business, a huge rampant strutting monster that is 
swallowing up all in its path and s***ing it back out over 
our TV screens. Worryingly, it appears that music is low 
on the list of this show’s priorities, lagging somewhere 
way behind its real intentions, which, if you watch 
carefully, seem mostly to be about enhancing the media 

careers, egos and bank accounts of the people behind it.
However, the most disturbing aspect of Simon 

Cowell’s third-rate talent show is that the makers of 
X-Factor and its viewers actually get off on public 
humiliation and somehow find enjoyment in seeing other 
people have their dreams spoiled and noses rubbed in it. 
No matter what good folks may say about us all being 
“winners” and “special”, this show, aside from those 
who grow fat on it, only has one winner, and trailing in 
their wake are thousands of bitterly disappointed losers 
who have had their dreams very publicly shot down. 

It’s uncomfortable to sit and watch someone give 
their all, only to be torn to shreds by the ageing little 
emperors who sit in judgement over them. I am all for 
constructive criticism. I actually think it is sort of um, 
constructive, and I openly welcome it, but the public lash-
ings received by the poor souls on these shows would 
be better off happening behind closed doors rather than 
masquerading on primetime telly as entertainment, 
because they aren’t. Unless, of course, you get your 
kicks from torturing small animals and bullying people 
less advantaged than you, in which case these shows 
probably are for you.

Last year, in a not so surprising twist, Simon Fuller 
took legal action against Simon Cowell, claiming the 
X-Factor was too similar to Pop Idol to be accident. The 
matter was settled out of court, which to my mind goes a 
long way to suggesting these shows are made by people 
who should know better, but who don’t really care. The 
type who is driven solely by the pursuit of wealth and 
who makes up for a lack of originality and imagination 
by resorting to cruelly exploiting ordinary people’s 
aspirations and desires to be famous. There is something 
undeniably bent and twisted about the mindset of these 
shows and on nearly every level they seem culturally 
wrong, sinister even, which is why I would like to see 
them X-Rated, put on late at night when the young 
and impressionable are sleeping soundly and cannot be 
affected by their nonsense. Can you put the gun down 
and let me go now?

We pressed a gun to the side of snobby critic Danny Morrison’s head and asked him to give us 

his thoughts on shows like the X-Factor. But he refused to speak, dismissing the notion as 

ridiculous, far too depressing and not worth his attention. We cocked the trigger and showed 

him that we meant business and weren’t going anywhere. This is what he said…

X rated
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Y
ou find me at the Sportsdesk in poor condition. 
A wreck, if you must know. I’m shaking; visibly 
shaking and I can barely muster the strength 
to type. My temperature is off the scale, but 

I am cold, oh so cold. To make matters worse, I am 
expected to write on the rise of the English cricket team, 
a summation of their success in the Ashes last summer 
against Australia, and the recent winter tour of Pakistan 
and India. But to hell with that. There is no way I could 
possibly write about cricket, not in this condition. Those 
Pop Cult dogs must be mad, if they expect me to do that. 

Y
ou see, I’m actually suffering from World Cup 
fever. I’ve had it most of my life, off and on, 
ever since I was a four year-old watching Mario 
Kempes score a brace in a 3-1 final win over 

Holland in 1978. From then on, every four years when 
the World Cup trundled around, I got the fever. Only 
now the fever is worse than ever. To put it into context 
for you, if England wins the World Cup in my lifetime I 
shall die a happy man, somehow life would have had 
meaning. Like you, I am acutely aware that this summer, 
in Germany, England has a more than reasonable 
chance of winning. We are a good team. We are strong 
contenders for the tournament. In nearly every position 
we have a world class player. Our squad has depth too, 
and on our day, we are capable of beating anyone.

It all bodes well.

A
lso in our favour, (and you don’t even have to 
like football to have picked up on this, only to 
have followed the career of David Beckham 
by not being able to avoid the mass media 

coverage of it), is the fact football is fond of its ironies. 
Winning the World Cup over there, in Germany, would 
be fitting, perfect in fact. There would be an air of 
karma and righteousness about it, but just thinking 
such thoughts makes the medieval man in me think I 
am tampering with unknown forces, somehow jinxing 
our team’s chances, inviting disaster and putting a hex 
on the final outcome, which will result in us arriving 
home early, after narrowly missing out to Sweden and 
Paraguay in the first round. See what the fever does 
to you. It reduces a person to a miserable state where 
you are trying to dream of glory, because you know it 
exists, but instead, all you see are nightmarish visions 
of the worse kind, like us being unable to break down a 
resolute and stubborn Trinidad & Tobago, after they take 
a shock early lead, but is that likely?.  4
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 Yet, despite the cosmetic industry, for 
some strange reason she still envies the 
beard. Right up to the point where she is 
now trying to out-do the chaps by having 
chip fat, or whatever that muck is, injected 
straight into her lips, or does it go in via the 
eyeballs and work its way down? Anyway, 
regardless of whether it goes into the lips or 
eyes, it is still a disgusting practice, and on 
oh so many levels. 

