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Good news! Download 
back copies of Pop Cult 
at www.popcultmag.
co.uk Here you’ll also 
find the latest news and 
information about our 
contributors. You can 
also leave comments and 
share your thoughts. For 
extra Pop Cult articles, 
including our attempt 
at writing the sequel 
to the Bible, check out 
www.myspace.com/
popcultmag

So what brings you to us 
this fine day? Could it be 
that you were attracted 
to the cover and thought 
there might be a 
commotion inside that 
you want in on? 

Or perhaps the credit 
crunch has put a serious 
crimp on your lifestyle 
and reduced you to 
seeking freebies like this 
for entertainment and 
pleasure. If so, welcome 
to the poorhouse, the 
rest of us will treat 
you well. That’s the 
good thing about being 
permanently broke; 
when the recession hits 
there is no perceivable 
difference. Seriously, if 
you already have nothing 
and are happy with that 

and never worry about 
losing your nothing, then 
surely you have already 
won? It doesn’t matter 
what place you finish 
in this human race. You 
don’t even need to play 
any games to win. How’s 
that for a bit of freebie 
wisdom?  

Perhaps you’re here as a 
regular reader who sticks 
with us through loyalty, 
believing that sooner or 
later we will actually 
turn out something half 
decent? So now you 
find yourself reading 
this (yet another lame 
introduction) and already 
your subconscious is 
probably nudging your 
conscious into thinking 
that if we are going 
to do something ‘half 
decent’ it isn’t going to 
be this issue. Despite this 
nagging doubt you will 
continue reading because 
there is every chance 
something half decent is 
lurking in these pages.  

However, if you are 
reading this because 
you’re expecting to find 
news and information 
about Southampton’s 
latest beat combos, 
because the NME wrote 

that’s what we do, then 
you are going to be really 
f***ing disappointed. 

Or maybe not?

The Pop Culteers love 
music, but we never 
write reviews or write 
about bands or gigs, 
because who the f*** 
are we to judge? We 
are storytellers and 
illustrators, nothing 
more.  
 
Reviews are not our 
territory. Nearly every 
magazine or newspaper 
in the country does these 
things and does them 
much better than we 
ever could.  
 
Our approach is to put 
together something 
different. Sometimes this 
randomness works and 
sometimes it doesn’t, 
but at least it’s never 
dull, and it is perhaps the 
flaws and honesty which 
give Pop Cult its beauty.

Or perhaps not?

With best wishes, 

Keegan Wilson
Editor

Editorial
HELLO and WELCOME again to Pop Cult, Essential Reading 
Material for the Bathroom. 
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Sandra replies:
Your grandfather tells me it WAS a very 
important document, Marjorie. He says 
it contained the name and address of 
your real father, and also the details 
of a sister you never knew you had. He 
also says it contained share certificates 
worth tens of thousands of pounds!  Your 
grandfather says that the document IS 
in your house somewhere – but that no 
matter how hard you look you will never 
ever find it, even if you tore your house 
apart. He is laughing and laughing and 
laughing as he says this. Hope that helps, 
Marjorie!

Ellie from Manchester writes:
Dear Sandra, My Nana passed away 
recently, and sometimes I feel she’s in 
the room with me. My boyfriend Steve 
says I’m just being silly and imagining it, 
but I really like the idea that she is still 
watching over me from the hereafter. 
Am I right?

Sandra replies:
You can tell your boyfriend that you’re 
NOT imagining it, Ellie! Your Nana IS 
watching over you, all the time. She tells 
me she watches you every minute of the 
day and night, even though she wishes 
she could stop for just one second. It’s 
quite literally a curse.  She says she used 
to love you, but months of witnessing 
your most intimate, private, revolting 
moments have made her sick to her 
stomach. She knows you stole from your 
employer and have cheated on Steve. 
Nana also knows the stomach-churning 
thing you like to do with your front and 
back bottoms when you think no one is 
in the house. You sicken her! Hope that 
helps, Ellie!

Do you want to get in touch with 
a loved one who has passed over? 
Whether a family member or cherished 
household pet, Sandra is a hotline to 
the hereafter!

Deirdre from Nottingham writes:
Dear Sandra, My beloved Border Collie, 
Sandals, passed away a few months 
ago. We had been such best friends and 
I was heartbroken when I had to put 
him down. It would be wonderful to 
know if my furry friend was happy up in 
Heaven?

Sandra replies:
I’m afraid not, Deirdre – Sandals isn’t 
in Heaven. All dogs who are put down 
go straight to Purgatory. Sandals says he 
only vaguely remembers you, but he does 
recall an overwhelming sense of betrayal 
when you had him killed. Sandals says 
he plans to leave horrible noxious ghost-
shits in your wardrobe until you die, and 
looks forward to biting you hard when 
you get to the netherworld. He says not 
to worry, because it won’t be long before 
that happens. Hope that helps, Deirdre!

Marjorie from Cleveland writes:
Dear Sandra, My grandfather passed 
away recently, and we left many things 
unsaid. I was speaking to my aunt the 
other day, and she told me that my 
grandfather left a very important letter 
for me at my house before he died, but 
I never received it. I’m going out of my 
mind wondering what was in it. Have you 
any idea where it is, Sandra?
 
 
 
 

Ask Psychic Sandra
Illustration by William Mather
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There is a certain place on the neck 
that if pressed will render a person 
unconscious. I discovered this whilst 
massaging the wife. 

We were dancing at a wedding 
reception and she complained of a sore 
neck. Well, since the issue with her 
father’s secret life and her kicking me 
out and then taking me back and Roger 
taking the blame for everything, I’ve 
been trying my best to be as attentive 
and considerate to her as possible. So I 
began massaging.  

I raised my hand and started 
manipulating her neck with my fingers 
and palms, and she was enjoying it. 
Loving it even. Cooing in my ear things 
like, “Yes, you’re right on it” and ‘Oh, 
ah, that’s it.” Then suddenly I felt her 
go limp and heavy, and she fell away 
from the clutch of my other hand to the 
floor.

People rushed over, and her friends 
accusingly asked me what I’d done.  
I said, “Nothing. I did nothing, only 
this,” and for some reason I started 
massaging the nearest of the wife’s 
friends’ neck, and seconds later 
she went slack and toppled over 
unconscious to join the wife on the 
dance floor. This happened to be the 
bride.

I looked down at the two stricken  

 
 
bodies on the floor. The disco lights sent  
patterns running up both their dresses. 
It was like being stuck in a surreal 
dream.

