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L IFE IN THE NEON UNDERGROUND  
 

 

The life and times of a young man about town, 
brought to you live and as - it - happens from the 
1980s...  

 

 
More online at:  

http://www.80sempire.com/neon  

 

 

25TH
 MAY: DOWN THE BLITZ WITH E AND N 

 

Went down The Blitz last night. Big mistake. It was full of girls dressed up like 

ÉÓÖÒÌÚɯÛÙàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÓÖÖÒɯÓÐÒÌɯÎÐÙÓÚȭɯ(ɀËɯÈÙÙÈÕÎÌËɯÛÖɯÔÌÌÛɯ$ÔÔÈɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÊÒÛÈÐÓɯÉÈÙɯȭɯ2ÏÌɯ

came dressed in a pink tutu that was so big it hardly fitted through the d oor. When-

ever she turned around she cleared the tops of half a dozen tables - broken cocktails 

glasses and cherries-on-ÚÛÐÊÒÚɯÈÓÓɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÉÓÖÖËàɯ×ÓÈÊÌȵɯ/ÌÙÚÖÕÈÓÓàɯ(ɀËɯÏÈÝÌɯ×Ùe-

ferred to have gone just about anywhere but the bloody Blitz. Never have seen the 

attraction, myself -  horrible, squalid little place, stinks of greasy food and sweat. 

+ÐÒÌɯÈɯÛÙÈÕÚ×ÖÙÛɯÊÈÍÍɯÍÖÙɯÛÙÈÕÚÝÌÚÛÐÛÌÚȭɯ$ɯÛÏÐÕÒÚɯÐÛɀÚɯÍÈÉÜÓÖÜÚɯ- Ɂ2ÖɯËÌÊÈËÌÕÛȮɯÔàɯ

ËÈÏÓÐÕÎȭɂɯ,ÐÕËɯàÖÜȮɯ$ɯÛÏÐÕÒÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÈÕàÞÏÌÙÌɯÛÏÈÛɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÚÌÙÝÌɯ6ÈÛÕÌàɀÚɯ1ÌËɯ!ÈÙÙÌÓɯ

is ËÌÊÈËÌÕÛȭɯ2ÏÌɀÚɯÓÌËɯÈɯÝÌÙàɯÚÏÌÓÛÌÙÌËɯÓÐÍÌȮɯÐÕɯÔàɯÖ×ÐÕÐÖÕȭɯ 

 $ÔÔÈɀÚɯÉÖàÍÙÐÌÕËȮɯ-ÖÙÔȮɯÊÈÔÌɯÈÓÖÕÎɯÓÈÛÌÙȭɯ3ÏÌɯÉÖÜÕÊÌÙɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÓÌÛɯÏÐÔɯÐÕȭɯ

Not surprised, really. Well, he was wearing corduroy trousers and a Marks and 

2×ÌÕÊÌÙɀÚɯÊÈÙËÐÎÈÕȭɯ-ÖÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÊÓÐÌÕÛele they want to encourage. Brings down 

ÛÏÌɯÛÖÕÌȭɯ(ɯÔÌÈÕȮɯÏÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÏÈËɯÛÏÌɯÚÐÔ×ÓÌɯËÌÊÌÕÊàɯÛÖɯÚÓÈ×ɯÖÕɯÈɯÉÐÛɯÖÍɯÉÓÜÚÏÌÙɯ

and nail varnish! In the end Emma had to go and plead with the bouncer. She can 

twist a man round her fingers just by fluttering her  eyelashes. Especially the eye-

lashes she had on last night. Two inches long at least. Looked like a couple of 

squashed tarantulas. The muscles she must be building in her eyelids, fluttering 

those things!  

 No sign of Steve or George. Too downmarket for them these days, I suppose. 

  

http://www.80sempire.com/neon
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28TH
 MAY: A CASE OF MISTAKEN IDENTITY 

 

I was approached by a policeman on Kentish Town High Street today. My first 

ÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɀËɯÍÖÜÕËɯÖÜÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÐÕÊÐËÌÕÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÔÌɯÈÕËɯ&ÌÖÙÎÌɯ,i-

chael in the Camden Palace last week. But no, it turned out that he wanted me for an 

ÐËÌÕÛÐÛàɯ×ÈÙÈËÌȭɯ2ÈÐËɯ(ɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÑÜÚÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÌɯÚÜÚ×ÌÊÛɯÚÖɯ(ɀËɯÉÌɯÐËÌÈÓȭɯ 

 Spent the afternoon waiting around in this dingy little room with a load of 

other hunky young men who were also in the identity para de. None of them looked 

anything like me. Apart from a general air of hunkiness, that is. They were all years 

younger than me, though. And they all had blond hair. Then I realised it must have 

been the streaks that done it ɬ made the policeman choose me, I mean. I had them 

×ÜÛɯÐÕɯÓÈÚÛɯÞÌÌÒɯÉàɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÈÐÙËÙÌÚÚÌÙɀÚɯÖ××ÖÚÐÛÌɯÛÏÌɯÊÐÕÌÔÈɯÐÕɯ"ÈÔËÌÕɯ3ÖÞÕȭɯ,ÜÚÛɯ

ÔÈÒÌɯÔÌɯÓÖÖÒɯÉÓÖÕËÌÙɯÛÏÈÕɯ(ɀËɯÙÌÈÓÐÚÌËȭɯ ÕËɯàÖÜÕÎÌÙȭȭȭ 

 Then, eventually they brought in this little weasely bloke. He was the suspect, 

È××ÈÙÌÕÛÓàȭɯ(ɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛ like to think that anyone would mistake me for him! Not 

hunky at all. And he had black hair. That struck me as funny, what with everyone 

else being on the lighter side of the spectrum. Maybe he dyed hair his black so he 

ÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÚ×ÖÛÛÌËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÕÌ-up?  

  ÕàÞÈàȮɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÈɯÉÐÛȮɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÖÔÈÕɯÊÖÔÌÚɯÐÕȭɯ3ÜÙÕÚɯÖÜÛɯÏÌɀËɯÚÕÈÛÊÏÌËɯÏÌÙɯÏÈÕd-

bag. The silly old bat walked right past the suspect (who anyone with two brain cells 

to rub together could tell was the villain!) without batting an eyelid. Told the p o-

ÓÐÊÌÔÈÕɯÚÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÙÌÊÖÎÕÐÚÌɯÈÕàÖÕÌȭɯ 

 When she went out, the weasel practically whooped with laughter. Then he 

came round and shook all our hands and thanked us for doing such a great job. I felt 

like an accessory after the fact. Especially when the policeman came and gave each 

of us a fiver (except for the weasel who got nothing). Not a bribe, but normal proc e-

ËÜÙÌȮɯÐÛɯÈ××ÌÈÙÚȭɯ(ɯÞÌÕÛɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÙÖÜÕËɯÛÖɯ6ÖÖÓÞÖÙÛÏɀÚɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÈÕËɯÉÓÌÞɯÔàɯÐÓÓ-gotten 

ÎÈÐÕÚɯÖÕɯÈɯ×ÈÊÒÌÛɯÖÍɯ+ɀ.ÙÌÈÓɯÞÈÚÏ-in auburn.  

 (ɀÝÌɯËÌÊÐËÌËɯÛÏÌɯÉÓÖÕËɯÚÛÙÌÈÒÚɯÈÙÌÕɀÛɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÔÌɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÈÓÓȱȭɯ 
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4TH
 JUNE: TOYAHõS FLOATING KNICKERS 

 

3ÏÈÛɯ3ÖàÈÏɯ6ÐÓÊÖßɯÐÚɯÈɯÎÐÙÓɯÈÕËɯÈɯÏÈÓÍȮɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÚÏÌȵɯ(ɯËÐËɯÈÕɯÐÕÛÌÙÝÐÌÞɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÌÙɯÛÖËÈàɯfor 

ÔàɯÊÖÓÜÔÕɯÐÕɯȿLondon After DarkɀɯÔÈÎÈáÐÕÌȭɯ3ÏÌɯÖÕÌɯÛÏÐÕÎɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɯÙÌÓàɯÜ×ÖÕɯÞÐÛÏɯ

Toyah ÐÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÏÌɀÓÓɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÎÐÝÌɯàÖÜɯÑÜÚÛɯÞÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛɯ- when it comes to a story, I 

ÔÌÈÕȭɯ(ɀËɯÏÈÙËÓàɯÏÈËɯÛÐÔÌɯÛÖɯÛÈÒÌɯÛÏÌɯÞÌÐÎÏÛɯÖÍÍɯÔàɯÍÌÌÛɯÈÕËɯÎÌÛɯÔàÚÌÓÍɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÖÜt-

side of a cup of Lapsang Souchong before she starts telling me all about these mysti-

cal powers she has. Claims she can make things float around the room with the 

power of her mind alone.  

 Ɂ+ÐÒÌɯÛÏÈÛɯ4ÙÐɯ&ÌÓÓÌÙȳɂɯ(ɯÚÈàȭ 

 Ɂ8ÌÚȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈàÚȮɯɁ.ÕÓàɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÍÖÙÒÚȭɂ 

  ÊÊÖÙËÐÕÎɯÛÖɯ3ÖàÈÏȮɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÏÈËɯÛÏÌÚÌɯ×ÖÞÌÙÚȭɯ2ÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÕÖÛÐÊÌËɯÐÛɯÞÏÌÕɯ

she was a little girl. Her knickers used to float around her bedroom, apparently, like 

as though they had a will of their own.  

 Ɂ(ÍɯàÖÜɯÚÈÞɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÞÌÙÚɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈàÚȮɯɁ(ÛɯÞÖÜÓËɯÔÈÒÌɯÊÖÓËɯÊÏÐÓÓÚɯÙÜÕɯÜ×ɯ

ÈÕËɯËÖÞÕɯàÖÜÙɯÚ×ÐÕÌȭɂɯ 

 2Öɯ(ɯÚÈàÚȮɯɁ3ÖàÈÏȮɯÓÖÝÌȮɯÏÖÞɯÈÉÖÜÛɯyou making something of mine float 

ÈÙÖÜÕËɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÖÔɯÕÖÞȮɯÛÏÌÕȳɂɯ 

 2ÖɯÚÏÌɯÛÌÓÓÚɯÔÌɯÛÖɯÛÈÒÌɯÖÍÍɯÔàɯÑÜÔ×ÌÙȭɯ2Öɯ(ɯËÐËȭɯ!ÜÛɯÚÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÐÛɯÛÖɯÍÓÖÈÛȭɯ

2ÖɯÚÏÌɯÛÌÓÓÚɯÔÌɯÛÖɯÛÈÒÌɯÖÍÍɯÔàɯÛÐÌȭɯ2Öɯ(ɯËÐËȭɯ!ÜÛɯÚÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÐÛɯÛÖɯÍÓÖÈÛȭɯ2ÖɯÚÏÌɯÛÌÓÓÚɯ

me to take off a few other things. And, well, you know me, anything for a laugh! So I 

ÛÖÖÒɯÛÏÌÔɯÖÍÍȭɯ!ÜÛɯÚÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÛÏÌÔɯÛÖɯÍÓÖÈÛȭɯ(ɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜɯÞÏÈÛȮɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯ- (ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯ

half feel cold chills running up and down my spine - and a few other places too.  

 Oh, the stories (ɯÊÖÜÓËɯÛÌÓÓɯÐÍɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÌÝÌÙɯÛÖɯÞÙÐÛÌɯÔàɯÈÜÛÖÉÐÖÎÙÈ×Ïàȵɯ3ÏÌàɀËɯ

ÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÍÌÞɯ×Ö×ɯÚÛÈÙÚɯÙÌÈÊÏÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÓÈÞàÌÙÚȮɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜȭɯ!ÜÛɯ3ÖàÈÏɀÚɯÎÖÛɯÕÖÛh-

ing to worry about - her secrets are safe with me. For the time being. Not so sure 

about later on in life thou ÎÏȮɯÞÏÌÕɯ(ɀÔɯÖÓËɯÈÕËɯÝÐÊÐÖÜÚɯÈÕËɯËÌÚ×ÌÙÈÛÌɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯËÖÚÏȭɯ

(ɀÓÓɯ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÚ×ÐÓÓɯÈɯÍÌÞɯÉÌÈÕÚɯÛÏÌÕȮɯ(ɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÐÔÈÎÐÕÌȭɯ 

 The beans I could spill on George Michael alone would make your hair stand 

on end. Which reminds me - I once spilled some beans on Buster Bloodvessel as a 

matter of fact: a whole bloody vat of beans - none of your rubbish neither, they were 

properly kosher Heinz baked beans in tomato sauce. Buster stuck his head in a 

saucepan and then I emptied the beans all over him.  

 6ÌÓÓȮɯÐÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯjust me, to be ruthlessly honest. The photographer was doing 

most of it, I was just standing around in the background making polite conversation 

and trying to elevate the tone. Which, given the circumstances, was something of a 

challenge. It was for a shot for the cover of Flexipop! which is another magazine for 

ÞÏÐÊÏɯ(ɯÞÙÐÛÌȭɯ#ÙÌÈËÍÜÓɯÙÈÎȮɯÙÌÈÓÓàȭɯ(ɀÔɯÛÙàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÞÖÙÒɯÔàɯÞÈàɯÜ×ɯÛÏÌɯ×ÜÉÓÐÚÏÐÕÎɯÉÐáɯ
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gradually. The Sunday Times Colour Supplement is what I have my eye on. I mean, ask 

yourself - when was the last time the Sunday Times had a picture of Buster Blood-

vessel covered in baked beans?   

 (ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯ(ɀÓÓɯÎÖɯÛÏÌɯ"ÈÔËÌÕɯ/ÈÓÈÊÌɯÛÖÕÐÎÏÛȭɯ8ÖÜɯÒÕÖÞȮɯÛÏÈÛɯÉÐÎɯÕÌÞɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÊÓÜÉɯ

2ÛÌÝÌɯ2ÛÙÈÕÎÌɯÖ×ÌÕÌËɯÙÌÊÌÕÛÓàȳɯ6ÌÓÓȮɯ(ɯÚÈàɯȿÕÌÞɀɯ- ÐÕɯÍÈÊÛȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÑÜÚÛɯÈÕɯÖÓËɯÉÐÕÎÖɯ

hall with bo uncers out the front. The Spandau lads seem to hang around a lot down 

there these days. And David Jaymes from Modern Romance. Nice lad, that David. 

(ɀÝÌɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÓÐÒÌËɯÏÐÔȮɯÈÕàÞÈàȭɯ-ÖÛɯÈɯÕÈÛÜÙÈÓɯÉÓÖÕËɯÛÏÖÜÎÏȮɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛɯÔàɯÖ×Ðn-

ÐÖÕȱȭ 

 

 
Buster Bloodvessel - and beans... 
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13TH
 JUNE: PETER POWELLõS Y FRONTS 

 

Emma and I went round Selfridges this afternoon, looking for makeup. She bought 

hair gel with glitter dust in and I bought some black nail varnish. When we were 

×ÈÚÚÐÕÎɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌɯÎÌÕÛɀÚɯÜÕËÌÙÞÌÈÙɯÚÌÊÛÐÖÕ, who should we see but that that Peter 

/ÖÞÌÓÓȵɯ8ÖÜɯÒÕÖÞȮɯÛÏÌɯ#)ȭɯ'ÌɀÚɯÔÜÊÏɯÚÔÈÓÓÌÙɯÐÕɯÙÌÈÓɯÓÐÍÌɯÛÏÈÕɯÏÌɯÚÖÜÕËÚɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÐÙe-

less. I tried to get a look at what he was buying but he caught my eye and then 

moved over to the socks department. Emma says she thinks he looks like a boxer-

shorts sort of guy. But I reckon he goes for Y-%ÙÖÕÛÚȭɯ'ÌɯÓÖÖÒÚɯÈÚɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÏÌɀËɯÉÌÕÌÍÐÛɯ

from the extra support, if you know what I mean.  

 This afternoon we went down to The Barbican - the arts centre they opened 

down the East End somewhere. Proper dump if you ask me. Worse than that place 

on the South Bank where they have that National Theatre, which was where they 

did that play, The Romans In Britain  - you know, the one that there was that court 

case about after Mary Whitehouse moaned about it.  

 (ɯÞÐÚÏɯ(ɀËɯÎÖÕÌɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯÐÛȵɯ,ÙÚɯ6ÏÐÛÌÏÖÜÚÌɯÙÌÊÒÖÕÚɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÈÊÛÖÙÚɯÎÖÛɯÏÐÚɯ

wotsit out and wiggled it at the audience! But the actor claims it was just his thumb. 

'ÖÞɯÊÈÕɯàÖÜɯÔÐÚÛÈÒÌɯÈɯÛÏÜÔÉɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÞÐÓÓàȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɀËɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞȳɯ$ÔÔÈɯÚÈàÚɯ

ÚÏÌɀÚɯÏÈËɯÚÖÔÌɯÉÖàÍÙÐÌÕËÚɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÊÖÜÓËɯÔÈÒÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÐÚÛÈÒÌɯÞÐÛÏȵɯ(ɯÓÈÜÎÏÌËȭɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯ

ÙÌÈÓÓàɯÚÜÙÌɯ(ɯÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËɯÞÏÈÛɯÚÏÌɯÔÌÈÕÚɯÛÏÖÜÎÏȱȭ 
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Here Peter Powell is seen sitting in a waste paper bin, pretending to be a dalek. ôExterminate! 

Exterminate!õ he cries, much to the confusion of passers by. òõEre, isnõt that Bruno Brookes?õ 

mutters a passing granny. òNah,ó replies her well-informed friend. Bruno wouldnõt be seen 

dead in lilac coloured slacks... 