During the nineties, the decade of 
re-branding that gave us New Labour and 
the New Man, males made decisive moves 
towards empathising with his female coun-
terparts by engaging in activities surrounding 
her, even to the stage where he put on a 
padded body suit to simulate the pregnancy 
experience. Therefore, women, it is six years 
since the nineties ended, we’ve had your 
vagina monologues and us chaps have done 
our part. I think it is only fair that you now 
admit to your beard envy once and for all 
and deal with it in the only way possible, by 
doing one of the following. Either draw one 
on, or find yourself a suitable beard wig and 
wear it. We promise not to laugh.  

Freud was wrong 
Continued from page 19
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I
f your connection to football is something more 
tenuous than just following Arsenal, Manchester 
United, Chelsea or Liverpool from the ease and 
comfort of your living room or pub, miles away from 

where the team actually plays, then the chances are 
your senses of reality and expectation are still largely 
intact. Yes, I might have the fever, I might be on the 
verge this summer of having meaning in my life, but the 
reason, like you, that I am not sitting on a chair, with 
my t-shirt pulled over my head, rocking back and fourth 
and muttering excitedly about Owen, the brilliant 
Rooney and the rest of the players and us definitely 
winning the World Cup, is simple: The Brazil factor. 

H
ow can the defending champions lose? Look 
at the wealth of talent at their disposal. They 
have players who are unable to get into their 
team who would walk straight into almost 

any of the other national teams. It is frightening; the 
combined explosive attacking talents of Ronaldinho, 
Ronaldo, Robinho, Adriano and Kaka are football’s 
equivalent of carpet bombing the enemy with nukes 
– shock and awe, shock and score. 

H
ow do you defeat a team whose whole 
football ethos is based around the notion of 
‘yes, you may score, but we will always score 
more, and with such style’? If you beat Brazil, 

you first have to beat their enormous self-confidence, 
their belief in their own abilities to win and their sense 
of destiny that the World Cup is rightfully theirs. It’s 
an attitude they have developed from qualifying for 
every World Cup, winning it for the record number of 
times and by being everyone else’s favourite second 
team, because they are so damn good. For England to 
overcome the Brazilians, it would require something 
special from every one of our players, which they are, 
as we know, capable of, but it would also require a 
below average performance from Brazil, which I’m not 
so convinced will happen, but it is possible.

A
rgentina can beat Brazil, they do so regularly 
and have done so in past World Cup meetings 
– remember Italia 1990 and Maradona’s 
run and pass for Caniggia to slot home 

the winning goal against their arch rivals? In World 
Cups the Argies traditionally produce skilful, tough, 
uncompromising and aggressive teams, where the rules 
are stretched and used to suit their needs. The reason 
for this is that the majority of kids in Argentina learn 
football playing on the hard streets of shanty towns, 
and the law of the street is very much reflected in the 
way Argentina play and approach football. Just think 

of Maradona’s two goals against England in 1986; his 
sublime dribble and, of course, the blatant handball, 
and you begin to realise that Argentina play as if their 
lives depend on it and will do anything to survive/win. 

I
n the qualifiers for this World Cup, before 
Argentina’s home game against Brazil, an Argentine 
newspaper carried a picture that represented the B 
for Brazil, as a bottom, and the A for Argentina, as 

a penis, with the sentiment of it being that Argentina 
will always ‘do’ Brazil up the bottom, a popular insult 
in South America. Almost immediately a Brazilian 
newspaper responded with a cartoon of their own 
showing the Argentinean A as small and limp, utterly 
incapable of ‘doing’ anything, but, despite this attack 
on their manliness, Argentina, with a team built around 
the passing ability of Riquelme, put on a blistering first 
half display and soundly beat Brazil 3-1.         

W
hat of the other teams who stand be-
tween World Cup glory and us? Germany, 
who even as hosts, are nothing; a young 
team in development who pose no threat 

to us at all, not even on their own soil. Their manager, 
Jurgen Klinsman, has been much criticised in the 
German media and by Bundesliga coaches for a string 
of poor results, but also for remaining in his LA home 
and visiting Germany only three days a month. Still, it 
would be typical of the Germans to do well when no 
one expects them to do anything, it is what they do 
best, and so, with me and everyone else writing off 
their chances, do not be surprised if they get to the 
final and spawn their way to victory, but I will eat my 
house if this happens.

I
taly could do well this summer. They’re in a tough 
group alongside the USA and Czechs, but like 
England, Italy have world class players too, and, 
if these notorious slow starters can qualify from 

their group, they have a fairly easy path thereafter to 
the Final. I also think the Czechs - probably the best 
team at the 2004 Euro Championships - can do well in 
Germany too. If you’re going to back an outsider, the 
Czechs should be it, but for me it will be an England 
or Brazil versus Italy final, with either Brazil or England 
winning, but then I live in England, I would say we’d 
win, I am biased. I have the fever. 

W
hatever happens this summer though, I 
just hope at the end of the tournament I’m 
not eating humble pie when Argentina, 
Holland, Spain or Sweden lifts the trophy. 

Still, at least it won’t be the Germans, and I won’t have 
to eat my house.  

“black and w
hite and read all over”