With what must have been a crazed 
look in my eyes, I stared at my hand as 
if it did not belong to me. How could it 
betray me in such remorseless fashion? 
I couldn’t believe what it had done. 
Again, for some reason I can’t explain, 
not even now, I said, “What?” and put 
this hand on another guest and did the 
same thing to him that I’d just done to 
the wife and the bride. This was when I 
heard someone say, “I told you he was 
a f***ing nutter!” and felt the first of 
the blows to my body as about six men 
knocked me to the ground. 

It was my turn to be unconscious. Or at 
least pretend to be. 

I lay lifeless, listening to everyone 
talking and discussing me. I heard them 
tell the wife - once she eventually 
came round - that she must have been 
mad to accept me back. The wife told 
them what had happened minutes 
before, how she asked me to massage 
her and that it was an accident. She 
finished by telling them that she knew 
I wasn’t perfect, far from it, but she 
loved me all the same, for better or 
for worse. Eyes closed, perfectly still, I 
asked myself: “What have you done to 
deserve her?”

Unscripted No.8: 
Love Like a First Date
Once again, comedian, writer, TV star and actor ‘V’ tells us about the 
things that keep him awake at night.

Illustration by Clarke Nova
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All things considered, the next couple 
of hours passed without incident after 
I deemed it safe to ‘wake up’, and we 
started having a good time. The table 
we were sitting at were discussing 
Heather Mills. By now I, like most of the 
other guests, was drunk.

“For twenty millions pounds,” I said, 
“I’d marry Sir Paul and even let him do 
me up the Harris for that much.”

The rest of the table - the bride and 
groom, their parents, relatives and 
close friends - took immediate offence. 
Eyes lifted, a few people put their drink 
down hard on the table in disgust, and 
others muttered things like “Jesus”, 
“unbelievable” and “that must have 
been some bump to his head.” One of 
them, Rebecca, who was a bridesmaid 
and has had it in for me ever since 
she thought I was once wasting the 
emergency services’ time (see Pop Cult 
1), said to the others, “He’s serious.”

“Of course I’m serious,” I roared.

The wife, sensing people wanted to 
beat me senseless again, intervened, 
“Oh I don’t know, fifteen minutes of 
bum sex here and there for twenty 
million quid is not so bad,” she 
appealed to them by lowering the tone 
even further. 

“Fifteen minutes of bum sex?” I was 
outraged. “For twenty million he’d 
get more than fifteen minutes. I have 
pride, you know. I’m a professional. A 
professional, hear me?” How could they 
not hear me? At this stage I was talking 
very loudly to the point of screaming. 

“I’d even have one of me legs removed, 
if that’s what he wants. Bit kinky, but 
twenty million quid is twenty million 
quid, right?” 

The wife started laughing. I smiled 
too. Here we were, drunk and saying 
the most outrageous things in an 
inappropriate situation to her closest 
friends. It was ACE. It reminded me of 
when we first dated, when we’d play 
dumb characters and create situations 
and interact with strangers and have a 
jolly good giggle.

“I thought he was s’posed to be funny,” 
the groom’s father said to someone on 
his left.

“No,” I said shaking my head. 
“Television is an illusion. There is a 
whole team of people who work on 
the show who make me funny. Without 
them I am nothing.”

“That’s right,” the wife jumped in, 
warming to the flavour, “everything he 
says is written for him by a group of 
writers.”

“Including everything I’ve said today 
and what I’m saying now,” I added.

I moved my hair to show off my right 
ear. “I have an ear piece fitted and they 
tell me what to say.”  

“It’s just as well he’s good looking,” 
the wife said to the stunned table. She 
rubbed my cheeks and we both started 
laughing.

Not long after this, and much to 
everyone’s relief, I went to stand alone 
at the bar. Here I ordered a Whisky Mac 
and talked to the barman about my 
concerns for the after-dinner speaking 
circuit and grassroots football. 

I explained to him how I was worried 
about footballers giving up after-dinner 
speaking, a move that would directly 
affect charity nights and fundraising 
events at amateur football clubs all 
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over the country. 

The reasons for this, I told him, is 
that, “The amateur clubs are going to 
want the big name ex-pros who people 
want to meet and be photographed 
with, but the modern footballer earns 
enough money to not have to do after-
dinner speaking when he retires. Why 
should he bother? This is going to be 
devastating to grassroots-level football; 
how in the future are they going to 
raise money to survive?”

I frowned and looked into my empty 
glass, “Maybe it’s not such a bad 
thing. Would you really want a modern 
Premiership footballer turning up 
to speak? They’re hardly a barrel of 
laughs, are they? Has their club’s 
media training rid them of any trace 
of personality and individuality? 
Think about it. You tell me a current 
Premiership player that you’d like to go 
down the pub with.”

He thought about it. He kept thinking 
about it until his face revealed a 
stunned knowing look that I - this 
rambling, mad, semi-coherent drunk 

he’s occasionally seen on television, 
now standing at his bar after earlier 
nearly killing several guests, including 
the bride - was right. 

“See. You can’t think of anyone, can 
you? The humour has been lost from the 
game,” I lamented.

“You know,” I said, just before the wife 
came to grab me to let me know our 
taxi was waiting, “the only player I’d 
go to the pub for a drink with is Paul 
Scholes. And that’s because no one 
apart from his friends and family has 
heard him speak! He reminds me of 
Harpo Marx. Have you seen any of the 
Marx Brothers’ films? No? You should. 
Anyway, both Harpo and Scholesy are 
redheads, and no one has heard Harpo 
speak either, and they’re both excellent 
at what they do, and then there’s 
the matter of Paul Scholes’ slapstick 
tackling.”

On the ride home, the wife snuggled in 
close. She shut her eyes and slept with 
her head on my shoulder. I could feel 
her warm breath on my neck. It had 
been a pretty good day. 
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This winter has been particularly harsh, 
with freezing temperatures. Pensioners 
and other vulnerable types have been 
unable to heat their homes sufficiently, 
and many people have died as a result. 
Global dimming has caused our experts 
and scientists to predict we will 
continue getting cold winters. Hasn’t 
that always been the case? Summers 
are supposed to be warm and winters 
cold. Nevertheless, it appears in our 
civilised first world country (whatever 
that means) we let people die.     

However, we at Pop Cult, Essential 
Reading Material for the Bathroom, are 
not interested in apportioning blame. 
Is it the fault of the government, 
the previous government or the one 
before that? Or is it energy companies? 
We don’t care. We are interested in 
solutions and progressing forward to 
that better future – the thing that gives 
us all hope. Therefore, we have devised 
a guide full of ideas that can be used 
next winter to help you and others 
avoid fuel poverty.  **Legal notice: This 
guide is designed to be ignored. In no way should 
it be followed.**  

1. Burn your energy bills for light and 
warmth. However, it’s important to 
switch off your lighting and heating 
when you do this, otherwise you will 
not utilise the full effect of burning 
your energy bills, and the energy 
created will effectively be wasted. 
Conserving energy is just as important, 
which is why we must make the most of 
the energy we do use.