 

18TH JUNE: THE PURPLE PUSSYCAT AND A BUTCHER'S BOY FROM PLAISTOW 

 

(ɀÔɯÍÌÌÓÐÕÎɯÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÖËÈàȭɯ(ɯÒÕÌÞɯ(ɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÏÈÝÌɯÎÖÕÌɯËÖÞÕɯÛÏÌɯ/ÜÙ×ÓÌɯ/ÜÚÚàÊÈÛɯ

ÉÜÛɯ$ÔÔÈɯÞÈÚɯÐÕÚÐÚÛÌÕÛȭɯ2ÏÌɀÚɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÕÌÞɯÉÖàÍÙÐÌÕËȭɯ!ÜÛɯÚÏÌɯÏÈÚÕɀÛɯÛÖÓËɯher old boy-

friend. Says she likes to live dangerously.  

 The waitresses in the Purple Pussycat are a scream. They all have to wear 

tight purple bathing suits, purple fishnet tights, purple high -heel shoes and purple 

cat-ears. Real classy place, if you know what I mean. The waitress serving our table 

must have been sixty if she was a day. She looked like my Aunty Bertha. When she 

smiled you could see her top set of dentures slipping down. Once, she smiled so 
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ÉÙÖÈËÓàɯÈÛɯ$ÔÔÈɀÚɯÉÖàÍÙÐÌÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÖÜÊÏɯÈÕËɯgo as to whether her dentures 

would fall into our cocktails.  

 (ɯÏÈËɯÈɯÓÖÕÎɯÚÓÖÞɯÚÊÙÌÞɯÜ×ɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯÛÏÌɯÞÈÓÓȭɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÈɯÊÖÊÒÛÈÐÓȭɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯ

ÞÏÈÛɀÚɯÐÕɯÐÛɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɯÛÈÚÛÌËɯÓÐÒÌɯ×ÌÛÙÖÓȭɯ(ɯÖÕÓàɯÊÏÖÚÌɯÖÍɯÐÛɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÕÈÔÌȭɯ$ÔÔÈɀÚɯ

boyfriend handed me the drink ÚɯÓÐÚÛɯÈÕËɯÚÈÐËɯɁ6ÏÈÛɯÞÖÜÓËɯàÖÜɯÓÐÒÌȳɂɯ2ÖɯÕÈÛÜÙÈÓÓàȮɯ(ɯ

ÚÈÐËɯɁ ɯÓÖÕÎɯÚÓÖÞȱȭɂɯÞÌÓÓȮɯàÖÜɯÎÌÛɯÔàɯËÙÐÍÛȭɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÙÌÚÐÚÛȮɯÙÌÈÓÓàȭɯ ÚɯÐÛɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯ

ÖÜÛȮɯ(ɯÕÌÌËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÖÛÏÌÙÌËȭɯ$ÔÔÈɀÚɯÉÖàÍÙÐÌÕËɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÈÙ×ÌÚÛɯÒÕÐÍÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ

drawer. The double entendre flowed paÚÛɯÏÐÔɯÓÐÒÌɯÊÜÚÛÈÙËɯÖÍÍɯÈɯËÜÊÒɀÚɯÉÈÊÒȭɯ'ÌɯÑÜÚÛɯ

ÎÙÜÕÛÌËɯÈÕËɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ.*ȭɂɯ 

 (ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯ$ÔÔÈɯÚÌÌÚɯÐÕɯÏÐÔȭɯ-ÖȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÙÜÌȭɯ(ɯÒÕÖÞɯexactly what 

ÚÏÌɯÚÌÌÚɯÐÕɯÏÐÔȭɯ'ÌɯÏÈÚɯÈÕɯÌßÊÌ×ÛÐÖÕÈÓÓàɯÓÈÙÎÌɯÛÖËÎÌÙȭɯ(ɯÒÕÖÞɯ(ɯÚÏÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÚÈàɯÚÖɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɯ

happens to be trueȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÈɯØÜÈÓÐÛàɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÐÚɯÚÏÈÙÌËɯÉàɯÈÓÓɯÖÍɯ$ÔÔÈɀÚɯÉÖàÍÙÐÌÕËÚȭɯ2ÏÌɯ

seems to live life in a constant quest for bigger and better. 

 'ÐÚɯÕÈÔÌȮɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàɯÐÚɯ)ÐÔȭɯ(ɯÊÈÓÓɯÏÐÔɯ)ÈÔÌÚȭɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÏÌɯÓÐÒÌÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯ

called James but see if I care! To be honest, I donɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÏÌɯÓÐÒÌÚɯÔÌɯÈÛɯÈÓÓȭɯ3ÏÌɯÍÌÌl-

ÐÕÎɯÐÚɯÔÜÛÜÈÓȭɯ'ÌɀÚɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÕÐÊÌɯÚÛÖÔÈÊÏȮɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯ- like a bag of walnuts. I know this for 

a fact as he insisted on showing it to the waitress. This was a dangerous ploy given 

her advanced years. She staggered back visibly and nearly fell off her stilettos.  

 Later on, we went to some grimy little club down in Soho. I bought a half bo t-

tle of rum in a shop before we went in and spent the evening lacing a glass of Coca 

Cola that cost me a couple of quid at the bar. Disgraceful! They even have the cheek 

to have a sign over the bar saying patrons must not drink their own beverages. Some 

hopes at those prices! 

  ÍÛÌÙɯÈɯÉÐÛɯ(ɯÓÖÚÛɯÚÐÎÏÛɯÖÍɯ$ÔÔÈɯÈÕËɯ)ÐÔȭɯ3ÏÌɯÉÈÙÔÈÕɯÚÈÐËɯÏÌɀËɯÚÌÌÕɯÛÏÌÔɯÎÖɯ

ÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÊÒɯÞÈàȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÊÖÜÙÛàÈÙË out there apparently. Well, I have a 

×ÙÌÛÛàɯÎÖÖËɯÐËÌÈɯÞÏàɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÎÖɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÈÕËɯÐÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÖɯÎÈáÌɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈÙÚȵɯ(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯ

about following them but, on mature consideration, decided against it.  

  ÕàÞÈàȮɯÐÛɯÔÜÚÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÞÖɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒɯÖÙɯÚÖɯÞÏÌÕɯ(ɯÓÌÍt. I was sick in 

ÛÏÌɯÎÜÛÛÌÙɯÈÕËɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÛÈÒÌÕɯÏÖÔÌɯÉàɯÈɯÉÜÛÊÏÌÙɀÚɯÉÖàɯÍÙÖÔɯ/ÓÈÐÚÛÖÞȭɯ&ÖËɯÒÕÖÞÚɯ

ÏÖÞɯ(ɯÔÌÛɯÏÐÔȭɯ'ÐÚɯÕÈÔÌɀÚɯ*ÌÝÐÕȭɯ(ɯÝÈÎÜÌÓàɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÛÌÓÓÐÕÎɯÏÐÔɯÖÝÌÙɯÊÖÍÍÌÌɯÈÕËɯ

ÔÜÌÚÓÐɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɀËɯÚÌÌɯÏÐÔɯÛÖÕÐÎÏÛɯËÖÞÕɯÛÏÌɯ!ÓÈÊÒɯ"È×ɯÐÕɯ"ÈÔËÌÕɯ3ÖÞÕȭɯ2ÖÔÌɯÏÖ×ÌÚȵɯ

 ÕɯÌÝÌÕÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ!ÓÈÊÒɯ"È×ɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÉÜÛÊÏÌÙɀÚɯÉÖàɯÍÙÖÔɯ/ÓÈÐÚÛÖÞɯÐÚɯÕÖÛɯÔàɯÐËÌÈɯÖÍɯÈɯ

ÎÖÖËɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÖÜÛȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÍÖÙɯÚÜÙÌȭ 

 

  



- 8 - 

20TH
 JUNE: MORE NEWS FROM PLAISTOW! 

 

'ÌɀÚɯÎÖÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ2ÐÔÖÕɯ+Ìɯ!ÖÕȭɯ-ÖȮɯÙÌÈÓÓàȵɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÈÓÓɯÏÌɯÌÝÌÙɯÎÖÌÚɯÖÕɯÈÉÖÜÛȭɯ

Drives me up the wall. Good job it was the Black Cap we went to. The place was 

ÊÙÖÞËÌËɯÈÚɯÜÚÜÈÓɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÔÜÚÐÊɯÞÈÚɯÚÖɯÓÖÜËɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÌÈÙɯÏÐÔɯËÙÖÕÐÕÎɯÖÕɯ

ÈÉÖÜÛɯÉÓÌÌËÐÕɀɯ2ÐÔÖÕɯ+Ìɯ!ÓÌÌËÐÕɀɯ!ÖÕɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌȭ 

 Come closing time I asked him how he was getting back to Plaistow. he was a 

ÉÐÛɯÝÈÎÜÌɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÜÉÑÌÊÛȭɯ(ɯÚÈÐËȮɯàÖÜɀÓÓɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÙÜÚÏɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÜÉÌȭɯ8ÖÜɀÓÓɯ

ÔÐÚÚɯàÖÜÙɯÊÖÕÕÌÊÛÐÖÕÚɯÐÍɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÊÈÙÌÍÜÓȭɯ3ÏÌÕɯ(ɯÙÌÈÓÐÚÌËɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÐÍɯ/ÓÈÐÚÛÖÞɯ

was North of the river or South. I asked him but he was a bit v ÈÎÜÌɯÖÕɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÖÖȭɯɁ(ɀÓÓɯ

ÉÌɯÈÓÓɯÙÐÎÏÛȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈàÚȮɯɁ(ɯÓÐÒÌɯÓÖÕÎɯÞÈÓÒÚȭɂ 

 Ɂ2ÖɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÖÜÓËɯàÖÜɯÙÌÊÖÔÔÌÕËȮɂɯÚÈàÚɯ(ȮɯɁ!ÌÚÛɯ$ÕËɯÖÙɯ2ÏÈÕÒȳɂɯ 

 Ɂ6ÏÈÛȳɂɯÚÈàÚɯÏÌȭ 

 Ɂ.ÏȮɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈàÚȮɯɁ(ɯÞÈÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÞÖÕËÌÙÐÕÎɯÞÏÌÛÏÌÙɯàÖÜɯÒÕÌÞɯÔàɯÉÌÚÛɯ

ÍÙÐÌÕËȮɯ%ÙÈÕÒȳɂɯ- ÈÕËɯ(ɀÔɯÛÏÐÕÒÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÔàÚÌÓÍȮɯÚÖÔÌɯÉÜÛÊÏÌÙɀÚɯÉÖàɯÏÌɀËɯÔÈÒÌȭɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯ

ÏÌɀËɯÒÕÖÞɯÏÐÚɯÉÙÐÚÒÌÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÏÐÚɯÊÏÜÔ×ɯÊÏÖ×Ú.  

 Anyway, I came home and he heads off down Primrose 'ÐÓÓɯÞÈàȭɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÚÜÙÌɯ

if that goes to Plaistow myself. I must remember to have a look in the A to Z. Emma 

called on the phone just now. Said she fancied meeting up in town somewhere. Ap-

×ÈÙÌÕÛÓàɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÍÈÓÓÌÕɯÖÜÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÌÙɯÕÌÞɯÉÖàÍÙÐÌÕËȭɯ(ɯÔÈàɯÎÖɯÑÜÚÛɯÛÖɯÎÌt the dirt.  

 

 

NEXT MORNINGé 

 

(ÛɀÚɯÓÈÛÌɯÈÕËɯ(ɀÝÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÎÖÛɯÉÈÊÒȭɯ6ÌÓÓȮɯÞÏÈÛɯÈɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÈÚȵɯ(ÛɯÛÜÙÕÚɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÔÖÙÌɯ

ÛÖɯÛÏÈÛɯÉÜÛÊÏÌÙɀÚɯÉÖàɯÍÙÖÔɯ/ÓÈÐÚÛÖÞɯÛÏÈÕɯàÖÜɀËɯÌÝÌÙɯÎÜÌÚÚȵɯ ÕàÞÈàȮɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÖÔɀÚɯ

ÚÛÈÙÛÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÚ×ÐÕɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÚÖɯ(ɀÔɯÛÜÙÕÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÕÖÞȭɯ(ɀÓÓɯÑÖÛɯËÖÞÕ all the sordid details 

ÓÈÛÌÙȱȭɯ 
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21ST
 JUNE: KEVINõS DARK SECRET 

 

It turns out that Kevin ɬ àÖÜɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙȮɯÛÏÌɯÉÜÛÊÏÌÙɀÚɯÉÖàɯÍÙÖÔɯ/ÓÈÐÚÛÖÞɯɬ has a very 

dark secret! Emma found out all about him from Jimbo ɬ you remember, her boy-

friend that I was telling you about who was well equipped in everything but intell i-

gence. Jimbo, it turns out, happened to be down Hammersmith way a while back. 

.ÏȮɯËÐËɯ(ɯÔÌÕÛÐÖÕɯÛÏÈÛɯ)ÐÔÉÖɯÐÚɯÈɯÔÈÓÌɯÚÛÙÐ××ÌÙȳɯ3ÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÞÏÈÛɯ$ÔÔÈɀÚɯÉÐÎɯÕÌÞÚɯ

was but I practically forgot all about it after she told me about Kevin. So anyway, it 

turns out that he, Jimbo I mean, knew him, Kevin I mean, as he, Jimbo, had seen him, 

Kevin, one night when he, Jimbo, was giving of his best. 

 Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɯÞÏàɯËÐËÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÚÈàȳɂɯ(ɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ(ɯÔÌÈÕȮɯÞÏàɯËÐËÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÛÌÓÓɯÔÌɯhe was a 

stripper ɬ by which I meant Kevin, not Jimbo ɬ ÉÌÍÖÙÌɯ(ɯÐÕÝÐÛÌËɯÏÐÔɯÉÈÊÒɯÍÖÙɯÊÖÍÍÌÌȳɂ 

 (ɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÐÕÒÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÍɯ(ɀËɯÒÕÖÞÕɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÏÐÔɯÛÖɯËÖɯÈɯØÜÐÊÒɯÛÜÙÕɯ

in the privacy of my own flat but Emma, poor girl, assumed it was my Puritanical 

streak coming out and that I disapproved of such things. As if! 

  ÕàÞÈàȮɯÚÏÌɯÏÜÔÔÌËɯÈÕËɯÚÏÌɯÏÈÞÌËɯÈÕËɯÚÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÚÈàɯÌßÈÊÛÓàɯÞÏÈÛɯÚÏÌɯ

knew about Kevin, just to kid me along like. And then finally she comes out with it! 

Well, I tell you, I knew he was no bÜÛÊÏÌÙɀÚɯÉÖàɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈÙÛȮɯÉÜÛɯÞÏÌÕɯ$ÔÔÈɯ

told me what he really does ɬ well, you could have knocked me down with a 

ÉÓÖÖÔÐÕɀɯÍÌÈÛÏÌÙȵ 

 .ÏɯÉÓÖÖÔÐÕɀɯÏÌÊÒȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ×ÏÖÕÌȭɯ&ÖÛɯÛÖɯÎÖȱȭ 

 

 

22ND JUNE: GETTING READY FOR BUSTER 

 

The woman in th e flat upstairs kept me awake all last night with her tap -dancing. 

,ÜÚÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÏÈÓÍɯ×ÈÚÛɯÍÐÝÌɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÚÏÌɯÍÐÕÈÓÓàɯÎÈÝÌɯÜ×ȭɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÐÕɯÜÕÛÐÓɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ

ÛÞÖɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒɯÔàÚÌÓÍɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÕɯ(ɯÑÜÚÛɯÓÈàɯÐÕɯÉÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ×ÐÓÓÖÞɯÞÙÈ××ÌËɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÔàɯ

head trying to keep all  ÏÌÙɯÙÖÞɯÖÜÛȭɯ2ÏÌɯÚÏÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÉÌɯËÈÕÊÐÕÎɯÈÛɯÏÌÙɯÈÎÌȮɯÈÕàÞÈàȭɯ

-ÖÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÝÈÙÐÊÖÚÌɯÝÌÐÕÚɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÎÖÛȵ 

 Went with Emma up to The Danzotek last night ɬ a big, swanky nightclub up 

ÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÐËËÓÌɯÖÍɯÕÖÞÏÌÙÌɯÚÖÔÌÞÏÌÙÌɯÉÌàÖÕËɯ ÙÊÏÞÈàȭɯ'ÌÙɯÈÕËɯ-ÖÙÔɀÚɯÉÈÊÒɯÛo-

ÎÌÛÏÌÙɯÈÎÈÐÕȮɯÐÛɯÚÌÌÔÚȭɯ3ÏÖÜÎÏɯÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÊÖÔÌɯÜ×ɯÛÖɯThe Danzotek, I noticed! Some-

thing funny going on there if you ask me.  

  ÕàÞÈàȮɯ(ɀÔɯÚÏÈÛÛÌÙÌËȭɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯÏÈËɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌɯÛÖɯÞÙÐÛÌɯÏÈÓÍɯÖÍɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɀËɯ

wanted to. I mean, all that business with Kevin, for a starÛȭɯ.ÏȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯ

ÛÖɯÞÈÐÛȭɯ(ɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÜ×ɯÌÈÙÓàɯÛÖÔÖÙÙÖÞȭɯ#ÖÐÕÎɯÈÕɯÐÕÛÌÙÝÐÌÞɯÞÐÛÏɯ!ÜÚÛÌÙɯ!ÓÖÖËÝÌs-
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sel for Jackieȭɯ#ÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɀÔɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÛÈÓÒɯÈÉÖÜÛȮɯÙÌÈÓÓàȭɯ(ɯÔÌÈÕȮɯÞÏÈÛɯËÖÌÚɯ

anyone want to know about Buster Bloodvessel anyway?  

 His sex life, I suppose.  

 Who, where, when, how long for and how much Golden Syrup was involved. 

#ÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯ(ɀÓÓɯÎÌÛɯÛÏÈÛɯ×ÈÚÛɯÛÏÌɯÌËÐÛÖÙɯÖÍɯJackie ÛÏÖÜÎÏȮɯÚÖÔÌÏÖÞȭɯ(ɀÓÓɯ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÌÕËɯ

Ü×ɯÈÚÒÐÕÎɯÏÐÔɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÏÐÚɯÍÈÝÖÜÙÐÛÌɯÚÊÏÖÖÓɯËÐÕÕÌÙÚȭɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÚÛÈÕËby for 

Jackieȱɯ 

 

 

12TH
 JULY: BIG GAME IN PARIS 

 

(ɀÔɯÍÓÈÛɯÖÕɯÔàɯÉÈÊÒɯÐÕɯÈɯÊÏÌÈ×ɯÏÖÛÌÓɯÐÕɯ/ÈÙÐÚȭɯ#ÖÕɀÛɯÈÚÒȵɯ6ÏÈÛɯÈɯÊÖÜ×ÓÌɯÖÍɯÞÌÌÒÚɯÛÏÐÚɯ

ÏÈÚɯÉÌÌÕȵɯ(ɀÝÌɯÍÈÓÓÌÕɯÚÖɯÍÈÙɯÉÌÏÐÕËɯÞÐÛÏɯÞÙÐÛÐÕÎɯÛÏÐÚȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈɯÚÛÙÜÎÎÓÌɯÌÝÌÕɯÛÖɯ

ÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÜ×ɯÛÖȭɯ 

 -ÖÞȮɯÓÌÛɯÔÌɯÌß×ÓÈÐÕɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ$ÔÔÈɯÈÕËɯ-ÖÙÔɯÍÐÙÚÛȭɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯÛÖÓËɯàÖÜɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ

what happened with Jimbo, have I? You remember Jimbo - that male stripper that 

Emma was seeing a lot of (if you know what I mean). Oh no, but before I get onto 

ÛÏÈÛȮɯ(ɀËɯÉÌÛÛÌÙɯÌß×ÓÈin about Kevin. But wait a minute, before I get onto that àÖÜɀÙÌɯ

×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÞÖÕËÌÙÐÕÎɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɀÔɯËÖÐÕÎɯÐÕɯ/ÈÙÐÚȭ 

 Well, what happened was this. First of all Janet rang up. You know, the press 

officer from RCA or MCA or Decca or somewhere? Or is it EMI? Oh, I dÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞȮɯ

one of those record companies. And anyway, it turns out she had these tickets for 

some concert in Paris - one of them big-shot bands from America: Kiss or ZZ Top or 

ÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÈÛȮɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÞÌÕÛɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÕÊÌÙÛ 

anyway because this bloke called Marcel, or Jean or Jacques or something took us 

out for dinner. Oh, did I mention that Kevin came with me? To Paris, I mean. You 

remember Kevin, I expect - ÛÏÌɯÉÜÛÊÏÌÙɀÚɯÉÖàɯÍÙÖÔɯ/ÓÈÐÚÛÖÞȳɯ2ÖɯÈÕàway this Marcel 

or Jean or FrançÖÐÚɯÖÙɯÞÏÈÛÌÝÌÙɯÏÌɀÚɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÛÈÒÌÚɯÔÌɯÈÕËɯ*ÌÝÐÕɯÖÜÛɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÞÈÕÒàɯ

restaurant where they serve all kinds of slimy things on crushed ice and the idea was 

ÛÏÈÛɯÞÌɀËɯÑÜÚÛɯÎÌÛɯÈɯÉÐÛÌɯÛÖɯÌÈÛɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÕɯÎÖɯÖÕɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÕÊÌÙÛɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯ*ÐÚÚɯÖÙɯ5ÈÕɯ'ÈÓÌÕɯ

or whoever,  but then a stuffed elephant fell on us and so all our plans went right out 

of the window.  

 -ÖÞɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÛÏÐÕÒÐÕÎȮɯÏÖÞɯËÐËɯÛÏÌàɯÔÈÕÈÎÌɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÈɯÚÛÜÍÍÌËɯÌÓe-

×ÏÈÕÛɯÐÕÛÖɯÈɯÙÌÚÛÈÜÙÈÕÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯ×ÓÈÊÌȳɯ(ɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÌß×ÓÈÐÕÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÌɀËɯÓÌÍÛɯÛÏÌɯ

restaurant by that time. We were in the foyer of some big hotel. There were two 

stuffed camels, one elephant and a couple of giraffes.  

 (ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÙÌÊÈÓÓɯÞÏàɯÞÌɯÞÌÕÛɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÛÌÓɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯ×ÓÈÊÌȭɯ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯÎÖɯÛÖɯ

the cocktail bar or something. At any rate  ÐÛɯÞÈÚɯ,ÈÙÊÌÓɀÚɯÐËÌÈɯÈÕËɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯ×ÈàÐÕÎɯÚÖɯ
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(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÈÙÎÜÌȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÔÌÕɯÐÕɯÖÝÌÙÈÓÓÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÖàÌÙɯ×ÜÛÛÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÜÍÍÌËɯ

animals into aesthetically pleasing positions when one of the men, who was up on a 

ladder, overbalanced and sent the elephant flying on top of us.  

 Well, I jumped out of the way just in time as my reactions have been sharp-

ened like a razor by years of pop music journalism. Kevin, as you would expect (or 

at least as you would expect if you knew about his peculiar talents, which, n ow I 

ÊÖÔÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛȮɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯÎÖÛɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÛÖɯÌß×ÓÈÐÕÐÕÎɯàÌÛȺȮɯÞÈÚɯÕÖÞÏÌÙÌɯÛÖɯÉÌɯ

seen. But poor Pierre was practically squashed.  

 Then all hell broke loose. The manager of the hotel arrived and started jabber-

ing in French. Well, I mean, normally (ɀËɯÑÈÉÉÌÙɯÉÈÊÒɯÈÛɯÏÐÔɯÞÐÛÏɯÔÖÙÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯ

ÈÚɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÊÖÕÝÌÙÚÌɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÕÈÛÐÝÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÕÎÖɯÞÏÌÕɯ(ɀÔɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÖËȭɯ!ÜÛɯÍÖÙɯÚÖÔÌɯÙÌa-

ÚÖÕȮɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌÔɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÖËɯÑÜÚÛɯÈÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÖÔÌÕÛȭɯ6ÌÓÓȮɯÐÍɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯÌÝÌÙɯÚÌÌÕɯ

someone squashed by a stuffed elephant in thÌɯÍÖàÌÙɯÖÍɯÈɯ%ÙÌÕÊÏɯÏÖÛÌÓȮɯàÖÜɀÓÓɯÒÕÖÞɯ

just how I felt. It puts you off your stride somehow. And then the next thing I knew 

the place was crawling with nurses and doctors and people carrying a stretcher 

upon which was the prostrate, mumbling body of the se mi-squashed Marcel. He 

ÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÏÈÓÍɯÔÈÒÐÕÎɯÈɯÍÜÚÚɯÈÕËȮɯËÜÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÖÊÒɯÕÖɯËÖÜÉÛȮɯÏÌɯÏÈËɯÙÌÝÌÙÛÌËɯÛÖɯÏÐÚɯÕa-

ÛÐÝÌɯ%ÙÌÕÊÏɯÔÖÚÛɯÖÍɯÞÏÐÊÏɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÜÕËÌÙÚÛÖÖËɯÐÍɯ(ɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÉÌÌÕɯÐÕɯÚÏÖÊÒɯÔàÚÌÓÍɯ

but which, given the circumstances, might just as well have been a foreign language 

ÍÖÙɯÈÓÓɯÐÛɯÔÌÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÔÌȭɯ!ÜÛɯÐÕɯÚ×ÐÛÌɯÖÍɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÍÜÚÚɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÔÈÒÐÕÎȮɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯ

ÏÜÙÛɯÔÜÊÏɯÙÌÈÓÓàȭɯ+ÌÈÚÛÞÈàÚɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÈÕàɯÉÓÖÖËɯÖÙɯÎÐÉÓÌÛÚɯÚÓÖÚÏÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯ

×ÓÈÊÌɯÚÖɯÐÛɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÈÛɯÉÈËȮɯÊÈÕɯÐÛȵ 

 The upshot of all this was that me and Kevin were left at a bit of a loose end. 

-ÌÐÛÏÌÙɯÖÍɯÜÚɯÏÈËɯÈÕàɯÐËÌÈɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÛÏÌɯÉÓÖÖËàɯÊÖÕÊÌÙÛɯÞÈÚɯÈÕËɯÞÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÈÚÒɯÈÕy-

ÖÕÌɯÚÐÕÊÌɯ*ÌÝÐÕɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÚ×ÌÈÒɯÈɯÞÖÙËɯÖÍɯ%ÙÌÕÊÏɯÈÕËɯÞÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÖɯÞÈÚɯËÖÐÕÎɯ

the concert anyway so it was no good asking. But, as luck would have it, I had 

ÚÖÔÌÏÖÞɯÔÈÕÈÎÌËɯÛÖɯÈÊØÜÐÙÌɯÈɯÏÜÎÌɯÞÈËɯÖÍɯ%ÙÌÕÊÏɯÍÙÈÕÊÚɯÞÏÐÊÏɯ(ɀÔɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÚÜÙÌɯ(ɯ

ÏÈËÕɀÛɯÏÈËɯÈɯÏÈÓÍɯÏÖÜÙɯÌÈÙÓÐÌÙȭɯ&ÖÖËÕÌÚÚɯÒÕÖÞÚɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÐÛɯÊÈÔÌɯÍÙÖÔȰɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÙÌÔÌm-

ber for the life of me. My theory is that Marcel must  have handed it to me as they 

carried him out on the stretcher so that we could carry on enjoying the hospitality of 

the record company in his absence but Kevin reckons it was the hotel manager who 

gave me the money, having come to the peculiar conclusion that I was a business as-

ÚÖÊÐÈÛÌɯÖÍɯ/ÐÌÙÙÌɀÚɯÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÞÖÜÓËɯÚÜÌɯÛÏÌɯÈÚÚɯÖÍÍɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÛÌÓɯÜÕÓÌÚÚɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÞÌÓÓɯÈÕËɯ

ÛÙÜÓàɯ×ÓÈÊÈÛÌËȭɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞȮɯ(ɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯ×ÖÚÚÐÉÓÌȭɯ ÓÓɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÚÈàɯÐÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÍɯÛÏÐÚɯÐÚɯ

the way that French hotel managers placate people, bring on the stuffed elephants! 
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Mademoiselles flirt coquettishly with passers by on the Champs Elysées, Paris. 

 

 

13TH JULY: KEVINõS PECULIAR TALENT 

 

6ÌÓÓȮɯ(ɀÔɯÜ×ɯÈÕËɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÈÎÈÐÕȮɯàÖÜɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÎÓÈËɯÛÖɯÏÌÈÙɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÚÞÌÓÓÐÕÎɯÏÈÚɯËÌÍÐÕÐÛÌÓàɯ

started to go down. I musÛɯÈËÔÐÛɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɀÔɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÍÌÌÓÐÕÎɯÈɯÉÐÛɯÚÏÈÒàɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÌÝÌÕÛÚɯÖÍɯ

ÓÈÚÛɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÉÜÛɯÈÛɯÓÌÈÚÛɯÛÏÌɯÎÌÕËÈÙÔÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÏÖÖÛɯÜÚȮɯÞÏÐÊÏȮɯ(ɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌȮɯÐÚɯÚÖÔÌɯÊÖÕÚo-

lation. The thing is, we never would have been under the bridge in the first place if 

ÏÈËÕɀÛɯÉÌÌÕɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯ&Ìrman chap in the dodgy wig whose name was Helmut (the 

chap, that is, not the wig).  

 But just a moment. I know what you are saying to yourself. You are saying, he 

ÏÈÚÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÔÌÕÛÐÖÕÌËɯÛÏÌɯÚÞÌÓÓÐÕÎɯÉÌÍÖÙÌ. Well, no, not in so many words perhaps. But 

then ÈÎÈÐÕȮɯÐÍɯÐÛɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÉÌÌÕɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÚÞÌÓÓÐÕÎɯ(ɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÍÓÈÛɯÖÕɯÔàɯÉÈÊÒɯÐÕɯ

ÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯ×ÓÈÊÌȮɯÞÖÜÓËɯ(ȳɯ ÕËɯ(ɯÛÖÓËɯàÖÜɯÈÓÓɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɯàÌÚÛÌÙËÈàɯÚÖɯàÖÜɯÚÜÙÌÓàɯÊÈÕɀÛɯ

have forgotten it already.  

 Helmut arrived on the scene just as Kevin and I were leaving  the hotel follo w-

ÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÜÕÍÖÙÛÜÕÈÛÌɯÐÕÊÐËÌÕÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÌÓÌ×ÏÈÕÛȭɯ3ÖɯÉÌɯÏÖÕÌÚÛȮɯÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÖɯÔÜÊÏɯÈr-

rive on the scene as leapt into it with arms waving and wig flapping in the breeze.  

 Ɂ8ÖÜɯÈÙÌɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏȵɂɯÏÌɯÊÙÐÌËȮɯɁ(ɯÈÔɯÈɯËÖÊÛÖÙȵɂɯ 

 Ɂ!ÜÎÎÌÙɯÖÍÍȵɂɯ(ɯÞÐÛÛÐÓà riposted. I was in no mood for German doctors with or 

without wigs of dubious origin. I had suddenly found myself in possession of a large 
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ÚÜÔɯÖÍɯÚÖÔÌÉÖËàɯÌÓÚÌɀÚɯÔÖÕÌàɯÈÕËɯÔàɯÌÕÛÐÙÌɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÊÖÕÊÌÕÛÙÈÛÌËɯÜ×ÖÕɯ

ways of spending it.  

 But Helmut was not to be so easily shaken off.  

 Ɂ-ÖȮɯÕÖȮɂɯÏÌɯÉÓÈÛÏÌÙÌËȮɯɁ8ÖÜɯÈÙÌɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏȭɯ(ɯÈÔɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕȭɯ(ɯÚ×ÌÈÒɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏȭɯ6Ìɯ

ÔÜÚÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯËÙÐÕÒȭɂ 

 (ɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÏÖÕÌÚÛɯÞÐÛÏɯàÖÜȭɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÌÕÛÐÙÌÓàɯÍÖÓÓÖÞɯÛÏÌɯÍÓÖÞɯÖÍɯÓÖÎÐÊɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯ

reasoning. However, noticing that he was brandis hing a cheque book and, deciding 

it would be impolite to tell him that I was Welsh rather than English, I discreetly 

tucked away my wad of ill -gotten francs into an inside pocket, smiled sweetly, 

tugged Kevin briskly by the arm and determined to follow Hel mut wheresoever he 

might go - which, in the event, turned out to be a dimly lit hostelry called Le Jabber-

wocky.  

 Once inside, Helmut plied us freely with brandy while he regaled us with 

amusing anecdotes about varicose veins and the debilitating condition s to which 

they are prone. I thought of the woman who lives in the flat above mine in London. 

2ÏÌɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÓàɯ×ÌÙÚÖÕɯ(ɀÝÌɯÌÝÌÙɯÔÌÛɯÞÏÖɀÚɯÏÈÓÍɯÈÚɯÍÈÚÊÐÕÈÛÌËɯÉàɯÝÈÙÐÊÖÚÌɯÝÌÐÕÚɯÈÚɯ

'ÌÓÔÜÛȭɯ!ÜÛɯ'ÌÓÔÜÛɀÚɯÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛȮɯÜÕÓÐÒÌɯÏÌÙÚȮɯÞÈÚɯÖÍɯÈɯ×ÙÖÍÌÚÚÐÖÕÈÓɯÙÈÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÈÕɯÈɯper-

sonal nature. It was not his own varicose veins that fascinated him but varicose veins 

ÐÕɯÎÌÕÌÙÈÓȭɯ(ÛɯÛÜÙÕÚɯÖÜÛɯÏÌɯÐÚɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÓËɀÚɯÔÖÚÛɯÌÔÐÕÌÕÛɯÝÈÙÐÊÖÚÌɯÝÌÐÕɯÚ×ÌÊÐÈÓÐÚÛÚɯ

and he had come to Paris to deliver a speech at a big varicose vein conference. I tried 

ÛÖɯÓÖÖÒɯÍÈÚÊÐÕÈÛÌËɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÚÜÚ×ÌÊÛɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÍÜÓÓàɯÚÜÊÊÌÌËȭɯ 

 Anyway, we had progressed to our fifth brandies and about the two hu n-

dredth interesting complication of the veins of the upper thigh when a large man 

with a small bushy moustache about the size of a Chihuahua staggered up to our ta-

ÉÓÌɯÈÕËɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ8ÖÜɯÉÓÐÛÏÌÙÐÕÎɯÉÖÜÕËÌÙȵɂɯÐÕɯÈɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÞÌÓÓ-ripened English accent 

spiced with a dash of French. I noticed that Helmut blenched at the sight of the man. 

(ÛɯÐÚɯÛÙÜÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÉÓÌÕÊÏɯÝÌÙàɯÝÐÚÐÉÓy on account of the low level of lighting in 

that part of the bar but I was watching him closely and if I tell you he blenched, you 

can take it from me that blench is what he did.  

 I am not entirely sure what happened next. All I know for certain is that 

somewhere between Le Jabberwocky and the bridge, we lost Helmut and the man 

with the Chihuahua moustache while, in their place, I had acquired a pounding 

headache and a prominent swelling on the back of my head. Kevin is of the opinion 

that the swelling was  caused by a wine bottle and that the wine bottle was, at the 

moment of impact, clutched in the meaty hand of the man with the Chihuahua 

ÔÖÜÚÛÈÊÏÌȭɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÚÈàɯÍÖÙɯÊÌÙÛÈÐÕɯÐÍɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÊÈÚÌɯÈÚɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÖ××ÖÚÐÛÌɯ

direction at the time.  