By burning energy bills and switching 
off lighting and heating, you are 
also reducing the national demand 
for energy, which means less fossil 
fuels are used centrally to create 
power, and doing this is better for the 
environment because it means less 
carbon emissions are made. If everyone 
lit and heated their homes by burning 
their energy bills, it would save 4.5 
tonnes of carbon from being deposited 
into the atmosphere, which would 
aid the government’s 2050AD plan to 
reduce national carbon emissions by 
80% of what they are now. To make the 
burning of energy bills even greener, 
you should move yourself and family 
into the greenhouse. Greenhouses are 
warmer than your own home - that’s 
a fact. Burning your energy bills will 
also create carbon dioxide - that’s 
another fact. In a greenhouse, this 
carbon dioxide will feed your plants and 
make them healthier and taste better 
- and that’s another fact. Welcome to 
Fact Central. However, remember the 
saying: those who live in glass houses 
should invest in curtains before walking 
around without clothes.

2. Seal your windows and doors so they 
are draught-proof. Doing this will keep 
warm air in and cold air out! 

3. During the cold period, try to live 
for as long as you can in a supermarket 
or department store. If caught, just 
pretend you’re a little loopy, before 
trying to slip off when no one is looking 
and backs are turned. When choosing 

A Guide to Beating 
Fuel Poverty
Illustration by Barny Lanman
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your supermarket or department 
store, make sure they have TVs, a 
food supply, a comfortable place to 
sleep and anything else you might 
require. All you need to do is sneak 
in each night before closing and hide. 
Pop Cult’s Mark Sanderson has been 
living successfully like this, in luxury, 
at John Lewis, Southampton, for the 
past 18 months. In doing so, he has 
saved himself thousands of pounds, put 
on weight and grown healthy. He has 
also made a positive contribution to 
the environment by reducing his own 
carbon emissions in a major way by 
using John Lewis’ energy. 

4. Burn your energy bill reminders (see 
1).

5. Sex between consenting couples is 
a great activity for generating warmth 
and sharing body heat. 

6. Spend more time at other people’s 
houses and in businesses and offices, 
banks and public buildings. Use their 
energy, not yours. When at your friends, 
get them to burn their energy bills for 
light and warmth, too. They will thank 
you for this.

7. If a man from the energy company 
turns up at your door to collect unpaid 
debts, ask him to remove his footwear 
before entering your home, and then 
burn his shoes for light and warmth.

8. Each week, 19.2 tonnes of paper 
will drop through your letterbox in 
the form of leaflets for takeaways, 
pizzerias, insurance companies, 
opticians, loan companies and the like. 
Paper, as you know, does not grow on 
trees. Sorry, paper comes from trees 
and trees convert carbon dioxide into 
oxygen. Therefore, trees are great 
for maintaining the Earth’s healthy 
balance for humans, and the amount of 

trees taken to provide all the useless 
advertising that drops through your 
letterbox each week is equal to the size 
of six Earths. Or is that seven Earths? 
Yes, it takes seven Earth-sized forests 
to provide the paper that comes into 
your house each week. This is a huge 
drain on the environment. You could 
recycle this unwanted advertising 
by sticking it in your recycling bin so 
someone gets rich selling it to China. Or 
you can burn it for light and warmth. 

9. Exercise and rioting are other 
activities that will help keep you warm.

10. Wear extra layers of clothes and 
turn down your heating.

11. Dance around any fire you build. 
This exercise will warm you up.

12. Dance around the man who has 
come to collect the payment for your 
unpaid energy bills, and when he asks 
why you put his shoes on the fire, dance 
out of the house and down the road to 
the pub. Return home later when he 
has gone. 

13. Burn any court notices that arrive 
instructing you to attend a hearing for 
non-payment of energy bills.

14 If it’s a severe winter and you find 
yourself in an extremely desperate 
position, burn the bag and clothes of 
the postman who keeps bringing all 
the bloody bills and court notices! If 
it’s that cold, the postie will probably 
appreciate the heat, too. 

Many thanks to Anne Arsonist and Harry 
Critchner for compiling this guide. We 
at Pop Cult can also assure you that 
scraping the bottom of the barrel keeps 
you warm. 
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Take it from me, I know, relationships 
with co-workers are no picnic. Anybody 
out there who thinks the workplace 
offers the ideal environment for a 
relationship to flourish hasn’t seen my 
in-tray, obviously. Dawkins is breathing 
down my neck and telling me to get this 
stack of indemnity claims processed 
before I can even think about faxing off 
the stationery order. So as you can see, 
the idea of wandering into accounts for 
a quick chat with Jenny is out of the 
question, for now. Which is a shame, 
because I know she likes me.
 
Anyone who doubted how Jenny truly 
felt about me only had to see what 
happened when I bumped into her 
and a group of her friends on Saturday 
night. She was begging her friends to 
ignore me, making it pretty obvious, in 
the way she was playing hard to get, 
that she wants me all to herself. I could 
hear some of Jenny’s friends telling her 
to calm down and that this meeting was 
just coincidence. Not so, it was fate 
that led us to meet outside the Odeon 
cinema that night. To think, if I hadn’t 
stumbled on her diary that had been 
dropped in the car park, our meeting 
may have never occurred. 

There’s no getting away from the fact 
that Dawkins runs a tight ship during 
core work hours, but that’s not to say 
there isn’t a solid foundation for social 
networking between employees. The 
five-a-side football team is always 
looking for enthusiastic new recruits, 
and the Christmas party is always a 
great chance to let your hair down. 
Then there are the waste paper bins 
stationed underneath every member 
of staff’s desk, each containing readily 
available snippets of information about 
your colleagues, just as long as you’re 
prepared to stay on late after everyone 
has left for the evening to root through 
their contents. 
 
Of course, there’s the fair share of 
office gossip. Rumours are always flying 
around. Either it’s that Dawkins is 
vetoing all promotion applications until 
the following fiscal year, or our annual 
bonus will not exceed more than 2% of 
our total annual salary, or that Jenny’s 
four day absence from work is actually 
due to nervous exhaustion. I’m not one 
to gossip. Very little of it is ever based 
on fact, and it‘s usually done by people 
who‘ve really got nothing better to do. 
Gossip certainly didn’t help me discover 

Part one: Does this smell 
normal?
By Desk Jockey

Illustration by Johnny Toaster

Every so often we receive stories from strangers. They send them to popcultmag@
gmail.com  We publish the ones that fit in with what we’re doing, and those that 
don’t will receive constructive feedback and encouragement. We read the story 
below, sent to us untitled and anonymously by someone using the alias Desk 
Jockey, who claims it is the first of a series and that we’d be idiots and sorry if we 
fail to put it in the next issue. The title comes from us, and we hope he likes it.
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that on Thursday 9 October Jenny 
bought a 550ml bottle of new formula 
Pantene Pro-V smooth and silk shampoo 
and a copy of Heat magazine from 
Tesco, did it? 