 A few  seconds later the gendarme arrived. He had a nasty expression on his 

face and was wagging his finger at us in a way that some people would say was dis-

tinctly less than brimming over with entente cordiale. Moreover, he was jabbering 
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away in French which, g iven the circumstances, seemed uncalled for. As you proba-

bly know, French is second nature to me. I speak the language so fluently that, at 

ÛÐÔÌÚȮɯÐÛɯÈÓÔÖÚÛɯÚÌÌÔÚɯÛÖɯÔÈÒÌɯÚÌÕÚÌȭɯ!ÜÛɯÑÜÚÛɯÈÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÖÔÌÕÛɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯØÜÐÛÌɯÔÈÒÌɯ

out what the gendarme was saying on account of the loud ringing in my ears and the 

ÚÛÈÙÚɯÚÞÐÙÓÐÕÎɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÔàɯÌàÌÚȭɯ(ÍɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯÌÝÌÙɯÉÌÌÕɯÉÜÔ×ÌËɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÊÒɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÏÌÈËɯ

ÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÞÐÕÌɯÉÖÛÛÓÌȮɯàÖÜɯÞÐÓÓɯÕÖɯËÖÜÉÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÐËÌÈɯÖÍɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɀÔɯÛÈÓÒÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛȭɯ

'ÖÞÌÝÌÙȮɯÞÏÐÓÌɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÔÈÒÌɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÞÖrds, I did get a firm impression that the 

gendarme was not welcoming us to the beautiful town of Paris and hoping that we 

would enjoy our stay. I replied, in French, with the perfectly reasonable comment:  

ɁMonsieur, nous sommes des sujets de sa gracieuse Majesté, la reine Elizabeth DeuxȮɂɯ

ÞÏÐÊÏȮɯÙÖÜÎÏÓàɯÛÙÈÕÚÓÈÛÌËɯÔÌÈÕÚȮɯɁ%ÖÙɯÎÖÖËÕÌÚÚɯÚÈÒÌȮɯÔÈÕȮɯ×ÜÓÓɯàÖÜÙÚÌÓÍɯÛÖÎÌÛÏÌÙȮɯ

ÞÌɀÙÌɯ!ÙÐÛÐÚÏȭɂɯ3ÏÐÚɯËÐËɯÕÖÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÏÌɯËÌÚÐÙÌËɯÊÈÓÔÐÕÎɯÌÍÍÌÊÛȮɯÏÖÞÌÝÌÙȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÚÞÌÈÙɯ

that I saw the gendarme reaching for his gun when suddenl y Kevin did that peculiar 

ÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯËÖÌÚȭɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌɯÔÌÕÛÐÖÕÌËɯ*ÌÝÐÕɀÚɯ×ÌÊÜÓÐÈÙɯÛÈÓÌÕÛɯÉÌÍÖÙÌȮɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯ(ȳɯ(ɯÔÜÚÛɯ

ÚÈàɯÛÏÈÛɯÜÕÛÐÓɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÖÔÌÕÛȮɯ(ɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÔÜÊÏɯÖÍɯÐÛȭɯ!ÜÛɯÞÏÌÕɯÏÌɯËÐËɯÐÛɯÛÏÌÕȮɯÐÛɯ

would not be overstating matters to say that I was flabber gasted. And so was the 

ÎÌÕËÈÙÔÌȭɯ(ÕɯÍÈÊÛɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÚÖɯÍÓÈÉÉÌÙÎÈÚÛÌËɯÛÏÈÛȱȭ 

 .ÏȮɯÞÏÖɀÚɯÛÏÈÛȳɯ2ÖÔÌÖÕÌɀÚɯÒÕÖÊÒÐÕÎɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯËÖÖÙȭɯ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÐÛɀÚɯ*ÌÝÐÕȭɯ8ÖÜɀÓÓɯ

ÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÌßÊÜÚÌɯÔÌȭɯ3ÏÌɯ×ÖÖÙɯÉÖàɯÚÖÜÕËÚɯÐÕɯÈɯÉÐÛɯÖÍɯÈɯ×ÈÕÐÊȭɯ,ÖÙÌɯÓÈÛÌÙȱȭ 

 

 

 
Ah, the romance of Paris! Here is the scene from my hotel window. Note how the romantic 

Eiffel Tower perches romantically on the banks of the romantic Seine.  

We certainly havenõt got anything in Britain to compare with that! 
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18TH
 JULY: THE MYSTERIOUS APPEARANCE OF FLAPJACK THE DUCK 

 

Kevin, of course, should never have been in Paris in the first place. But Janet, the 

press officer (you remember - ÚÏÌɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÌɯÞÏÖɯÖÍÍÌÙÌËɯÔÌɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÊÒÌÛÚȺɯÞÈÕÛÌËɯÔÌɯ

to go with a photographer. To take pictures of whoever it was I was supposed to be 

interv iewing. Ha! As though you can just pluck a photographer out of thin air! 

However, without a photographer there would be no tickets. The only person who 

came readily to hand was Kevin so, thinking quickly (as is my wont), I told Janet 

that he was a photographer. Well, how difficult can it be to take photos, anyway? 

/ÌÖ×ÓÌɯËÖɯÐÛɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌȭɯ(ɀÝÌɯÌÝÌÕɯËÖÕÌɯÐÛɯÔàÚÌÓÍȭɯ8ÖÜɯÑÜÚÛɯ×ÖÐÕÛɯÛÏÌɯÊÈÔÌÙÈɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ

right direction, press the button and hope for the best.  

 Not that it mattered in the end on account of the fa ct that we never got to see 

the concert and do the interviews and what -have-you thanks to the record com-

×ÈÕàɀÚɯ%ÙÌÕÊÏɯÙÌ×ÙÌÚÌÕÛÈÛÐÝÌɯÐÕÊÖÕÚÐËÌÙÈÛÌÓàɯ×ÖÚÐÛÐÖÕÐÕÎɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÛÏɯÖÍɯÈɯÛÌe-

tering taxidermed pachyderm. So instead of being ensconced in a luxury suite eating 

fish-paste sandwiches and interviewing Meat Loaf (or Alice Cooper or whoever it 

ÞÈÚɯÞÏÖÚÌɯÊÖÕÊÌÙÛɯÞÌɀËɯÔÐÚÚÌËȺɯÞÌɯÍÖÜÕËɯÖÜÙÚÌÓÝÌÚɯÏÜËËÓÌËɯÉÌÕÌÈÛÏɯÛÏÌɯËÙÐ××ÐÕÎɯ

arches of a French bridge while a none-too-friendly gendarme twitched his finger s 

over the trigger of his gun.  

 3ÏÌɯÎÌÕËÈÙÔÌɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÈÛɯÜÚɯÈÕËɯÚÈÐËȱȭɯ 

 WÌÓÓȮɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯØÜÐÛÌɯÚÜÙÌɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯÈÚɯÈɯÔÈÛÛÌÙɯÖÍɯÍÈÊÛȰɯÏÐÚɯÌÕÜÕÊÐÈÛÐÖÕɯÓÌÍÛɯ

much to be desired. I think the gist of is was that he wished us to accompany him to 

the station. But then, at that very moment, an eerie wailing sound echoed across the 

surface of the river: 

 ɁOscoo! Oscoo!ɂ, it wailed.  

 ɁMon Dieu! Sacré Bleu! Zut Alors!ɂ, exclaimed the gendarme.  

 3ÏÌÕɯÏÌɯÚÏÖÜÛÌËɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÈÛɯÜÚɯÞÏÐÊÏɯ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÔÌÈÕÛȮɯɁ2ÛÈàɯ×ÜÛɯÛÐÓÓɯ(ɯÊÖÔÌ 

ÉÈÊÒɂɯÈÕËɯÖÍÍɯÏÌɯÙÈÕȮɯÖÉÝÐÖÜÚÓàɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÎÈÓÓÈÕÛɯÐÕÛÌÕÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÙÌÚÊÜÐÕÎɯÚÖÔÌɯ×ÖÖÙɯÍÖr-

lorn Mademoiselle who was at that very moment drowning in the murky waters of 

the Seine. 

 Now just in case your French is a bit rusty I probably ought to explain that 

Ɂ.ÚÊÖÖȵɯ.ÚÊÖÖȵɂ ÐÚɯÛÏÌɯ%ÙÌÕÊÏɯÍÖÙɯɁ'ÌÓ×ȵɂɯ*ÌÝÐÕɯÐÕÍÖÙÔÌËɯÔÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÌɯ

gendarme had scarpered, though of course I knew it already. But Kevin was obv i-

ÖÜÚÓàɯ×ÙÖÜËɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÉÐÛɯÖÍɯ%ÙÌÕÊÏɯÚÖɯ(ɯÑÜÚÛɯÕÖËËÌËɯÈÕËɯÚÈÐËɯɁ ÏȳɂɯÈÚɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÐÛɯ

was all news to me. Then we scarpered in the opposite direction from that in which 

the gendarme had scarpered a few moments before. 

 Later, back in the bar of our squalid little hotel, I began to see the funny side 

of it all. Oh how we would chuckle over this as we sat in a pub back in dear old 

*ÌÕÛÐÚÏɯ3ÖÞÕȮɯ(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛȵɯ(ɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÌßÈÊÛÓàɯÐÕɯÈɯÊÏÜÊÒÓÐÕÎɯÔÖÖËɯÈÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÝÌÙàɯÔÖÔÌÕÛȮɯ
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however, due to the throbbing in my head resulting from a wine bottle having been 

battered over my skull just an hour or so before. 

 But you are probably wondering whatever became of the drowning Mad e-

ÔÖÐÚÌÓÓÌȳɯ ÏȮɯÕÖÞɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÍÜÕÕàɯÛÏÐÕÎȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÞÈÚɯÖÕÌȭɯ6ÏÐÊÏɯÉÙÐÕÎÚɯÔÌɯÖÕɯ

to Flapjack The Duck. Do you know Flapjack The Duck? A cuddly yellow sort of 

feathery thing with big blue eyes and an ora nge beak. See him on the telly a lot on 

Saturday mornings, if you happen to be up at that time. Pops up from behind a sort 

of a desk affair and has a chat with that blond chap with the peculiar accent and a 

ÝÈÊÈÕÛɯÌß×ÙÌÚÚÐÖÕȭɯɁ0ÜÈÊÒ-ØÜÈÊÒȵɯ6ÏÈÛɯÈɯØÜÈÊÒÌÙȵɂ 3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯ%ÓÈ×ÑÈÊÒɀÚɯÊÈÛÊh-

phrases. Has them rolling in the aisles apparently.  

 Well, anyway, as I was saying, had it not been for Flapjack The Duck, I should 

probably at this very moment be languishing in a dank cell deep within the bowels 

of a Parisian police station. Instead of which I am sitting here in my bijou apartme n-

ÛÌÛÛÌɯÐÕɯ+ÖÕËÖÕɀÚɯÍÈÚÏÐÖÕÈÉÓÌɯ*ÌÕÛÐÚÏɯ3ÖÞÕȭɯ 

 8ÖÜɯÚÌÌɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÐÚȱȭɯ 

 .ÏɯÉÓÖÖÔÐÕÎɯÏÌÊÒȵɯ(ÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌȳɯ(ɀÔɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎɯ*ÌÝÐÕɯËÖÞÕɯ

the Black Cap in ten minutÌÚȭɯ(ɀÓÓɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÙÜÚÏȭɯ2ÖɯÈÕàÞÈàȮɯ(ɀÓÓɯÌß×ÓÈÐÕɯÈÓÓɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ%ÓÈp-

ÑÈÊÒɯÛÖÔÖÙÙÖÞȱ 

 

 

20TH JULY: EMMAõS KNOTTY SITUATION 

 

'ÈÝÌɯàÖÜɯÌÝÌÙɯÚÌÌÕɯ2×ÐÛɯ3ÏÌɯ#ÖÎȳɯ6ÌÓÓȵɯ ɯÔÈÕÒÐÌÙɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÔÜÛÛɯ(ɀÝÌɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÊÓÈ××ÌËɯ

ÌàÌÚɯÖÕȵɯ ÓÓɯÏÌɯËÖÌÚɯÐÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÚÐÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÈÕËɯÚ×ÐÛȭɯ6ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÛÏÌɯentertainment value in that, 

ȿÌàȳ 

 3ÏÌÕɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÌÔÜȭɯ'ÌɀÚɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÖÕÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÎÌÛÚɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÖÕɯÔàɯÛÏÙÌÌ×ÌÕÕàɯÉÐÛÚȭɯ

(ɯÔÌÈÕȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÈÚɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌɯÉÓÖÖËàɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÌÝÌÕɯÚÈàÚɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎȭɯ'ÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÈÛÛÈÊÒÚɯ×Ìo-

×ÓÌȭɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯÚÈÞɯÏÐÔɯÈÛÛÈÊÒÐÕÎɯ,ÐÊÏÈÌÓɯ/ÈÙÒÐÕÚÖn on telly that time. 

6ÌÓÓȵɯ3ÏÌɯËÈÔÕɀɯÉÐÙËɯÞÌÕÛɯÚÛÙÈÐÎÏÛɯÍÖÙɯ/ÈÙÒÐÕÚÖÕɀÚɯàÖÜ-know -what! I mean, every-

ÖÕÌɯÒÕÖÞÚɯÌÔÜɀÚɯÉÌÈÒɯÐÚɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÑÜÚÛɯ1ÖËɯ'ÜÓÓɀÚɯÏÈÕËȭɯ(ÍɯÏÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÏÈËɯÏÐÚɯÈÙÔɯ

ÚÛÜÍÍÌËɯÐÕÚÐËÌɯÛÏÌɯËÈÔÕɀɯÌÔÜɯÐÛɀËɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÖÉÚÊÌÕÌȭ 

 Flapjack the Duck, on tÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÏÈÕËɯȹÞÏÌÕɯ(ɯÚÈàɯȿÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÏÈÕËɀɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯ

ÔÌÈÕɯÖÕɯ1ÖËɯ'ÜÓÓɀÚɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÏÈÕËȮɯÖÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌȮɯÚÐÕÊÌɯ1ÖËɯ'ÜÓÓɀÚɯÏÈÕËÚɯÖÕÓàɯÌÝÌÙɯÎÖɯÐÕÛÖɯ

ÌÔÜÚȮɯÕÖÛɯËÜÊÒÚȺȱȭɯ%ÓÈ×ÑÈÊÒɯÛÏÌɯ#ÜÊÒȮɯÈÚɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÚÈàÐÕÎȮɯÊÈÕɯÉÌɯØÜÐÛÌɯÞÐÛÛàȭɯ8ÖÜɯ

ÔÐÎÏÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÚÌÌÕɯÏÐÔɯÖÕɯÊÏÐÓËÙÌÕɀÚɯ35ɯÖÕɯÈɯ2ÈÛÜÙËÈàɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÈÕɯÞÐÛÏɯ

the greasy blond hair who sits behind a desk telling jokes and insulting the kids and 

ÌÝÌÙàɯÚÖɯÖÍÛÌÕɯÛÏÐÚɯÍÌÈÛÏÌÙàɯàÌÓÓÖÞɯÛÏÐÕÎɯ×Ö×ÚɯÜ×ɯÕÌßÛɯÛÖɯÏÐÔɯÈÕËɯÚÈàÚɯɁ0ÜÈÊÒ-
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ØÜÈÊÒȵɯ6ÏÈÛɯÈɯØÜÈÊÒÌÙȵɂɯ- I mean, he says lots of ÖÛÏÌÙɯÚÛÜÍÍɯÛÖÖȮɯÉÜÛɯɁ0ÜÈÊÒ-quack! 

6ÏÈÛɯÈɯØÜÈÊÒÌÙȵɂɯÐÚɯÏÐÚɯpièce de résistance as you might say.  

 Well, it was as I was saying before I got interrupted by my working week 

which, amongst other things, involved a very peculiar interview with a chap from 

BasÐÓËÖÕɯÞÏÖɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÚÐÕÎÌÙɯÐÕɯÈɯÎÙÖÜ×ɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯDepeshay Mode ÖÙɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɀÓÓɯ

ÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÖÔÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÛÐÔÌȱɯÈÚɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÚÈàÐÕÎȮɯÐÍɯÐÛɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÉÌÌÕɯÍÖÙɯ

%ÓÈ×ÑÈÊÒɯ3ÏÌɯ#ÜÊÒȮɯ(ɀËɯ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÉÌɯÓÈÕÎÜÐÚÏÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÈɯ%ÙÌÕÊÏɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌɯËÜÕÎÌÖÕɯÐÕÚÛÌÈËɯ

of sitting h ere in my bijou Kentish Town mews flat penning this memoir.  

 You will recall that Fate had conspired to fling me, reeling from a blow to the 

head and pursued by armies of ferocious gendarmes, beneath the dank and dripping 

arches of a bridge spanning the river Seine in gay Paree when, all of a sudden and 

out of the blue, the still night air was rent asunder by the terrified cries of a young 

and helpless Mademoiselle gasping her last from somewhere in the middle of the 

river. This naturally gave the gendarmes  the idea that maybe they should go off and 

save the dusky beauty rather than menace me and Kevin (with whom I was stuck 

beneath said dank and dismal bridge), a fact which gave us the opportunity of le g-

ging it speedily in the other direction while the gend armes were otherwise engaged. 

 So where, you may wonder, does Flapjack The Duck enter into my tale?  