When it’s all said and done, the 
overwhelming volume of admin you’re 
expected to tackle on a daily basis can 
really start to get you down. Life on 
Earth is short. You have to seize the 
day. If that means holding sufficient 
breaking distances in complete 
disregard while tailgating Jenny down 
the M27 in torrential rain, at speeds 
exceeding eighty miles per hour as far 
as the slip road at junction four, then so 
be it. I don’t want to go the grave with 
regrets. 
 
As I pulled alongside her to get a 
better look at her beautiful face, she 
showed me her true feelings. I thought 
my heart was going to burst out of my 
chest. At those speeds and in those 
terrible weather conditions she was still 
prepared to wind down her passenger 
door window and try to talk to me. She 
was trying so hard, bless her, shouting 
at the top of her lungs, but the wind 
was blowing a gale and stealing her 
words from my ears. I gestured that I 
couldn’t hear, and this (or the wind) 
caused tears to stream down both her 
cheeks. That’s Jenny for you - she’s all 
heart.

After a tough day at the office, 
it certainly does feel good to get 
home and unwind. One of the many 
advantages of living alone in a one 
bedroom flat is that you can do as 
you please. Haven’t done the washing 
up? Don’t worry. It’ll still be there 
tomorrow. Plus you know you’re not 
going to bother anyone if you decide 
to set your CD player to its random 
play command when listening to Joy 
Division. Sometimes I’m so relaxed I’m 

not even sure what time I wake up to 
turn it off, although the note in bold 
capitals left under the door from the 
neighbours this morning said it was 
3:30am. Who’d have thought it?
 
By morning you’re all refreshed for 
another day at work. All in all they’re 
good people there. Everybody tends to 
look out for each other because it only 
takes one bad apple to spoil things. 
Take the young bloke who Dawkins took 
on a few years back. He had all these 
qualifications from university, stories 
from his travels around the world and 
a head full of fashionable hair. Seemed 
to fancy himself as a ladies man, too. 
Some people really seemed to be taken 
in by his whole spiel. Not me. I guess 
we did share some interests - namely 
Jenny.
 
He became popular, albeit in a 
conventional almost contrived way 
whereupon people would acknowledge 
him, maybe invite him to join them for 
a few drinks wherever they planned to 
be going out that Friday night. I saw 
right through it all and it was plain to 
me that he was bad news, but I just 
couldn’t prove it. Not at first. 
 
I suppose it was inevitable that the 
manner in which he did finally leave 
the company became quite difficult 
for some people to take. Of course, 
he claimed he had no idea how those 
images came to be on his hard drive. He 
maintained his innocence right through 
the hearing, but it was simple to me, 
he had to go. Especially after all the 
trouble I went to. A lot of young women 
were pretty shaken up after it all. 
They just couldn’t see how someone 
they thought they knew, who seemed 
to be so genuine, could be like that. 
Of course, I was there to pick up the 
pieces and comfort Jenny. I’ve been 
doing it ever since. I’ll never stop.
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THE RINGING in my ears seemed to 
be coming from deep inside my head, 
a piercing sound interrupted only by 
percussive thunderclaps of pure pain.
 
Ring. Bang! Ring. Bang! Ring. Bang!
Trying to shield myself, I shoved balled-
up fists into both ears, but it didn’t 
help. Pete Townshend, wielding his 
cherry-red Gibson SG like a tommy gun, 
loomed above me, windmilling power 
chords from The Real Me. I winced at 
the stack of Hiwatt amps pointed right 
at my head and strained to watch his 
bloody fingers attack the strings.
 
But what was that annoying ringing? 
Feedback?

The ringing suddenly stopped, but the 
pounding continued until Pete paused 
and looked down at me. “Look, mate, 
it’s simple.” Bang! Bang-Bang! “C 
minor, B-flat, F. Down the neck. Bloody 
easy. Sounds hard, but John and Moonie 
are doing all the work, see.”
 
Bang! Bang-Bang!

A grin spanned his mug; tears of pain 
ran down my own.

“It’s this chord, man,” he insisted, 
showing me his twisted version of a C 
minor. “You play it like you mean it, 
you turn it inside out and shake it, and 
the birds’ll come rushing up, right? And 
the joint’ll be packed, and everyone’ll 
think you’re the Ace Face. It’ll be just 
like the Marquee in ’64, mate.”

I tried to speak. I tried to tell Pete 
that I didn’t believe, like he did, in 
the Universal Chord, the harmonizing 
combination of notes, pure and easy, 
that would connect us to everyone 
else. Or maybe I did. I wasn’t sure. But 
I knew I believed in the other angle, 
the dark corner of the quadrophenic 
personality that we shared. Can you 
seen the real me? Can you? Can you?

Pete rubbed his big geezer nose and 
shook his head. “C’mon. You’ll suss it, 
mate, just like the Who always did. Just 
bang these chords. And then John does 
his bass run and Roger comes in. Like 
this.”

Once again his arm swept around in an 
arc, and I cowered.

Chapter one from 
‘Getting in Tune’
A novel by Roger L. Trott

A Coral Press Original

Copyright © 2008

Illustration by Tom Lowles



��

Bang! Bang-Bang!

And then the ringing started again. I 
jerked away and my eyes popped open.
 Shit, the phone.

I blinked away layers of twisted dreams 
and squinted at the alarm clock. Ten 
o’clock in the morning. Townshend 
disappeared, but the phone kept 
ringing. I knew Mick wouldn’t answer 
it. The last time I’d seen him, he was 
passed out on the couch with the TV 
test pattern reflecting on the lenses of 
his glasses.

Struggling against a mess of sheets, 
I shoved out of the water bed and 
staggered into the kitchen. I stumbled 
over a growing pile of empty beer 
cans next to the refrigerator and 
searched the cluttered tile counter for 
the phone. The ringing continued to 
assault my brittle, dehydrated brain. I 
flung aside a week-old newspaper with 
Jimmy Carter’s smiling face on the 
front and grabbed the phone.

“Hel—” I coughed, clearing stale 
Budweiser from my throat. “Hello.”

“Daniel Travers? That you, man?”

I didn’t recognize his voice, but the 
nasally twang sounded vaguely familiar. 
Was it Pete himself calling to finish his 
tutorial?