 6ÌÓÓȮɯàÖÜɯÔÈàɯÙÌÊÈÓÓɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌɯÈÓÓÜËÌËɯ×ÙÌÝÐÖÜÚÓàɯÛÖɯ*ÌÝÐÕɀÚɯÛÌÙÙÐÉÓÌɯÚÌÊÙÌÛȭɯ(ɯ

shall now reveal it in all its awfulness. Sit down. Brace yourself. Here  it is:  

 Kevin is Flapjack the Duck!  

Quel horror!, you are no doubt thinking. This lissom and goodly featured youth 

ÞÏÖÔɯ×ÙÌÝÐÖÜÚÓàɯàÖÜɯÏÈËɯÛÈÒÌÕɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈɯÝÐÙÐÓÌɯàÖÜÕÎɯÉÜÛÊÏÌÙɀÚɯÉÖàɯÍÙÖÔɯ/ÓÈÐÚÛÖÞȮɯÐÚȮɯ

in reality, nothing of the sort. On the contrary, instead of doing butch and manly 

things such as wrapping up half pounds of tripe with a bit of brisket on the side, he 

spends his Saturday mornings crouched beneath a table, snuggled up to the sweaty 

legs of a man with greasy blond hair, with his arm thrus ÛɯÜ×ɯÈɯËÜÊÒɀÚɯÉÈÊÒÚÐËÌɯÚÈy-

ÐÕÎɯɁ0ÜÈÊÒ-ØÜÈÊÒȵɯ6ÏÈÛɯÈɯØÜÈÊÒÌÙȵɂ 

 I too once felt as you no doubt feel now - pale, sickened and wan at the very 

thought of such a pitiful existence. However, having experienced the benefits of his 

ventriloquial arts in a tight c orner, I must confess that I now take a different view.  

 !ÜÛɯÈÕàÞÈàȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÖÓËɯÕÌÞÚȭɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌɯÍÈÙɯÚÛÙÈÕÎÌÙɯÔÈÛÛÌÙÚɯÛÖɯÙÌÓÈÛÌȭɯ-ÖÞȮɯàÖÜɯ

ÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÔàɯÍÙÐÌÕËɯ$ÔÔÈȮɯ(ɯÌß×ÌÊÛȳɯ6ÌÓÓȮɯàÖÜɀÓÓɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÛÏÐÚɯÉÜÛɯÞÏÈÛɀɯÏÈp-

×ÌÕÌËɯÐÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÏÌɀɯÎÖÕÌɯÈÕËɯÎÖÛɯÏÌÙÚÌÓÍɯÐÕto a very sticky situation. It all happened 

after a contortionist called Senor Slinkini approached her down at the Purple Pussy-

ÊÈÛȱȭ 
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21ST
 JULY: SATURDAY NIGHT WITH STEVE STRANGE 

 

3ÏÈÛɯ2ÛÌÝÌɯ2ÛÙÈÕÎÌɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÏÈÓÍɯÚÖÜÕËɯ6ÌÓÚÏɯÞÏÌÕɯÏÌɯÎÌÛÚɯÎÖÐÕÎȵɯ6ÖÙÚÌɯÛÏÈÕɯ!ÖÕÕÐÌɯ

3àÓÌÙȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÚÈàÐÕÎɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎȭɯ 

 3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯÓÖÛɯÖÍɯ6ÌÓÚÏɯ×Ö×ɯÚÛÈÙÚȮɯÞÏÌÕɯàÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛɯ- Steve Strange, 

Bonnie Tyler, Shaking Stevens, Tom Jones, Mary Hopkin, Elvis /ÙÌÚÌÓÐȭɯ(ɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯ

thinking about branching out into a bit of pop singing myself, you know, on account 

of the lush golden tones of my singing voice which, as anyone will tell you, really 

has to be heard to be believed.  

 I did this interview with Steve Str ange yesterday, see, for Kicks magazine. So 

ÐÛɯÛÜÙÕÚɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÈÔɯÕÖÞɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯȿÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÒÕÖÞɀɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÕÌßÛɯÉÐÎɯÍÈÚÏÐÖÕɯÊÙÈáÌȭɯ

Just when you thought that double -breasted suits were all the trend, it turns out that 

all that Kid Creole stuff is last yeÈÙɀÚɯÛÏÐÕÎ. Hobbits! 3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÔÐÕÎɯÊÙÈáÌȮɯÈ××Èr-

ently.  

 Steve was doing a photo shoot when I interviewed him, all kitted out in ho b-

bit -style, which, as far as I can see is pretty much indistinguishable from a scarecrow 

- except for the slap, that is, of which young Strange was wearing a goodly amount. 

'ÌɀÚɯÈɯÔÈÙÛàÙɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÒÌÜ×ȮɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯÈÚÒɯÔÌȭɯ ÚȮɯÐÕÊÐËÌÕÛÈÓÓàȮɯÐÚɯ2ÏÐÙÓÌàɯ!ÈÚÚÌàȮɯÞÏÖɯ

ÐÚɯàÌÛɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÉÐÎɯ6ÌÓÚÏɯÚÐÕÎÌÙɯÚÛÈÙȮɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÚÖÔÌÏÖÞɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÏÌÙɯÚÈÊÙÐÍÐÊÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯ

sequins for the pleasure of dressing up as a hobbit. 

 But I digress. I was about to tell you the strange story of how my friend 

Emma met Senior Slinkini, the contortionist. She was on the floor at the time which, 

if the truth be told, she all too frequently is, under a table in the Purple P ussycat, 

which, as I believe I have mentioned previously in my journals, is a nocturnal drin k-

ing establishment of somewhat dubious repute - when all of a sudden a leg ap-

peared, followed in quick succession by an arm, another arm, a head and another 

leg. AlÓɯÛÏÌɯÈÉÖÝÌɯÈ××ÌÕËÈÎÌÚȮɯÐÛɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÖÜÛȮɯÉÌÓÖÕÎÌËɯÛÖɯÖÕÌɯ2ÌÕÖÙɯ2ÓÐÕÒÐÕÐɯȿÛÏÌɯ

2×ÈÕÐÚÏɯ"ÖÕÛÖÙÛÐÖÕÐÚÛɀȭɯ 

 Emma tells me (and, given her breath of worldly experience, I confess to be-

ing surprised by the revelation) that she has never had a liaison with a contort ionist, 

Spanish or otherwise, so her interest was, quite naturally, piqued. Well, to cut a long 

story short, she picked herself up off the floor, quaffed a couple of banana daiquiris, 

fluttered her mascara-heavy lids and whisked him away in the general dir ection of 

her flat. 

 !ÜÛȮɯÈÚɯÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÞÏÖɀÚɯÕÈÔÌɯ(ɯÍÖÙÎÌÛɯÖÕÊÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÚÛɯ×ÓÈÕÕÌËɯÓÈàÚɯÖÍɯÔÐÊÌɯ

and men gang often gang awry (or some such nonsense) and thus it was to be for 

Emma. For no sooner had she dragged the aforementioned Spanish contortionist 

into the public highway and thrust out a shapely thigh by way of attracting the a t-

tention of a passing cabbie, when who should stagger out of a nearby doorway but 

$ÔÔÈɀÚɯÉÖàÍÙÐÌÕËȵ 
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 Ah, but now you are asking yourself to which boyfriend I refer, Emma being 

well-known for getting through boyfriends at a brisk rate of knots.  

 6ÌÓÓȮɯ(ɀËɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÖɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɀÓÓɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÞÈÐÛȭɯ(ɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÈÙÛÐÊÓÌɯÛÖɯÞÙÐte up 

for Kicks so, much to my chagrin ȹÈɯ %ÙÌÕÊÏɯ ÞÖÙËȮɯ ÔÌÈÕÐÕÎɯ ȿ×ÐÚÚÌË-bloody -

ÖÍÍÌËÕÌÚÚɀȺȮɯÔàɯ2ÈÛÜÙËÈàɯÕÐÎÏÛ will be spend cloistered indoors here in my luxury 

Kentish Town hovel, listening to a crackly cassette of Steve Strange wombling on 

about bloody hobbits.  

 Grrrr.....  

 

 

30TH
 JULY: KEVIN DRENCHED IN BABY OIL! 

 

There are always at least two sides to every sÛÖÙàɯÈÕËȮɯÞÏÌÙÌɯ$ÔÔÈɀÚɯÊÖÕÊÌÙÕÌËȮɯ

there are usually a good few more than two. Now take this incident with Spanish 

contortionist, for instance! She had me hook, line and sinker on that one.  I mean, 

there was me believing every word of it. But then, luckily , I ran into Kevin. Well, not 

so much ran  into him as slipped over him on account of the fact that he was covered 

in baby oil at the time.  

 Down the Old Duck and Knackers this was, which is this really seedy gay 

×ÜÉɯËÖÞÕɯ"ÓÈ×ÏÈÔɯÞÈàȭɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÕÖÙÔÈÓÓàɯÎÌÛ that far out into the sticks, myself, but 

(ɀËɯÏÌÈÙËɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÛÈÓÌÕÛɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÖÕɯÈÕËȮɯÈÚɯ(ɀÝÌɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÏÈËɯÈÕɯÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÖÍɯÈɯ

theatrical bent, I decided to go down and get and eyeful.  

 And what an eyeful I got! One of the talents on show belonged to  none other 

ÛÏÈÕɯȿ2ÕÈÒÌÔÈÕɯ)ÐÔɀɯȹÛÖɯÜÚÌɯÏÐÚɯ×ÙÖÍÌÚÚÐÖÕÈÓɯÕÈÔÌȺɯÞÏÖȮɯÐÛɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÖÜÛɯÞÈÚɯÕÖÕÌɯ

ÖÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÈÕɯ$ÔÔÈɀÚɯÖÕÌ-time boyfriend, Jim (aka Jimbo), of whom I have spoken in 

previous entries in this journal. Well, now at last, I have seen exactly what she saw in 

ÏÐÔȭɯ2ÜÍÍÐÊÌɯÛÖɯÚÈàɯÐÛɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÏÐÚɯÞÐÛÛàɯ×ÌÙÚÖÕÈÓÐÛàɯÈÕËɯÈÔÜÚÐÕÎɯÈÕÌÊËÖÛÌÚȵ 

 However, Jim is but a sideline in the bizarre tale which I am about to relate. 

You will recall, no doubt, the episode I mentioned a few days ago which began when 

Emma was accosted by a Spanish contortionist under a table in the Purple Pussycat. 

 In the version of the story which Emma related to me and which I, in my i n-

nocence, was about to re-relate to you, she and this contortionist (whose name, she 

informed me was Senor Slinkin i - ha! ÈÚɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯ(ɀËɯÉÌɯÛÈÒÌÕɯÐÕɯÍÖÙɯÖÕÌɯÚÌÊÖÕËɯÉàɯ

such an obviously made-up nom de stage!) were tootling along the street when who 

ÚÏÖÜÓËɯ×Ö×ɯÜ×ɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÈËÖÞÚɯÉÜÛɯ$ÔÔÈɀÚɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÉÖàÍÙÐÌÕËȮɯ-ÖÙÔȵɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÛÏÌÕɯ

ensued a battle of words and fisticuffs in wh ich Norm emerged triumphant and 

Senor Slinkini slunk off to nurse his wounds and, no doubt, massage his battered 

bonce with his fingers, knees, elbows and toes. Thus was Emma saved by the noble 
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Norm from a night of debauchery and set back on the straight and narrow path to 

virtue, modesty and (in the fullness of time), a semi -detached in Esher and member-

ÚÏÐ×ɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÊÈÓɯ6ÖÔÌÕɀÚɯ(ÕÚÛÐÛÜÛÌȭ 

 Pah! is what I say... nay, not merely Pah! I think this calls for a full -throated 

#ÈÔÕɀɯÐÛɯÈÓÓȵ 

 The blasted woman led me up the garden path with her tale of derring -do be-

tween double-jointed Spaniards and the hellish fury of scorned Norms. Further i n-

vestigation reveals that the truth is very far from the tale which I was spun.  

 Which brings me back to Kevin.  

 This, I should perhaps remind you, is the same Kevin who, having once mas-

ØÜÌÙÈËÌËɯÈÚɯÈɯÉÜÛÊÏÌÙɀÚɯÉÖàɯÍÙÖÔɯ/ÓÈÐÚÛÖÞȮɯÏÈÚɯÕÖÞɯÉÌÌÕɯÙÌÝÌÈÓÌËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÕÖÕÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯ

ÛÏÈÕɯÛÏÌɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÖÍɯ35ɀÚɯÍÈÝÖÜÙÐÛÌɯÎÓÖÝÌ-puppet, Flapjack the Duck. So what, you may 

quite legitimately be aski ng yourself, was the alter-ego of Flapjack the Duck, doing 

dripping with baby oil in a seedy gay pub on the outskirts of Clapham? And, mor e-

over, how was this related to the fictitious tale of Spanish bone-benders with which 

the perfidious Emma had so recently bamboozled me?  

 (ɀËɯÓÖÝÌɯÛÖɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜȭɯ!ÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÔÌȮɯ(ɯÞÖÜÓËȭɯ4ÕÍÖÙÛÜÕÈÛÌÓàȮɯ(ɯÈÔɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯÞÌÓÓɯÉe-

ÏÐÕËɯÚÊÏÌËÜÓÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÈÕɯÈÙÛÐÊÓÌɯ(ɀÔɯÞÙÐÛÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯFlexipop! ȹ*ÌÝÐÕɯ1ÖÞÓÈÕËɀÚɯȿ3ÌÚÛÈÔÌÕÛɯ

ÖÍɯ8ÖÜÛÏɀɯ- ÞÏÐÊÏɯÛÌÓÓÚɯÛÏÌɯÛÙÜÓàɯÉÐáÈÙÙÌɯÚÛÖÙàɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ#ÌßàɀÚɯ,ÐËÕÐÎÏÛɯ1Ünners front-

ÔÈÕɀÚɯÈËÖÓÌÚÊÌÕÛɯÌß×ÓÖÐÛÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÝÐÊÈÙɀÚɯËÈÜÎÏÛÌÙɯÈÕËɯÏÐÚɯÜÕÍÜÓÍÐÓÓÌËɯÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛÚɯÐÕɯ

ÞÖÔÌÕɀÚɯÊÓÖÛÏÐÕÎȺȮɯÚÖɯÛÏÌɯÍÜÓÓȮɯÜÕÌß×ÜÙÎÈÛÌËɯÛÙÜÛÏɯÖÍɯ$ÔÔÈɀÚɯÓÈÛÌÚÛɯÓÐÈÐÚÖÕɯÞÐÓÓɯÏÈÝÌɯ

to wait until another day.  

 More soon... 
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The virtues of baby oil... 
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1ST
 AUGUST: DEBAUCHERY WITH DEXYõS 

 

Ɂ,àɯÌÈÙÓÐÌÚÛɯÔÌÔÖÙÐÌÚɯÈÙÌɯÖÍɯÙÜÕÕÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÕÖɯÊÓÖÛÏÌÚɯÖÕɯÈÕËɯËÙÐÕÒÐÕÎɯÔàɯ

ÖÞÕɯÜÙÐÕÌȭȭȭɂ 

 (ɯÏÈËɯÈɯÍÌÌÓÐÕÎɯ!ÈÙÙàɀËɯÓÖÝÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÓÐÕÌȭɯ ÕËȮɯÚÜÙÌɯÌÕÖÜÎÏȮɯÏÌɯËÐËȭɯ&ÈÍÍÈÞÌËɯÐÚɯ

what he did when he read it. Positively guffaw ÌËȵɯ3ÐÔɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÚÖɯÌÕÛÏÜÚÐÈÚÛÐÊȮɯ

though. I have a feeling he thinks this kind of thing brings down the tone of the 

magazine. 

 Ɂ(ɯÞÈÚɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÐÙÛÌÌÕɯÞÏÌÕɯ(ɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÉÌÎÈÕɯÏÈÝÐÕÎɯÚÌßÜÈÓɯÜÙÎÌÚȭɂ 

 I should, perhaps, point out at this juncture that this is not me IɀÔɯÛÈÓÒÐÕÎɯ

ÈÉÖÜÛȭɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÏÖÕÌÚÛÓàɯÚÈàɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÙÌÊÈÓÓɯÌÝÌÙɯÏÈÝÐÕÎɯÌÝÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÛÌÌÕÐÌÚÛɯËÌÚÐÙÌɯÛÖɯ

ËÙÐÕÒɯÔàɯÖÞÕɯȹÖÙɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÌÓÚÌɀÚɯÜÙÐÕÌȺȭɯ,ÖÙÌÖÝÌÙȮɯÔàɯÚÌßÜÈÓɯÜÙÎÌÚɯÏÈËɯÊÌÙÛÈÐÕÓàɯ

made themselves known at a somewhat earlier phase of my life... 

 Ɂ ÓÓɯÖÍɯÈɯÚÜËËÌÕɯ(ɯÚÛÈÙÛÌËɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÝÌÙàɯÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛÌËɯÐÕɯÎÐÙÓÚȭɂ 

 ...and in somewhat different directions. The quotes above are (as any regular 

reader of this journal will surely by now have deduced) taken from my recent inte r-

ÝÐÌÞɯÞÐÛÏɯ*ÌÝÐÕɯ1ÖÞÓÈÕËɯÖÍɯ#ÌßàɀÚɯ,ÐËÕÐÎÏÛɯ1ÜÕÕÌrs. I went and interviewed him 

ÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÙÌÊÖÙËɯÊÖÔ×ÈÕàɀÚɯÖÍÍÐÊÌÚɯÍÖÙɯÈɯFlexipop! article all about his childhood mem o-

ÙÐÌÚȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÈɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯȿÎÏÖÚÛɯÞÙÐÛÐÕÎɀɯ(ɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÞÏÌÕɯÐÛɀÚɯ×ÙÐÕÛÌËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÎa-

áÐÕÌȮɯ(ɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÎÌÛɯÈɯÔÌÕÛÐÖÕȭɯ1ÌÈËÌÙÚɯÈÙÌɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌËɯÛÖ think that Mr Rowland 

felt a sudden urge to unburden his soul by divulging the sordid details of his urine -

drinking youth to the favoured readers of Flexipop! whereas, in reality, it was I who 

had to draw out each squalid little morsel when all he wanted to talk about was his 

blasted new album... 

 Ɂ(ÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÖÕÌɯËÈàɯÈÚɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÓàÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÉÌËȮɂɯ*ÌÝÐÕɯÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÌÚȮɯɁ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯ

ÛÏÌɯÔÈÕàɯËÈàÚɯÖÕɯÞÏÐÊÏɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯ×ÙÌÛÌÕËÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÐÓÓɯÐÕɯÖÙËÌÙɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÖÍÍɯÚÊÏÖÖÓȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɀËɯ

ÎÖÛɯÔàɯÚÐÚÛÌÙɀÚɯÊÖÔÐÊÚɯÖÜÛɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÕÖÛÐÊÌËɯÛÏÌÚÌɯ×Ïotographs of teenage girls. From 

then on I was determined to have sex. 

 Ɂ,àɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÚÌßÜÈÓɯÌß×ÌÙÐÌÕÊÌɯÞÈÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÝÐÊÈÙɀÚɯËÈÜÎÏÛÌÙȭɯ2ÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÍÐf-

ÛÌÌÕɯÈÕËɯÖÕÌɯËÈàɯÞÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÞÌÕÛɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÖɯÏÌÙɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÈÕËɯÚÏÌɯÚÌËÜÊÌËɯÔÌȭȭȭɂ 

 !ÜÛɯàÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÙÌÈËɯÈÕàɯÔÖÙÌɯabout that - or of his strange desire to 

ÉÌÊÖÔÌɯÈɯÏÈÐÙËÙÌÚÚÌÙɯÈÕËɯËÌÚÐÎÕɯÞÖÔÌÕɀÚɯÊÓÖÛÏÌÚȭɯ ÕàÏÖÞȮɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯdoȮɯàÖÜɀÓÓɯÑÜÚÛɯ

have to wait a couple of weeks until the next issue of Flexipop! comes out. As usual, 

ÐÛɀÓÓɯÉÌɯ×ÈÊÒÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÍÈÉɯÚÛÜÍÍɯ- most of it writt en by yours truly...  

 3ÐÔɯȹÏÌɀÚɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÌËÐÛÖÙÚɯÖÍɯFlexipop!) has booked me an interview with 

Annabella from BowWowWow! tomorrow. He says he thinks it would be interesting 

if I asked her for her views on the pressures which our patriarchal society exert s 

upon the post-feminist, post -modern, post-apocalyptic female psyche. Barry (the 
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other editor) wants me to ask her if she farts in the bath. I think I may try to steer a 

course somewhere between those two extremes. 

 (ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÏÌÓ×ɯÞÖÕËÌÙÐÕÎɯÐÍɯÔàɯÓÐÛÌÙÈÙàɯÛÈÓÌÕÛÚɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÕÖÛɯÉÌɯÞÈÚÛÌËɯÖÕɯFlexipop! 

 

 

12TH
 AUGUST: EMMA HITS ROCK BOTTOM 

 

(ÛɀÚɯÉÌÌÕɯÏÌÊÛÐÊɯÛÏÐÚɯ×ÈÚÛɯÊÖÜ×ÓÌɯÖÍɯÞÌÌÒÚȭɯ(ɯËÐËɯÛÏÌɯÐÕÛÌÙÝÐÌÞɯÞÐÛÏɯ ÕÕÈÉÌÓÓÈȮɯÛÏÌÕɯ(ɯ

met Martin Fry from ABC (in a cheap caff in Notting Hill Gate ɬ and I had to pay for 

the teas ɬ bloody cheek!), then there was an interview with T he Stranglers. They 

tur ned up two hours late and their press person warned me not to annoy Jean 

)ÈÊØÜÌÚɯ!ÜÙÕÌÓɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÏÌɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÑÖÜÙÕÈÓÐÚÛÚȮɯÈ××ÈÙÌÕÛÓàȮɯÈÕËɯ!ÈÙÙàɯȹÛÏÌɯFlexi-

pop! editor) said Jean Jacques would probably throw me out of the window and then 

he laughed and adËÌËȮɯɁȭȭȭÈÕËɯ(ɀËɯÎÐÝÌɯÏÐÔɯÈɯÏÌÓ×ÐÕÎɯÏÈÕËɯÔàÚÌÓÍȵɂ 

 5ÌÙàɯËÙàɯÚÌÕÚÌɯÖÍɯÏÜÔÖÜÙȮɯÛÏÈÛɯ!ÈÙÙàȭɯ'ÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÐÕɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÔÖÖËɯÛÏÖÜÎÏȮɯ

ÙÌÈÓÓàȮɯÈÚɯÏÌɀËɯÉÖÜÎÏÛɯƖƔƔɯÙÌËɯÊÈÙÕÈÛÐÖÕÚɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÊÈÓɯÍÓÖÙÐÚÛȭɯ'ÌɯÞÈÕÛÌËɯÈɯ×ÐÊÛÜÙÌɯ

of The Stranglers lying on the floor covered in ÍÓÖÞÌÙÚɯÍÖÙɯÚÖÔÌɯÙÌÈÚÖÕɯÈÕËɯÏÌɀËɯ

ÈÚÒÌËɯÛÏÌɯÍÓÖÙÐÚÛɯÐÍɯÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÙÌÕÛɯÈɯÍÌÞɯÉÜÕÊÏÌÚɯÈÕËɯÛÈÒÌɯÛÏÌÔɯÉÈÊÒɯÞÏÌÕɯÞÌɀËɯÍÐn-

ÐÚÏÌËȮɯÉÜÛɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÏÈÝÐÕÎɯÕÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÐÛȭɯɁ3ÏÌɯÖÕÓàɯÍÓÖÞÌÙɯÛÏÈÛɯÓÌÈÝÌÚɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÏÖ×ɯÐÚɯÈɯ

ÍÓÖÞÌÙɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÉÖÜÎÏÛȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ6ÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯËÖɯÚÈÓÌɯÖÙɯÙÌÛÜÙÕȮɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞȭɂɯ(ÕɯÛÏÌɯÌÕËɯ

Barry negotiated a 20 per cent discount and she chucked in a free cactus. 

 Anyway , back to the big news (which I was about to tell you before all this 

work got in the way ), about Emma and her new boyfriend. He is, it now transpires,  

not a Spanish contortionist at all but, au contraire, a novelty act by the name of Elvis 

 ÙÐÚɯȹȿÛÏÌɯÈÔÈáÐÕÎɯÉÖÛÛÖÔɯÐÔ×ÌÙÚÖÕÈÛÖÙɀȺɯÞÏÖɯÏÈÚɯÔÈËÌɯÐÛɯÉÐÎɯȹÈÊÊÖÙËÐÕÎɯÛÖɯ$ÔÔÈȮɯ

ÞÏÖɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÈÊÛÜÈÓÓàɯÚ×ÌÊÐÍàɯÞÏÈÛɯȿÐÛɀɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÉÌɯÉÜÛȮɯÎÐÝÌÕɯÏÌÙɯÞÌÓÓ-known predile c-

tions, I think I can hazard a guess) on the club circuit up North.  

 The gist of his act, as far as I can gather, is that his talented buttocks do im-

pressions of famous people. He exposes his bum to the awe-struck audience and, 

thanks to extraordinary muscle coordination, a bit of miming and a few well -placed 

props, he entertains them with hour after hour of life -like impersonations of celebr i-

ties past and present. Sir Winston Churchill is one of his specialities ɬ he does the 

ȿ3ÏÐÚɯwas their ÍÐÕÌÚÛɯÏÖÜÙɀɯÚ×ÌÌÊÏ, complete with cigar! He also mimes to the hits of 

the late and great Elvis Presley ɬ Love Me Tender, Jail House Rock and (the climax of 

his show) All Shook Up. 
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Elvis Arisõs astoundingly lifelike impersonation of the late and great Elvis Presley 

  

 Emma really does have some very strange tastes in men. Norm is the only 

ÉÖàÍÙÐÌÕËɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÏÈËɯÞÏÖɯÞÖÜÓËɯÔÌÙÎÌɯÐÕÛÖɯÈɯÊÙÖÞËȭɯ4ÕÍÖÙÛÜÕÈÛÌÓàɯÍÖÙɯ-ÖÙÔȮɯÏÌɯÐÚɯ

ÚÖɯÔÌÙÎÌÈÉÓÌɯÛÏÈÛȮɯÖÕÊÌɯÔÌÙÎÌËȮɯàÖÜɀËɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÉÌɯÈÉÓÌɯÛÖɯÍÐÕËɯÏÐÔɯÈÎÈÐÕȭɯ/ÌÙÚÖÕÈÓÓàȮɯ(ɯ

reckon Elvis Aris is just one of her passing infatuations. I have no doubt that he 

could entertain her of an evening in ways that are unknown to Norm. All the same, 

if you want my view, her heart belongs to Norm when all is said and done...  

 .ÏȮɯ(ɀÝÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙÌËȭɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛ ÉÙÖÜÎÏÛɯàÖÜɯÜ×ɯÛÖɯËÈÛÌɯÞÐÛÏɯ*ÌÝÐÕɀÚɯÓÈt-

ÌÚÛɯÌß×ÓÖÐÛÚȮɯÏÈÝÌɯ(ȳɯ'ÌɀÚɯÔÐßÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÉÈËɯÊÙÖÞËȮɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛɯÔàɯÖ×ÐÕÐÖÕȭɯ(ɯ

ÔÌÈÕȮɯËÖÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÔÌɯÞÙÖÕÎȮɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÈɯ×ÙÜËÌɯÉÜÛȮɯ(ɯÔÌÈÕɯÛÖɯÚÈàȮɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÉàɯÖÐÓɯÞÈÚɯÉÈËɯ

enough, but the snake is taking it all one step too far! More on that later... 
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Hereõs a photo showing Elvis Arisõs impression of Sir Winston Churchill. Emma has warned 

me not to accept any cigars from Elvis (as you do know where theyõve been)... 

 

 

1ST SEPTEMBER: BLONDES HAVE MORE FUN 

 

I been thinking of ÎÖÐÕÎɯÉÓÖÕËÌȭɯ6ÏÈÛɯËɀàÖÜɯÙÌÊÒÖÕȳɯ(ɯÔÌÈÕȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÕÖÞȮɯ

ÐÚÕɀÛɯÐÛɯɬ ÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÛÏÈÛɯ#ÈÝÐËɯÝÈÕɯ#ÈàɯÍÙÖÔɯ#ÖÓÓÈÙȮɯÛÏÌÕɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÏÌɯÊÏÈ×ɯÐÕɯ#ÜÙÈÕɯ

Duran and the two blokes from Bucks Fizz. Not to mention Kim Wilde, Debbie 

Harry and Dolly Parton!  

 -ÖÞȮɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯàÖÜɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÕÒɯ(ɀÔɯÕÈÔÌɯËÙÖ××ÐÕÎɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÞÏÖɯ(ɯÐÕÛÌr-

viewed last week, as a matter of fact! Which is what got me to thinking about going 

ÉÓÖÕËÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯ×ÓÈÊÌȭɯ-ÖȮɯÕÖȮɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÔÌÈÕɯ#ÖÓÓàɯ/ÈÙÛÖÕȭɯ(ɀËɯÓÖÝÌɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÐÕÛÌr-

viewed her but that opport unity has not yet arisen. It was other one who I inte r-

viewed, the chap I mentioned before - you know, that David van Day, the bloke in 

Dollar. The one who looks a bit like a gerbil in a dinner jacket.  

 Nice bloke, as a matter of fact. Lives in a mews house in a little cobbled street 

ÐÕɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÙÌɯÍÈÚÏÐÖÕÈÉÓÌɯÚÓÜÔɯÈÙÌÈÚɯÖÍɯ+ÖÕËÖÕȭɯ(ɀËɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÐÛɯÐÚɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯ

dare not on account of the ravening hordes of underwear -obsessed fans who would 
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no doubt descend upon the poor chap in a lustful frenzy fuelled  by cheap beer and 

barley wine and whisk off his boxer shorts at some unearthly hour of the morning. 

Ah no, it is a heavy burden of secrecy which we gentlemen of the pop music press 

ÔÜÚÛɯÉÌÈÙɯÈÕËɯÞÐÓËɯÏÖÙÚÌÚɯÞÖÜÓËɯÕÖÛɯËÙÈÎɯ#ÈÝÐËɀÚɯÈËËÙÌÚÚɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÔÌɯ- though it is 

quite possible that a few banana daiquiris and packet of pork scratching might 

loosen my tongue... 

 

 

David van Day posing at his blondest... 

 

 But I digress. 

 The burning question is: ash or platinum? 

 (ɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÚÈàɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɀÔɯÈɯÉÐÛɯÖÍɯÈɯÛÙÈËÐÛÐÖÕÈÓÐÚÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÔÈÛÛÌÙÚȭɯȿ'ÖÕÌàɯËÈÞÕɀȮɯ

ȿ2ÐÓÝÌÙɯÚÏÐÔÔÌÙɀɯÈÕËɯȿ ÙÊÛÐÊɯÔÖÖÕɀɯÏÖÓËɯÕÖɯÈÛÛÙÈÊÛÐÖÕÚɯÍÖÙɯÔÌȭɯ ÚɯÍÈÙɯÈÚɯ(ɯÈÔɯÊÖn-

cerned, if you are going blonde there are only two shades worth the time of day: ash 

(à la Kim Wilde) or platinum ( à la Dolly). David van Day veers more towards the ash 

ÌÕËɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚ×ÌÊÛÙÜÔȮɯ(ɀËɯÚÈàȭɯ ÕÖÛÏÌÙɯ×ÖÚÚÐÉÐÓÐÛàɯÐÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÞÈÚÏÌËɯÏÐÚɯ

ÏÈÐÙɯÞÏÌÕɯ(ɯÔÌÛɯÏÐÔȭɯ(ɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÛÏÐÕÒɯȿÈÚÏɀɯÐÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÈɯ×ÖÓÐÛÌɯÞÈàɯÖÍɯÚÈàÐÕÎɯȿËÐÙÛàɯ×ÓÈÛi-

ÕÜÔɀȮɯÙÌÈÓÓàȭɯ 

 Oh, what the heck! Platinum it  ÐÚȵɯ!àɯ)ÖÝÌȵɯ(ÍɯÐÛɀÚɯÎÖÖËɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÍÖÙɯ#ÖÓÓàȮɯÐÛɀÚɯ

ÎÖÖËɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÍÖÙɯÔÌȭɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÔÌÈÕɯÑÜÚÛɯÚÛÙÌÈÒÚȮɯÕÌÐÛÏÌÙȭɯ(ɀÝÌɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÍÌÞɯÚÛÙÌÈÒÚɯ

ÐÕȮɯÈÕàÞÈàȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÈɯÕÐÎÏÛÔÈÙÌɯÏÈÝÐÕÎɯÛÏÌÔɯËÖÕÌȭɯ3ÏÌàɯ×ÜÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÙÜÉÉÌÙɯÊÈ×ɯÖÝÌÙɯàÖÜÙɯ

head and stick crochet hooks through little holes to pull clumps of hair through. 
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Usually they also stick a few hooks gratuitously in your scalp while they at it! Then 

they plaster all the bleach over the whole lot and the theory is that you end up with 

only the clumps sticking through the ho les going blonde. Which, in theory, is sup-

posed to look attractive. Though, in practice... well, suffice to say, my streaked days 

are now a thing of the past. 

 ,ÈÙÐÓàÕɯÙÌÊÒÖÕÚɯ(ɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÎÌÛɯÔàÚÌÓÍɯÚÖÔÌɯȿÌßÛÌÕÚÐÖÕÚɀɯÞÏÐÊÏȮɯÐÕɯÊÈÚÌɯàÖÜɯ

ËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞȮɯÈÙÌɯÉÐÛÚɯÖÍ ÖÛÏÌÙɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɀÚɯÏÈÐÙɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÛÐÌɯÖÕɯÛÖɯàÖÜÙɯÖÞÕȭɯ8ÜÊÒȵɯ6Ïàɯ

ÞÖÜÓËɯ(ɯÞÈÕÛɯÖÛÏÌÙɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɀÚɯÖÓËɯÏÈÐÙɯËÈÕÎÓÐÕÎɯÙÖÜÕËɯÔàɯÏÌÈËȭȭȭȳɯ 

 I suppose I could do the Limahl thing. Black on the sides, blonde on top. The 

Old English Sheepdog-look, I call it. Makes me think  of non-drip paint whenever I 

set eyes on him. Oh, and speaking of paint, did you ever clap your eyes on those 

Spandau chaps in that video ɬ Paint Me Down? Rolling about starkers they were, on 

Hampstead Heath. An activity which, if you are not very careful  indeed, can easily 

be misconstrued. 

 6ÏÐÊÏɯÙÌÔÐÕËÚɯÔÌȮɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÖɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜɯÈÓÓɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ*ÌÝÐÕɀÚɯÓÈÛÌÚÛɯÌß×ÓÖÐÛÚȭɯ Úɯ

ÐÍɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÉàɯÖÐÓɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÚÕÈÒÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÉÈËɯÌÕÖÜÎÏȮɯÏÌɀÚɯÕÖÞɯÚÛÈÙÛÌËɯÛÈÒÐÕÎɯÈÕɯÜn-

healthy interest in ostrich feathers.  