“Uh, yeah?” I answered cautiously.

“Hey, this is Rick Astley with Big 
Country Productions. How you doin’? 
Didn’t wake you up, did I?”

Tightening my grip on the phone, I 

steadied myself. No dream, this was 
real. Rick Astley worked for a talent 
agency in Denver and booked rock clubs 
throughout the western U.S. He was Big 
Time. I remembered talking to him a 
couple of months earlier after sending 
him one of our demo tapes. He hadn’t 
seemed interested in us then.
“I’ve been up for a while,” I lied with 
another dry cough. “How’re you doing, 
Rick?”

“I’m cool, man. Hey, how’s your band? 
What d’ya call yourselves? The Killjoys? 
Where’d you get that name, anyhow?” 
He sounded like he was speeding on 
caffeine. “You guys been playing much 
lately?”

“Yeah, sure.” I struggled to keep up 
with Rick’s DJ-like patter. No time now 
to get into the band’s name. With my 
free hand, I brushed long strands of hair 
away from my mouth.

Rick took a sucking breath and was off 
again. “Listen, Danny, one of my bands 
canceled out on a gig I booked for ’em 
next week, and I was hoping you guys 
could fill in. I listened to your tape 
again, and I think you’re ready for the 
job. You interested?”

Wow. I tried to think. What would 
Townshend do? He’d do it. No doubt. 
Maximum R&B, on and on, mate.

“Danny-boy? You there?”

Danny-boy? “Sure. What’s the gig?” 
I braced my hand against the green 
Formica of the kitchen table. Bread 
crumbs stuck to my palm.

“This is the deal: It’s five nights at the 
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Mai Tai Hotel in Puente Harbor, up in 
Washington. The gig starts next Tuesday 
and runs through Saturday night. You 
get a flat $750 for the week. You want 
it?”

“Next week?” Holy shit. I squinted at 
the TONY’S MUFFLER SHOP calendar 
tacked to the wall. “You’re talking 
about November 2? Next Tuesday?”

He laughed. “Let me spell it out for 
you, man. November 2, 1976. Five days 
from now. Got it?”

I swallowed and tugged at the elastic 
waistband of my boxers. Maybe four 
years of playing the boonies of Northern 
California would finally pay off. But 
now my brain really locked up on me. 
Where the hell was Puente Harbor? Did 
we have any other bookings that week? 
Would the Blue Bomb, our ’66 Dodge 
van, get us there in time? Shit, the 
damn thing sometimes broke down just 
backing out of the driveway.

Astley’s voice cut through my foggy 
thoughts. “Danny, you still with me? You 
want the gig?”

“Sure. But where’s Puente Harbor?”

“Look, it’s not too far from—where are 
you?—Reedley?”

“Creedly.”

“Crudly?”

“Right,” I said, giving up. “We’re a 
couple hundred miles north of San 
Francisco.”

“Yeah, well, you just head north up I-5 

and turn left at Seattle. You’ll figure it 
out. It may take you a couple of days 
unless you bomb straight through.”

Beads of sweat inched their way out 
onto the skin above my eyes. “Look, 
Rick, we want the gig for sure,” I said, 
already fearing the band’s reaction, 
“but I need to talk to the other guys to 
make sure everybody’s free. Can I call 
you back later to confirm?”

“Sure, man. But I need to hear from 
you today or by no later than first thing 
tomorrow. You guys would be doin’ me 
a big favor, and I’d remember it.”
Big Country Productions could book us 
anyplace. This was it, the break I’d 
been waiting for. My hungover brain 
tried to burn through the vapors in an 
effort to get itself around what was 
happening. The door to my future had 
been suddenly flung wide open and 
the light was blinding. Can you see the 
real me? My heart slammed against my 
eardrums.

“You tracking me?” Rick asked, clipping 
each word. “I need to hear from you by 
tomorrow morning, right, man?”

“Right, right,” I spit back at him. “But 
what’s this place—the Mai Tai?—what’s 
it like?”

“Piece’a cake, man. Great place to 
break in on the Northwest circuit. 
That’s why I’m giving it to you guys. 
Hendrix played there before he became 
big. And Heart played it when they first 
started out.”

“Hendrix and Heart?” My pulse kicked 
even higher. “So it gets a pretty hip 
crowd then? We could do some of our 
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originals?”

“Uh, probably not a good idea, friend. 
You guys aren’t big enough, yet. Just 
stick to the covers.” He then paused, 
and when he started again, his cadence 
shifted, slowing as if he needed to 
better consider his words. “Look, the 
Mai Tai gets the usual rock club crowd, 
you know? Locals, cruisers, maybe a 
few chopperheads, people like that. 
You play some hard rock, stuff they 
know, and they’ll dig you.”

I pushed down my disappointment. 
I knew we were ready to do our 
own stuff. But something else he’d 
said caught my attention. “What’s a 
chopper—” I started to say.

“Hey, get back to me by tomorrow, 
O.K.?” He now sounded impatient. “I’ve 
gotta get goin’.”

“Yeah, sure. We’re playing a gig 
tonight. I can talk—”

“Cool. Call me by ten. If I don’t hear 
from you by then, I’ll have to give 
it to someone else, O.K.?” Then the 
line went dead. Wait, did he mean 
ten o’clock his time or my time? Was 
Denver in a different time zone? Did it 
matter? My head continued to pound, 
and I dislodged another strand of hair 
from the corner of my mouth. And what 
the hell was a chopperhead?

✴ ✴ ✴ ✴ ✴

I SAT SLUMPED in a cracked kitchen 
chair, trying to regulate my heartbeat 
while gazing around at the kitchen of 
the decrepit house Mick and I rented 
for $95 a month, when Mick shuffled in, 

weaving his way toward the counter, 
his way-too-long blue-flannel robe 
sweeping the floor behind him.

“Who the bloody hell you talking to 
so early?” he asked, squinting at me, 
fingers sorting through his tangled 
black shag of hair. “What time is it? It 
wasn’t me mum, was it?” He struggled 
to the stove, fumbled with the knobs, 
and finally turned on the heat under a 
rusted teapot.

For some reason, Mick’s accent sounded 
particularly fake this morning, perhaps 
because Townshend’s had been drilling 
away at me all night. The chords from 
The Real Me suddenly banged against 
my brain, and I pushed them back, but I 
could still hear them echoing around in 
my skull.

“You’re not gonna believe it,” I said. 
“Remember when I sent out tapes 
to those talent agencies? The one in 
Denver just called and wants us to 
do a weeklong gig in some town in 
Washington. Next week.”

Mick’s eyes widened, blinked, and then 
returned to their usual squint. “Sod off, 
mate.”

“I’m not kidding. It’s some place 
Hendrix once played.”

The eyes widened again. Without his 
glasses, Mick’s pupils swam in a watery 
sea of red instead of their usual ponds 
of glass-muted brown. He searched the 
pockets of his robe for his black-framed 
glasses, without which he was legally 
blind. Mick claimed he didn’t need the 
thick, corrective lenses, but I knew he 
was full of shit. Even so, I could never 
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tell how much he could see, with or 
without the glasses. He slipped them on 
and leaned against the counter.

“You’re daft, Daniel,” he observed with 
what we both knew was great insight. 
“And where are your bloody clothes? 
Please, nothing kinky for me today, 
thank you. Too early. And I need a 
cuppa first.”

I ignored him, gazed out the window, 
and focused on a brittle orange leaf 
clinging to the limb of an old oak 
behind the house. Slowly, as I watched 
the leaf pull away from its mooring 
and blow happily away, I fully realized 
the opportunity being offered to me: 
I could leave Creedly behind. Unlike 
Townshend, I had no true guru or avatar 
like his Meher Baba to guide me through 
life, but I did have ol’ Pete, and he’d 
just have to do. A smile worked its way 
through the fumes of last night’s six-
pack.

“You know what this means, don’t 
you?” I asked.
Mick, in the middle of spooning instant 
coffee into a plastic 49ers mug, glanced 
at me. “We’re going on holiday in our 
undies?”

“We’re getting outta this stinking 

town.”

He snorted. “Oh, sure. For a week, 
maybe.”

“Maybe forever, if we’re lucky.”

“Uh-huh.” With shaking hands, he 
poured lukewarm water into the mug, 
dropped in two aspirin, and stirred the 
coffee with a dirty fork. “Before you 
start picturing yourself on the cover 
of Rolling Stone, you might want to 
consider that the others might not be 
so keen on the idea. I’m not even sure 
I’m up for it.”

“Are you outta your mind? This fuckin’ 
town is a dead end.”

Mick shook his head in response and 
shuffled off toward the living room.  
“I’ll be in here dying on the couch if 
you need me.” But the blue robe with 
the cigarette burns in the sleeves 
reached the door before its occupant 
stopped and looked back at me. “Did 
you say Hendrix played there?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, bloody hell.”
 
Getting in Tune is available from 
Amazon.co.uk and other bookstores. 
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from: laslo boniek
lasloboniek@googlemail.com
to: enquiries@glamourmagazine.co.uk
date: 3 Nov 2008 17:22

Dear Sophie,

I arrive in UK country from Ippleonia, 
a small island in the Aegean Sea. It a 
long swim, but I make it. Now here in 
UK country, I fully intending to do the 
embracing and the learning of the UK 
country culture. 

Expandaning my horizons and 
horizontalings led me to do the reading 
of June 2008 Glamour Magazine, and 
I have the questionings about at how 
on page numbers 308 it have the 
instructioning of 20 people it totally 
ok to do the hating of. You are telling 
your readers to do the hating, yes?  Am 
I right in the thinking that part of the 
UK country culture is to do the hating 
of people? 

What happen to the Johnny Lenin and 
his Beatlings and Give Peas a Chance 
and their massage of Love and Peas, 
their singsongs All You Need is Love, 
Eleanor Magpie, Dave Tripper and the 
likings? Is UK country not about the 
Loving, but about the Hating now? 

If this case, and I as visitor to the UK 
country have to do the hating to fit in, 
where do I do the drawing of the line? 
When I do the committing to something 
I in it for the full portion.  

For exampling: Glamour Magazine do 
the instructing of readers to do the 
hating of ‘anybody who says, “I want to 
give this 150%” with a straight face.’ 

The Laslo Boniek Emails
If this happening to me, and some 
Sir Alan Sugarbum wallaby, some 
macropod, say, “I want you to give this 
150%,” do the Glamour Magazine want 
me to go, “Oi, Bustering, anymore of 
talk in that nature and I hating you so 
much right now I will punch out your 
light fittings!” Or do I not do the chitty-
chatting and just begin the punching 
and let my fisticuffs do the talking?

I not one to do the commenting about 
UK country culture, but I not sure it 
wise or right to do the telling to people 
to do the hating of other people who 
just want quiet life and to get by as 
peacfulling as possible. What kind 
of massage is the Glamour Magazine 
telling the readers to do the hating? 
Surely loving more fun and proper than 
the doing the hating? In Ippleonia we 
have saying: “Treat the people with the 
love and they will do the treating of 
you with love.”  

Does the Glamour Magazine want the 
people to do the hating so much they 
are armed and do the attacking of each 
other?

Forgive my outbursting, I not trying 
to do the telling of you how to do 
job. I just trying best I can to do the 
ingratiating and the understanding of 
UK country societies, its innards and 
outards, and if I have to do the hating, 
so be it. Appreciated it would be if you 
could give me claret and explain how 
best I can go about hating like I a true 
UK country native.

Yours waiting the instructionings,

Laslo Boniek.  
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Humanity’s lowest points can be found 
in the strangest of places. Take the 
urinal, for example. Straddling an 
inevitable puddle of urine, accumulated 
from the drip-drip-drip of however 
many careless men, it’s easy to survey 
the scene and despair. Why are there 
always so many pubic hairs in the 
porcelain receptacle? One wonders who 
actually considers it appropriate to 
have a good old scratch while standing 
at a public convenience.

These were the thoughts that crossed 
my mind as I zipped up and headed for 
the sinks, where I scrubbed my hands 
with soap that smelt like industrial 
disinfectant. The hand-dryer didn’t 
do much for my mood either, its weak 
puffs of lukewarm air little more than 
an exasperated sigh. I used my foot 
to open the door, which was pull-only, 
as I wasn’t going to use my hands to 
touch a handle that had no doubt been 
used by hundreds of piss-dripping pube-
scratchers who hadn’t washed their 
sticky fingers.

“Why the hell do we come to this 
place?” I asked, sitting back down at 
the table with my two roommates, 
who didn’t seem to mind the squalor. 
“I mean, the coffee’s bad, the 
food’s worse, and the WC is frankly 
unacceptable.”

“The WC?” said Jay, smirking and 
curling an eyebrow. Herb started 
laughing with a mouthful of battered 
porridge, the c speciality, and crumbs 
of the stuff fell out the sides of his 

mouth like a miniature cluster bomb of 
refined oats and grease.

“I can’t help but notice, Jay, that you 
seem remarkably laid back given what 
you have to do this evening. I couldn’t 
sit here and stuff myself with all this 
muck and then go and do my job,” I 
said.