 .ÏȮɯàÖÜɀÓÓɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÌßÊÜÚÌɯÔÌȭɯ,àɯ×ÏÖÕÌɀÚɯÙÐÕÎÐÕÎȭɯ(ɀÓÓɯÎÐÝÌɯàÖÜɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÞËÖÞÕɯ

on all that later... 

 

Ever wondered what David van Day looks like when heõs not posing for a photographer? 

Here is a snap which I secretly took of him in an off-guard moment as he mixes me a cock-

tail (actually, I think heõd had one or two cocktails too many himself by this stage!).  

But the really bizarre thing is, his hair is no longer blond - more a sort of dirty beige! 
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13TH
 SEPTEMBER: SHOCK! SCANDAL! AND GLOVE PUPPETS! 

 

Funny bloke, that Pete Burns. You know, that chap from Dead Or Alive. I did a 

phone interview with him yesterday. For Jackie magazine. They wanted something 

ȿÓÐÎÏÛɯÈÕËɯÍÙÖÛÏàɀȮɯÛÏÌàɯÚÈÐËȭɯ!ÜÛɯÈÓÓɯÏÌɯÛÈÓÒÌËɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÞÈÚɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÞÏÐÚÛÓÌËɯÈÛɯÉàɯÉÜÐÓd-

ers, wearing fishnet stockings and high-heeled shoes.  

 Him, that is - wearing the fishnets and high heels, I mean - not the builders. 

The builders, as far as I can recall from our conversation, were too busy whistling to 

bother about the finer details of their evening wear. Well, to be accurate, Pete Burns 

ÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÞÌÈÙÐÕÎɯÍÐÚÏÕÌÛÚɯÌÐÛÏÌÙɯÈÚɯȹÊÜÙÐÖÜÚÓàȮɯ(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛȺɯÏÌɯÚÈàÚɯÏÌɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÊÈÙÌɯÍÖÙɯ

them. He is, I gather, open to the possibility of high heels, but when it comes to a 

choice between thermal long johns and fishnet tights, the long johns win ha nds 

down.  

 Or should that be legs up?  

 But I digress... 

 To say that to say that this past week has been traumatic would be an under-

statement would be an understatement. (I hope you are following this. If not, pull 

yourself together, read slowly and concentrate!)  

 As you know, my life in recent times has been plagued by the increasingly 

ÜÕ×ÙÌËÐÊÛÈÉÓÌɯÉÌÏÈÝÐÖÜÙɯÖÍɯÈɯÊÌÙÛÈÐÕɯ*ÌÝÐÕɯÞÏÖȮɯÍÈÙɯÍÙÖÔɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÚÐÔ×ÓÌɯÉÜÛÊÏÌÙɀÚɯ

boy from Plaistow for whom once I took him, is, au contraire, none other than the 

hand behind the duck - the duck being Flapjack, the lovable glove-puppet of chi l-

ËÙÌÕɀÚɯ35ɯÍÈÔÌɯÈÕËɯ*ÌÝÐÕɀÚɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÏÈÕËɯÞÏÐÊÏȮɯÚÛÜÍÍÌËɯÜ×ɯ%ÓÈ×ÑÈÊÒɀÚɯÙÌÈÙɯÌÕËɯ

ȹÛÏÌɯ×ÈÙÚÖÕɀÚɯÕÖÚÌȮɯÈÚɯàÖÜɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÚÈàȺɯÐÚɯÙÌÚ×ÖÕÚÐÉÓÌɯÍÖÙɯÚÈÐËɯËÜÊÒɀÚɯÏÐÓÈÙÐÖÜÚɯÈÕÛÐÊÚȭ 

 Kevin has fallen in with a bad lot of late. It all began  after he met my friend 

$ÔÔÈɀÚɯÉÖàÍÙÐÌÕËɯȹÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÔÈÕàȮɯ(ɯÔÜÚÛɯËÐÚÈ××ÙÖÝÐÕÎÓàɯÊÖÕÍÌÚÚȺȮɯÈɯÓÈÙÎÌɯÔÈÕɯȹÐÕɯÈÓÓɯ

respects) by the name of Jimbo. 

 Kevin is one of those poor, weak-willed souls for whom the smell of the 

crowd and the roar of the greasepaint is temptation beyond endurance. I suspect the 

smell of crisp five pound notes stuffed down his jockstrap by inebriated audience 

members may further add to that temptation. But more on that subject I am not at 

liberty t o say. I have vowed that not a word on the subject of baby oil, athletic sup-

×ÖÙÛÌÙÚɯÖÙɯÖÚÛÙÐÊÏɯÍÌÈÛÏÌÙɯÉÖÈÚɯÞÐÓÓɯ×ÈÚÚɯÔàɯÓÐ×Úȭɯ2ÖɯÛÏÌɯËÌÛÈÐÓÚɯÖÍɯ*ÌÝÐÕɀÚɯÙÌÊÌÕÛɯÈc-

tivities are my closely guarded secret.  

 The trouble being that not everyone is as tight-lipp ed as I am. Word, it seems, 

has got out. Along, worse still, with photographs of a smudgy and unflattering n a-

ÛÜÙÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÈɯȿÊÌÕÚÖÙÌËɀɯÉÈÕÕÌÙɯÌÔÉÓÈáÖÕÌËɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÈÊÙÖÚÚɯ*ÌÝÐÕɀÚɯÉÜÓÎÐÕÎɯÍÐÝÌɯ

pound notes. I speak, dear reader, of the tabloid press. For that is the medium 
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wherein this unseemly spectacle has been flaunted for the sordid gratification of the 

common throng.  

 As well you may imagine, this has caused ructions! I mean, this, after all,  is 

ÛÏÌɯÔÈÕɯÞÏÖÚÌɯÏÈÕËɯÏÈÚɯÉÌÌÕɯÚÛÜÍÍÌËɯÜ×ɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÜÕÛÙàɀÚɯÍÈÝÖÜÙÐÛÌ duck, the man 

whose mouth has uttered that well -known and much -ÓÖÝÌËɯÊÈÛÊÏ×ÏÙÈÚÌȮɯȿ0ÜÈÊÒ-

ØÜÈÊÒȵɯ6ÏÈÛɯÈɯØÜÈÊÒÌÙȵɂɯ- and this is now the same man who has been discovered 

doing things the nature of which the good burghers of East Grinstead, Hove, Nea s-

den and Esher have hitherto little dreamed.  

 Well, I tell you this - the scandal could hardly have been worse if Harry Co r-

bett had been discovered having an unnatural relationship with Sooty!  

 What consequences it may all have, I really cannot guess. 

 My only hop e is that the scandal does not rebound upon yours truly. If the 

readers of Jackie magazine were ever to discover that this cub reporter had been on 

ÐÕÛÐÔÈÛÌɯÛÌÙÔÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÕɯÞÏÖɯËÙÈÎÎÌËɯ%ÓÈ×ÑÈÊÒɯ3ÏÌɯ#ÜÊÒɀÚɯÙÌ×ÜÛÈÛÐÖÕɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ

mud, my career, I fear, would be at an end. 

 Which, indeed, it also would be if I were to send in the uncensored version of 

my Pete Burns interview. On the whole, you see, Jackie prefers nice, family -friendly 

interviews with as little as conveniently possible on the subject of men in h igh heels 

being whistled at by builders. Thank Heaven that, in the closing moments of the i n-

terview, I had the presence of mind to guide topic of discussion around to school 

dinners. With a little creative editing, I think I might be able to turn out a rea sonably 

×ÈÚÚÈÉÓÌɯÈÊÊÖÜÕÛɯÖÍɯ/ÌÛÌɀÚɯÍÐÕËɯÔÌÔÖÙÐÌÚɯÖÍɯÓÜÔ×àɯÔÈÚÏÌËɯ×ÖÛÈÛÖÌÚɯÈÕËɯ×ÐÕÒɯÊÜs-

tard. Dull, I know, but safe...  

 

 

21ST SEPTEMBER: SMALL BUT PERFECTLY FORMED 

 

Busy week. Interviews with Haircut 100 (nice boys - ÛÌÓÓɯÓÐÌÚɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯ

fashion), David Sylvian (we compared skin care tips, I picked up a few handy hints 

ÜÚÐÕÎɯ ÌÈÚÐÓàɯ ÈÝÈÐÓÈÉÓÌɯ ÏÖÜÚÌÏÖÓËɯ ×ÙÖËÜÊÛÚȺȮɯ ,ÖËÌÙÕɯ 1ÖÔÈÕÊÌɯ ȹÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯ ÎÖÐÕÎɯ

through a p ink suit phase - ÌÐÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÌàɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯàÌÛɯÛÙÐÌËɯÞÌÈÙÐÕÎɯ×ÐÕÒɯÚÜÐÛÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ

streets of Streatham or else they are a lot tougher than they look) and Sal Sol - a man 

who looks like Uncle Fester on a diet and sings with a group called Classix Nou-

veaux whose music, I must say, is really pretty decent which is more, alas, than can 

be said for their hairdresser. 

 But enough of work. The big news of the week is my acquisition of a new cas-

sette recorder - a Sony WM-1Ɩȭɯ3ÏÐÚɯÐÚɯÚÖɯÚÔÈÓÓɯàÖÜɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÐÛȵɯ(ÛɯÈÊÛÜally 

fits in my jacket pocket. No, honest, it does. Only just fits, I would have to admit, and 
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ÐÛɀÚɯÛÙÜÌɯÐÛɯËÖÌÚɯÚÛÙÌÛÊÏɯÛÏÌɯÚÌÈÔÚɯÈɯÉÐÛȮɯÉÜÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÚÖȭȭȭɯ(ɯÔÌÈÕȮɯÔàɯÓÈÚÛɯÊÈÚÚÌÛÛÌɯÙÌÊÖÙËÌÙɯ

was about the size of a box of Kleenex and I had to carry it on a strap around my 

neck, whereas this little beauty can be held in the palm of my hand and weighs less 

than a pound (I know that for a fact as I just shoved it on the scales). You got to give 

it to them Japanese, they may not be hot shakes when it comes to pop music, but 

when it comes to smallȮɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖɯÉÌÈÛÐÕÎɯÛÏÌÔȭ 

 

 

So small it fits in the hand! Whatever will they think of next...? 

 

 

 Anyway, I went down a shop on Tottenham Court Road to buy it. By a stroke 

of bad luck, who should I meet on the way in but W ÌÓÚÏɯ6ÐÓÓàȭɯ-ÖÞȮɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯ

(ɀÝÌɯÔÌÕÛÐÖÕÌËɯÏÐÔɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÚÖɯ(ɀËɯÉÌÛÛÌÙɯÌß×ÓÈÐÕȭɯ6ÌÓÚÏɯ6ÐÓÓàɯÐÚȮɯÈÚɯÏÐÚɯnom de guerre 

suggests, of Welsh origin. 

  There are, as I have often had occasion to point out, many fine and noble tal-

ents from the Land Of Song, such as Bonnie Tyler, Shirley Bassey, Tom Jones, 

2ÏÈÒÐÕɀɯ2ÛÌÝÌÕÚɯÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯÉÓÖÒÌɯÞÏÖɯÚÐÕÎÚɯȿ-ÌÚÚÜÕɯ#ÖÙÔÈɀɯÞÏÐÓÌɯÊÓÌÈÕÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÎÌn-

ÛÓÌÔÌÕɀÚɯÜÙÐÕÈÓÚɯÐÕɯ"ÈÔËÌÕɯ3ÖÞÕȭɯ!ÜÛɯ6Ìlsh Will y is not among their number. By 

ÞÏÐÊÏɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÔÌÈÕɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÌÝÌÙàɯÉÐÛɯÈÚɯ6ÌÓÚÏɯÈÚɯthey are but that he is, rather, 

notably lacking in the fine and noble talents with which those aforementioned lum i-

naries are so plentifully graced. 
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 I am, as it happens, myself of Welsh origin, so you may draw from that fact 

your own conclusions.  

 Contrary to what you may suppose, not all people of Welsh origin are chara c-

terised by the finer qualities of which I speak. You only have to take one look at 

Welsh Willy to see what I mean. He has one pierced ear from which dangles a 

golden ring. I think that say s it all. He comes from Abergavenny, I believe, or possi-

bly Abernant - anyway, one of those Aber-places, which, in my book, is another 

thing to hold against him.  

 He was all jaw as usual. He is one of those chopsy Welsh boys who give the 

rest of us a bad nÈÔÌȭɯ.ÕÊÌɯÏÌɯÎÌÛÚɯÑÈÉÉÌÙÐÕÎȮɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖɯÚÛÖ××ÐÕÎɯÏÐÔȭɯ2ÖÔÌɯÚÞÈÕÒàɯ

×ÈÙÛàɯÖÙɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÏÌɀÚɯÖÍÍɯÛÖɯÈÕËɯËÐËɯ(ɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÊÖÔÌȮɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÚÜÙÌɯÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÎÌÛɯÔÌɯ

an invitation if only he was to have a word in the right ear. I told him I had better 

things to do than to ÎÖɯÛÖɯȿÚÞÈÕÒàɀɯ×ÈÙÛÐÌÚɯȹÏÐÚɯÞÖÙËȮɯÕÖÛɯÔÐÕÌȺɯÈÕËɯÍÖÙÛÜÕÈÛÌÓàɯÞÏÖɯ

should swan into the shop just at that moment but Bruno Brookes, the Radio One DJ 

with whom I am the very closest of chums, having  once interviewed him in Batte r-

ÚÌÈɯ#ÖÎɀÚɯ'ÖÔÌɯÍÖÙɯJackie magazine (a story for which the world is not yet pr e-

pared). 

 Bruno was browsing for a cassette recorder as it happened so, making my ex-

cuses and leaving Welsh Willy over in the batteries and accessories department, I 

shimmered over to Bruno and showed him min e. You could tell by the look in his 

ÌàÌÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɀËɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÚÌÌÕɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÓÐÒÌɯÐÛɯÉÌÍÖÙÌȭɯɁ)È×ÈÕÌÚÌȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ1ÜÉÉÐÚÏɯÛÏÌàɯ

ÔÈàɯÉÌȮɯÞÏÌÕɯÐÛɯÊÖÔÌÚɯÛÖɯÔÜÚÐÊȭɯ!ÜÛɯÞÏÌÕɯÐÛɯÊÖÔÌÚɯÛÖɯÚÔÈÓÓȮɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÉÌÈÛɯÛÏÌÔȭɂ 

 (ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÚÈàɯÐÕɯÙÌÛÙÖspect. Well, Bruno, you see, is 

what you might call somewhat dainty in stature and his manner towards me su d-

ËÌÕÓàɯÉÌÊÈÔÌɯØÜÐÛÌɯÍÙÖÚÛàȭɯɁ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯ(ɀËɯ×ÙÌÍÌÙɯÈɯ!ÙÐÛÐÚÏɯÔÈÒÌȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȭɯ 

 Ɂ2ÜÐÛɯàÖÜÙÚÌÓÍɯȮɂɯ(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛȮɯɁ2ÌÌɯÐÍɯ(ɯÊÈÙÌɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯÌÕËɯÜ×ɯÞÈÓÒÐÕÎɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÓÐÔ×ȵɂ 

 Funny that, now I come to think about it. How all the Radio One DJs are so 

ÚÔÈÓÓȮɯ(ɯÔÌÈÕȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯ/ÌÛÌÙɯ/ÖÞÌÓÓȮɯ!ÙÜÕÖɯ!ÙÖÖÒÌÚȮɯ,ÐÒÌɯ1ÌÈËȭɯ-ÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÔɯÈÙÌɯ

giants. 

 (ɯÞÖÕËÌÙɯÞÏÈÛɯÜÕËÌÙÞÌÈÙɯ!ÙÜÕÖɯÍÈÝÖÜÙÚȳɯɯ(ɯÚÜÚ×ÌÊÛɯÏÌɀÚɯÈɯ8-Fronts man. I 

have a theory that all the Radio One DJs wear Y-Fronts. Apart from Tony Blackburn, 

ÛÏÈÛɯÐÚȭɯ(ɀËɯÐÔÈÎÐÕÌɯ3ÖÕàɯÐÕɯÉÖßÌÙɯÚÏÖÙÛÚȭɯ%ÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÍÙÌÌËÖÔɯÖÍɯÔÖÝÌÔÌÕÛȮɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯÎÌÛɯ

my drift...  
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25TH
 SEPTEMBER: SIMON LE BONõS LIPS 

 

And speaking of Li ÔÈÏÓɯȹÞÏÐÊÏȮɯÐÍɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯ×ÈàÐng attention, I was doing only 

ÙÌÊÌÕÛÓàȺȮɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÏÌÓ×ɯÞÖÕËÌÙÐÕÎɯÐÍɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÜÛɯÐÚɯÕÈÛÜÙÈÓɯÖÙɯÐÍȮɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÕÛÙÈÙàȮɯÏÐÚɯÓÐ×Úɯ

have been surgically enhanced.  