“You wanna know why I’m so at ease?” 
he asked. “It’s cos I know I’ve got you 
two with me. You’ve got my back, it’s 
gonna be a cakewalk.”

We paid the humble stipend for an 
evening’s indigestion, and left the 
café. The walk southwards into town 
would be about half an hour, and all the 
longer for us having just filled up on the 
nutritional equivalent of fully-leaded 
diesel. We were quiet for a while, as 
we processed past rows of kebab houses 
and charity shops. Adjoining roads on 
both sides were full of student houses, 
elegant five bedroom homes reduced 
to hosting twice that number in dank, 
peeling carcasses of buildings.

The sun had almost set, and there 
was a purplish-blue hue in the sky. 
Somewhere to the east were some 
floodlights, throwing up their own 
meagre attempt to rival the stars. The 
silence was far from awkward, so I let 
it pass. A cool wind provided welcome 
relief from what was turning out to be 
an unseasonably humid evening.

By the time we got down to the pub, 
there was already a sizeable crowd 
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forming. I’d only been there once 
before, and that was for a lacklustre 
quiz evening on a deserted Monday. 
Herb knew one of the doormen and 
was able to sneak us in, meaning that 
we avoided paying what was frankly a 
ludicrous entrance fee for such a run-
down place.

The last time I’d been here they had 
closed off some of the rooms, but as 
it was a Friday night, everything had 
been opened up. I took the chance 
to wander through the pub, which 
was really halfway to being a shoddy 
club, and walked through a labyrinth 
of chambers, antechambers and a 
dungeon-cum-chillout lounge. The 
patrons were an arcane patchwork of 
subcultures seemingly united in their 
shared desire for deviant behaviour 
and an apparent disdain for bodily 
hygiene. They were largely overweight, 
and in many cases rather androgynous 
- not just through attire, but genuinely 
exhibiting physical traits which belied a 
puzzling genetic mélange.

Herb came and slapped me between 
the shoulder blades, interrupting my 
slightly detached survey of the pub and 
its increasingly grotesque clientèle. 
“Let’s go out and have a smoke, eh? 
We’ve still got an half an hour or so 
yet, there’s no rush.”

I followed him through another room, 
where a punk band was playing at 
maximum volume and tempo to a 
swelling audience of teenagers, 
students and fiftysomething bikers. 
The shirtless lead singer had swastikas 
painted on his chest, but apparently 
it was ironic and he was actually a 
Liberal Democrat activist during the 
day. We found our way to the exit, and 
it was only when entering the pub patio 
that the real gems were to be found 
- people with one half of their face 

tattooed, and both halves of it ugly. 
Father Christmas beards juxtaposed 
with menacing scowls on skinhead 
skulls. Earrings for all, in every possible 
shape, size and painful calibration.

Jay had explained the job to us earlier 
that afternoon, once he’d got off the 
phone with his contact. “Right, it’s 
pretty straightforward,” he stated 
calmly. “The boss wants us to find this 
bloke, the one that’s been hassling his 
daughter, and really put the frighteners 
on him.“

“‘The frighteners’? Who do you 
think you are, Reggie Kray?” I asked. 
“Anyway, how do we know what he 
looks like?“

“I’ve got a description, I’ll know when 
I see him. I give the nod, you two grab 
him, and I do the business.“

It was “the business” that was 
bothering me. I was none too keen on 
the sight of blood, or knives for that 
matter. That’s why Herb was there, 
he didn’t mind any of that stuff. I was 
more of a lookout than anything.

Jay came out to find us just as we 
were finishing our smokes. “Nearly 
time, I reckon. The mark should be 
here at ten; assume your positions,” he 
ordered, sounding oddly professional. 
He turned and started walking back into 
the building, and we arranged ourselves 
behind him, forming a casual triangle.

The pub was now packed, with a large 
crowd bopping violently to another 
terrible band, but it wasn’t long before 
Jay spotted the target. He gave a signal 
with his right hand, and we moved in 
on the man, surrounding him, placing 
him in the centre of our triangle, then 
closed in. He had no idea. We herded 
him towards the toilets, which was the 
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plan. I moved ahead and made sure it 
was clear, kicking the door open and 
trying to look authoritative.

The room was a full-on sensory assault: 
gravity’s effect augmented by the 
adhesive qualities of the piss-soaked 
floor, and cheap lemon urinal cakes 
emitting a scent so strong as to be 
simultaneously a taste. I stomped my 
way over to the cubicles and found 
only one of them occupied, by a girl 
who’d passed out and was sleeping 
quite peacefully upon a pillow of piled-
up toilet tissue. I lingered briefly, in 
curious contemplation. Any other time I 
would have considered helping her, but 
there was a job to be done.

“Alright, we’re clear,” I said, and Jay 
and Herb brought in the confused 
pervert. I moved to secure the 
entrance, and behind me I heard a 
thud as Herb drove the target’s head 
into a basin, knocking him out cold and 
halting a dripping tap in the process.

I leaned my shoulder against the door, 
using my considerable heft to prevent 
anyone else coming in. I looked down 
at the floor and tried to lose myself 
in the 1970s stylings of the brown and 
orange tiles, and the black grout that 
held them together, distracting myself 
while the other two got to work. They 
held the man in place, and all I could 
hear was the occasional pop as Jay 
wielded the knife with the precision 
of a trainee butcher, carving the Logo 
into the man’s forehead and cheeks. 
He wouldn’t die, but by the time they 
found him in the morning he would 
have lost a lot of blood and be severely 
disfigured.

Herb locked the toilet from the inside 
and jumped over the door, ensuring 
that the victim wouldn’t be disturbed. 
Hand towels had even been placed 

around his head to stop any blood 
flowing out of the cubicle.

“Come on you two, let’s get out of 
here, sharpish,” said Jay, and I released 
the pressure on the door. No one had 
tried to enter, and my role in the 
evening’s proceedings had transpired to 
be ancillary at most, but I would still be 
paid my share. “You can have your dosh 
tomorrow,” confirmed Jay, reading my 
thoughts, “once I’ve picked it up.”

We were walking back up the way we’d 
come, and the night had retained some 
of its warmth. A small breeze rustled 
through the weeds that sprouted from 
the cracks in the kerbs, and blew 
over the stacks of discarded, ancient 
mattresses. It was a little too cool to go 
without a jacket, but a bit too clammy 
with one.

The café was up ahead, about ten 
minutes away. “Does anyone fancy 
nipping in the caff for a quick coffee?” 
said Jay. “It’s probably still open.”

“You know, I’ve never understood the 
whole going-out-for-coffee thing,” I 
said, trying to sound more whimsical 
than moaning. “I mean, what’s the 
point in going out to pay through the 
nose for something you could have at 
home for a fraction of the price, and in 
more comfortable surroundings? It’s like 
going out for a crap, that’s what it is.”

“Put a sock in it,” said Herb, shoving 
me into a bush full of empty lager cans 
and Styrofoam burger coffins. “You 
don’t have to get anything.”

We sauntered into the café, and I looked 
around - a couple of the regulars were 
there, moping over their bowls of gravy 
fritters and chip pies. Jay and Herb slid 
into their favourite booth, placing an 
order with the ever-industrious waitress, 
and I went for a piss.
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India Upset the Moon
It was a pure blue crisp winter’s 
morning, hewn with golden carpets of 
glistening leaves when we caught Jon 
fingering a badger on the steps of St 
Edmund’s catholic church. He had the 
badger in a headlock and was smiling 
ostentatiously at a wide-eyed and 
petrified priest who appeared to have 
barricaded himself behind the big glass 
doors of the church. At the foot of the 
doors, sparkling in the sunshine, lay a 
flotilla of crushed super strength lager 
cans resting on a sea of what, according 
to the empty packets lying around, had 
been frozen peas. The words ‘peas be 
with you’ were written on the glass in 
what appeared to be human excrement 
and lipstick. The same coloured lipstick 
that Jon was clumsily applying to the 
struggling animal that was unlikely to 
ever be able to comprehend or explain 
to its mate why it had returned late 
from foraging wearing Rimmel no 6.

The civic centre clock chimed and the 
badger was already running before Jon 
put it down, like one of those toy cars 
you wind up before letting go. It tore 
toward the bushes, but skidded to a 
halt, turning briefly to take one last 
look at its tormentor. With their eyes 
locked, Jon raised a protruding thumb 
and little finger, in the shape of a phone 
to his head, and mouthed ‘call me’. The 
Animal grunted and fled. In response, 
Jon turned and skipped into town in 
such a fast and weirdly aggressive 
manner - stopping only briefly to wipe 
his hands on a student - that he brought 
the high street to an open mouthed 
standstill. Eventually we caught up with 
him sitting on a bench and looking out 
to sea, humming. When asked if he had 

any horoscope predictions, or an update 
on what the planets were thinking or 
doing, he gave us this statement. 

“They’ve all gone to Spain - warmer 
down there. Lower heating costs. The 
Moon led it really. He was really pissed 
off. India started him off by sending up 
that 44 metre, 316 tonne rocket. You 
see, no one’s ever asked. Russia tried 
to probe the Moon in 58, the Yanks sent 
people up in the sixties treading their 
big size 11s all over the place. The 
Chinese, Europeans, Japs, they’ve all 
sent rockets up. Never asked for them 
back though, ave they? One minute it’s 
a probe, the next it’s an unmanned 
ship full of monkeys. Let me tell you, 
that ain’t natural. Your monkey’s not 
used to groundbreaking exploration, 
floating around space wrapped in silver 
foil. They’re supposed to swing through 
trees and f*** everything with a hole in 
it. 

Just when the Moon’s wondering when 
it’ll ever stop, Mars tells him the 
Japs are planning to send a ‘Lunar 
Penetrator’ mission to explore inside 
him. One minute he’s worried his 
atmosphere’ll stink of onion bhajis, 
the next he’s got a rocket up him. It’s 
not just the moon who’s concerned, 
either. Venus is worried that since they 
compress and jettison all waste water 
from rockets, the whole of Space is 
going to end up smelling of piss, and 
that’s no place to bring up a little 
planet. Mars, although supposedly next 
on the list for exploration, has a ‘bring 
it on’ attitude as he knows he’s too 
inhospitable for most. Jupiter, Saturn 
and Pluto have been spending the time 
buried in a good book which Neptune 
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found difficult to read as they couldn’t 
get it in big print, and Mercury has 
hardly ventured out as he burns easily if 
he gets too close to the Sun.

The amazing thing in all this is how 
the Sun has brought them all together 
in solidarity. The trouble, though, is 
that predictions are governed by the 
movement of the planets in relation 
to events on Earth and the position of 
the Sun. The Sun is supposed to move 
into certain signs on set dates. Right 
now it’s supposed to be in Scorpio, but 
instead it’s in Torremolinos. If the Sun 

is in every sign all the time, there are 
two main predictions I can make: Leos 
are going to go off the scale. They will 
redefine the art of showing off and will 
attract universal hatred. Cancerians 
are ruled by the Moon, they like a joke, 
but throw the words ‘lunatic’, ‘crazy’, 
‘inappropriate’ and ‘police cell’ into 
the pot, put that pot in a bin, and 
watch the garbage man drag it away 
kicking and screaming…….that reminds 
me.”

With that, Jon sprinted off into the 
bushes.  

Terrible thing is Squirrel flu. It’ll 
make you fart, make you cough, make 
you fart and cough so much your leg 
falls off. It’s much worse than Bird 
flu. Terrible. A bout of Squirrel flu 
went through the trenches and there 
were limbs flying this way and that. 
Come to think of it… that wasn’t 
Squirrel flu, it was enemy shelling.  
 
Awful confusion in the kitchen when 
I came home from the war and Mrs 
Hardy asked me to shell the peas. I 
damn near wiped out half a street.

Anyway, fed up of not getting women? 
Feeling Lonely? Want to sleep with 
Angelina Jolie? For just $89.95 you can 
purchase Hardy’s Imagination Course 
and build your thoughts up so that you 
can imagine sleeping with the world’s 
most beautiful women. Customers 
receive three CDs and a book that 
teaches mind techniques and thought 
processes to enable them to enjoy 
‘special time’ with the elite women 
of the world. The great thing about 
this product is you get to bed them all 

without even having to leave home, 
get dressed or even wash. Hardline 
Hardy’s techniques are guarenteed 
to work and have been tested by the 
leading authorities and profiled in high 
profile publications such as Tugging 
Today, The Plank Yankers’ Bulletin 
and The Weatherby Parish Community 
Newsletter.
 
Thanks Hardline, the CDs and books 
are great and really work! It’s almost 
like the real thing. I would suggest 
people buy it from you now. Today 
I have had Pam Anderson (twice) 
and all of Girls Aloud. What’s more, 
it didn’t cost me anything. I didn’t 
even have to buy them dinner, 
roses or make small talk. Brilliant. 
T Lewis, New York
 
People at work are wondering why I’ve 
been so happy lately. If only they knew 
it was because I’ve been sleeping with 
the cast of Desperate Housewives, my 
old school teacher and every woman 
I’ve ever fancied. Thank you, Mr Hardy. 
P. Barnham, Chicago

Hardline Hardy’s Imagination Course
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