 Mind you, I always used to be suspicious of the Duran chaps too. But I am 

now in a position to state categorically and without any to -ing and fro -ing, that the 

Le Bon lips (not to mention the Rhodes and Taylor ones) have not benefited from the 

ÚÜÙÎÌÖÕɀÚɯÚÊÈÓ×ÌÓȭɯ(ÕɯÍÈÊÛȮɯÐÕɯÚ×ÐÛÌɯÖÍɯÞÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÔÈàɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÐÍɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯÖÕÓàɯÚÌÌÕɯ#ÜÙÈÕɯ

#ÜÙÈÕɯÐÕɯ×ÏÖÛÖÎÙÈ×ÏÚȮɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÓÐ×ÚɯÈÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÈÚɯÌÌÙÐÓàɯÑÜÐÊàɯÈÚɯÛÏÌàɯÈ××ÌÈÙȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÊÈÔÌÙÈɯ

that produces that effect. No, really, not a word of a lie - ÐÛɀÚɯÈÕɯÈÔÈáÐÕÎɯÚÐÎÏÛɯÛÖɯÚÌÌȭɯ 

 There they are one moment - Le Bon, Rhodes and the various Taylors - all 

ÓÖÜÕÎÐÕÎɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÞÐÛÏɯÓÐ×ÚɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɀËɯ×ÈÚÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÙÌÌÛɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÈɯÚÌÊÖÕËɯÎÓÈÕÊÌɯÈÕËɯ

then, out of the corner of their eyes, they catch sight of a camera being raised and, 

snap! their li ps visibly inflate before your very eyes. The speed with which they can 

go from mouths at ease to the full cheeks-sucked-in and lips -thrust -out pucker is a 

ÚÐÎÏÛɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÚÌÌÕȭɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯÞÈÛÊÏɯÛÏÖÚÌɯ)ÈÊØÜÌÚɯ"ÖÜÚÛÌÈÜɯ×ÙÖÎÙÈÔÔÌÚɯÖÙȮɯ

depending on your age, maybe you can remember the undersea adventures of Hans 

and Lotte Hass? If you do, you will no doubt be acquainted with the sight of the 

puffer fish swelling up and bristling with spines at the merest prod of a flipper, 

snorkel or harpoon gun. Well, th us it is with Duran Duran. Only the required stim u-

lus is not a harpoon gun, it is ÈɯÊÈÔÌÙÈȭɯ ÕËɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÓÐ×ÚɯÈÙÌÕɀÛȮɯÖÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌȮɯÊÖÝÌÙÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯ

spines as is the skin of the puffer fish. But, apart from those trivial differences, the 

similarity between the lips and the fish is remarkable. 

 

 

 

Which lips are Simon Le Bonõs? Itõs eerily difficult to decide... 
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 But I digress. It was of the luscious Limahl that I had intended to talk. He of 

the two-tone hairdo. As I was saying only a while ago, I have been thinki ng of going 

a bit on the blonder side myself.  Well, now I have. Not the full Dulux  Dog, I have to 

ÚÈàȭɯ!ÜÛɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯËÌÈÓɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÏÈÕɯÑÜÚÛɯÈɯÍÌÞɯÚÛÙÌÈÒÚȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÈɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÎÖÓËÌÕɯÈÚÏɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÐËÌÚɯ

with a blonde dangly piece flopping down in the front.  

 And speakin g of blonde pieces... did you see that photo in the paper this 

ÔÖÙÕÐÕÎȯɯ%ÙÌËËÐÌɯ%ÐÚÊÏÌÙȵɯ6ÌÓÓȮɯÐÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÚÛɯÍÓÈÛÛÌÙÐÕÎɯ×ÐÊÛÜÙÌɯ(ɀÝÌɯÌÝÌÙɯÚÌÌÕȭɯ

To say he looked rat-arsed would be to do rats an injustice! He had his arm around 

that mouthy blonde piece  from the telly. Shirley something. You know, the one 

ÞÏÖɀÚɯÔÌÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÏÐÚɯÎÓÈÔÖÙÖÜÚɯÈÚÚÐÚÛÈÕÛȭɯ3ÏÌàɯËÖɯØÜÐááÌÚɯÈÕËɯÚÛÜÍÍȭɯ.ÕɯÈɯ2ÈÛÜr-

day, I think. Well, according to the paper, there was some party over the weekend 

and she was caught assisting him with more than his quizzes! 

 I have to say I find that very difficult to believe. I mean, talk about camp! Stick 

%ÙÈÕÒÐÌɯ%ÐÚÊÏÌÙɯÐÕɯÈɯÍÐÌÓËɯÈÕËɯàÖÜɀËɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÖàɯÚÊÖÜÛÚɯÚÐÕÎÐÕÎɯÚÖÕÎÚɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÏÐÔɯÐÕɯ

under five minutes: gingling their goolies or whatever it is that the àɯËÖȭɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÏÖÞɯ

camp Frankie Fischer is. 

 ȿ$àȮɯ(ɯÞÖÕËÌÙɯÐÍɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÙÛàɯÛÏÈÛɯ6ÌÓÚÏɯ6ÐÓÓàɯÞÈÚɯÛÙàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÔÌɯÛÖɯÎÖɯ

ÛÖȳɯ3ÏÈÛɀËɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÈɯÓÈÜÎÏȵɯ6ÐÚÏɯ(ɀËɯÎÖÕÌɯÕÖÞȭɯ-ÖÛɯÛÏÈÛɯ%ÙÈÕÒÐÌɯ%ÐÚÊÏÌÙɯÐÚɯÔàɯÍa-

vourite TV personality. Not by a long way. Now, if ÐÛɀËɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯ+ÈÙÙàɯ&ÙÈàÚÖÕɯ

ÎÐÝÐÕÎɯÈɯ×ÈÙÛàȮɯ(ɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÎÖÕÌȭɯ.Ùɯ!ÙÜÊÌɯ%ÖÙÚàÛÏȭɯ(ÍɯÐÛɀËɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯ+Ìs Dawson, 

(ɀËɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÐÕɯÛÏÌÙÌ ÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÚÏÖÛȭɯ.Ùɯ1ÖÓÍɯ'ÈÙÙÐÚȭɯ!ÜÛɯ%ÙÈÕÒÐÌɯ%ÐÚÊÏÌÙȭȭȭȳɯ.ÏȮɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯ

know. Somehow I have a feeling one of his parties would be all Mantovani and vol 

au vents...  

 

 

6TH OCTOBER: GOGGLE-EYED AND SLAVERING 

 

$ßÊÐÛÐÕÎɯÕÌÞÚȵɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÊÖÔÌɯ2ÝÌÕÎÈÓÐɯÛÖɯ$ÔÔÈɀÚɯ3ÙÐÓÉàȵ 

 For the benefit of those who you whose bent may not be of the literary sort, I 

should probably explain that when I say Trilby it is not to the headgear favoured by 

middle -aged gentlemen from East Grinstead that I allude.  

 Let me clarify. Cast your thoughts back to Colonel Tom Parker and Elvis, 

Brian Epstein and The Beatles, Malcolm McLaren and the Sex Pistols; not to mention 

Mad Bill Evans The Blood-crazed Butcher of Tonypandy and his protégé, Jack 

ȿ2ÞÐÝÌÓÏÐ×Úɀɯ3ÏÖÔÈÚȮɯÛÏÌɯÊÙÖÖÕÐÕÎɯÚÜÙÎÐÊÈÓɯÚÜ××ÖÙÛɯÚÈÓÌÚÔÈÕɯÍÙÖÔɯ$ÉÉÞɯ5ÈÓÌȭɯ 

 Yes, the Trilby to which I refer is a dark -eyed, blushing waif who fell under 

the magnetic and evil influence of Svengali - a story with which I am familiar thanks 

to University Challenge. Have you ever noticed how books that nobody reads are 
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always coming up on University Challenge? No matter what the question, ten to one 

ÛÏÌɯÈÕÚÞÌÙɀÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÉÌɯ3ÙÐÓÉy, The Diary of a Nobody, Beowulf or the collected 

works of The Venerable Bede. Who the bloody hell was The Venerable Bede anyway 

and what did he do to be so bloody venerable? Does anyone apart from Bamber 

&ÈÚÊÖÐÎÕÌɯÌÐÛÏÌÙɯÒÕÖÞɯÖÙɯÊÈÙÌȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɀËɯÓÐÒe to know... Well, no, on second 

ÛÏÖÜÎÏÛÚȮɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯ(ɯÞÖÜÓËɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞȭɯ(ÕɯÍÈÊÛȮɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÎÐÝÌɯÈɯÛÐÕÒÌÙɀÚɯÉÓÖÖËàɯ

toss about The Venerable Bede.  

 Anyway, the thing is that Emma has got emotionally entangled with an A & R 

man - ȿ ɯȫɯ1ɀɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÚÏÖÙÛɯÍÖÙȭȭȭɯÞÌÓÓȮɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÔÐÕËɯÞÏÈÛɯÐÛɀÚɯÚÏÖÙÛɯÍÖÙȮɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÐÕÛɯÐÚȮɯÏÌɀÚɯ

ÈɯÛÈÓÌÕÛɯÚÊÖÜÛɯÈÕËɯÚÖÔÌÏÖÞɯÖÙɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÏÌɀÚɯÚÊÖÜÛÌËɯÖÜÛɯ$ÔÔÈȰɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÈÚɯÛÖɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÖÍɯ

ÏÌÙɯ×ÈÙÛÐÊÜÓÈÙɯÛÈÓÌÕÛÚɯÈÛÛÙÈÊÛÌËɯÏÐÚɯÈÛÛÌÕÛÐÖÕȮɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÖÕÓàɯÎÜÌÚÚȭɯ-ÖÛɯÏÌÙɯÝÖÐÊÌȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯ

ÍÖÙɯÚÜÙÌȭɯ(ɯÔÌÈÕȮɯ(ɀÝÌɯÏÌÈÙËɯÏÌÙɯÚÐÕÎÐÕÎȮɯÜÚÜÈÓÓàɯÞÏÌÕɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÞÌÓÓɯÜÕËÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÐÕÍÓÜÌÕÊÌɯ

which, to be honest (if a shade ungallant), is most of the time. If I said she has a voice 

ÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÊÖÕÚÛÐ×ÈÛÌËɯÊÖÞȮɯ(ɀËɯÉÌɯËÖÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÞɯÈÕɯÐÕÑÜÚÛÐÊÌȭ 

 She has, however, got a passable figure. Unless you try to pass her in a nar-

row corridor in which case, the opposite would be true. What I am trying to say in 

my roundabout way is: knockers. I have to be honest, I am not a knocker man. I mean, 

I know a fine pair when I see them and the finest threÌɯ×ÈÐÙÚɯ(ɀÝÌɯÚÌÌÕɯÛÖɯËÈÛÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯ

ÉÌɯȹÐÕɯÈÚÊÌÕËÐÕÎɯÖÙËÌÙȺɯ#ÖÓÓàɯ/ÈÙÛÖÕɀÚȮɯ'ÖÕÖÙɯ!ÓÈÊÒÔÈÕɀÚɯÈÕËɯ$ÔÔÈɀÚȭɯ!ÜÛɯÞÏÐÓÌɯ

they leave me as cold as a kipper, the same is not true for a goodly proportion of the 

male population. Goggle -eyed, slavering and twitching at t he extremities would be a 

better description of the typical reaction.  

 

 

Honor Blackman 

  Oh, incidentally, I have further news of Emma. She and Norm are back to-

gether again. Emma assures me that her wayward exploits with strange and exotic 

men of the performing persuasion is all a thing of the past and, from here on in, a 

rose covered semi-ËÌÛÈÊÏÌËɯÈÕËɯÙÌÎÜÓÈÙɯËÖÚÌÚɯÖÍɯ6ÖÔÌÕɀÚɯ'ÖÜÙɯÈÕËɯ3ÏÌɯ ÙÊÏÌÙÚɯ

while snuggled up to Norm wearing slippers with bobbles on and a tartan nigh t-

gown is all she craves.  

 Though I, as the Svengali in this operation, might have a thing or two to say 

ÖÕɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÜÉÑÌÊÛȱɯ(ɯÔÌÈÕȮɯÐÍɯ$ÔÔÈɯÐÚɯÛÖɯÉÌÊÖÔÌɯÛÏÌɯÕÌßÛɯÚÐÕÎÐÕÎɯÚÌÕÚÈÛÐÖÕȮɯÛÏÌɯÚÜÓÛÙàɯ

ÚÌßɯÚàÔÉÖÓɯÖÍɯÏÌÙɯËÈàȮɯÛÏÐÚɯÎÌÕÌÙÈÛÐÖÕɀÚɯ2ÜáÐɯ0ÜÈÛÙÖȮɯ.ÓÐÝÐÈɯ-ÌÞÛÖÕ-John and Diana 

Dors all roll ed into one, I have to ask myself, is Norm really going to be good for her 

image? Should she not, instead, be dating pop stars, rubbing shoulders (or whatever) 
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with film stars and being found by Fleet Street photographers cavorting indiscreetly 

in dodgy Soho nightclubs with minor members of the Royal Family?  

 For, dear reader, to summarise briefly, cut a long story short and put it in a 

nutshell: Emma has been signed up to a major record label and I have become her 

manager! 

 My first job will, naturally, be  to groom her for stardom. The next will be to 

get someone to do the actual singing, teach Emma to move her lips in time to the 

ÞÖÙËÚɯÈÕËɯÍÐÕËɯÏÌÙɯÈɯÉÈÊÒÐÕÎɯÎÙÖÜ×ȭɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯËÌÊÐËÌËɯàÌÛɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÈ××ÙÖ×ÙÐÈÛÌɯÚÌßɯÍÖÙɯ

the group. Boys or girls, that is the question? My first thought was to get some 

hunky young men as backing dancers - you know, a  bit like that Boys Town Gang. 

But the A & R man, whose name, by the way, is Geoffrey and who is a camp as a 

pair of knickers, says that people might think that was a bi t gay. I said people might 

ÛÏÐÕÒɯ!Öàɯ&ÌÖÙÎÌɯÐÚɯÈɯÉÐÛɯÎÈàɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÚÛÖ×ɯÏÐÔɯÚÌÓÓÐÕÎɯÙÌÊÖÙËÚɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÙÙàɯ

load. But anyway, I can see what he means. Hunky backing singers might be a bit 

passé. Maybe we should go lock, stock and barrel for the spotty teenage boy market? 

Get a group of leggy girls wearing as little as Top Of The Pops will let us get away 

with and get the aforementioned spotty teenage boys spending their pocket money 

as fast as their hormones will let them.  

 And on top of all that, I al ÚÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÖÍɯÈɯÕÈÔÌɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÖÜ×ȭɯ(ɀÔɯÛÏÐÕk-

ing of going for an ice-cream theme - you know, get across an image of coolness, 

smoothness and, well, ice-creaminess. Emma could be called Dolly Pop. And her 

backing would be the Raspberry Nipples. Yes, I ÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÈÛȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÎÖÛɯÊÓÈÚÚȯɯ#ÖÓÓàɯ/Ö×ɯ

and The Raspberry Nipples. 

 (ɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜɯÞÏÈÛȮɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÚɯ2ÝÌÕÎÈÓÐ-ing than meets the eye... 
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10TH
 OCTOBER: BIG BAZOOMERS! 

 

Have you ever seen Boy George without his makeup? It came as a shock to me, I can 

tell you. He looks like a pickled onion in dreadlocks.  

 

 

Boy George 'Before and After' - now you know why he wears make-up! 

 

However, it is not Boy George of whom I wish to speak but of Kevin. I am pleased to 

say that the lad has finally seen the light, renounced his wayward ways and got 

himself back on the narrow if not exactly straight. Kevin, you will recall, having d e-

ÊÐËÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÍÌɯÖÍɯÈɯÉÜÛÊÏÌÙɀÚɯÉÖàɯÐÕɯ/ÓÈÐÚÛÖÞɯÞÈÚɯÕÖÛɯÍÖÙɯÏÐÔȮɯÏÈËɯÔÖÝÌËɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ

strange and shadowy world of show business, first as the voice and hand of every-

ÖÕÌɀÚɯÍÈÝÖÜÙÐÛÌɯÈÝÐÈÕɯÎÓÖÝÌ-puppet (not counting Rod 'ÜÓÓɀÚɯÌÔÜȺȮɯ%ÓÈ×ÑÈÊÒɯ3ÏÌɯ

Duck, and, more latterly, into the bizarre world of what, in order to spare your 

ÉÓÜÚÏÌÚȮɯ(ɯÚÏÈÓÓɯÙÌÍÌÙɯÛÖɯÈÚɯȿÌßÖÛÐÊɯËÈÕÊÐÕÎɀȭ 

 -ÖÞȮɯÏÌÈÝÌÕɯÒÕÖÞÚȮɯ(ɀm not a prude but, in my view, if you happen to be the 

ÖÞÕÌÙɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÏÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÚɯÚÛÜÊÒɯÜ×ɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÈÙɯÌÕËɯÖÍɯÌÝÌÙàÖÕÌɀÚɯÍÈÝÖÜÙÐÛÌɯËÜÊÒȮɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÚÛɯ

thing you want to do is to get yourself photographed with that very same hand 

ÚÏÖÝÌËɯÚÖÔÌÞÏÌÙÌɯÞÏÌÙÌɯàÖÜɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯwant it wrapping your fish and chips, if 

you get my drift. Kevin, unfortunately, is a boy of high spirits and low intellect. And 

so, when his picture (with discreet blobs placed over two significant areas of acti v-

ity) appeared all over the front pages of some of our more lurid daily newspapers, 

ÛÏÌɯÚÐÓÓàɯÉÖàɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÑÜÚÛɯÎÖɯÐÕÛÖɯÏÐËÐÕÎȮɯÒÌÌ×ɯÈɯÓÖÞɯ×ÙÖÍÐÓÌɯÈÕËɯËÌÕàɯÈÓÓɯÒÕÖÞÓÌËÎÌɯ- 

he actually phoned up the feature editors and offered to do interviews!  
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 Lucky for him, then, that just as his scandal was about to take off an even big-

ÎÌÙɯÚÊÈÕËÈÓɯÊÈÔÌɯÈÓÖÕÎɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÖÙÔɯÖÍɯ35ɯÚÛÈÙÓÌÛɯ%ÙÈÕÒÐÌɯ%ÐÚÊÏÌÙɯȹÛÏÌɯÎÙÈÕÕÐÌÚɀɯÍa-

vourite) who was snapped in a compromising position with his plumptious sid e-

kick, the lovely Shirl.  

 3ÏÌɯÕÌßÛɯÛÏÐÕÎɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞȮɯ*ÌÝÐÕɀÚɯÚÛÖÙàɯÝÈÕÐÚÏÌÚɯÍÙÖm the newspapers while 

%ÙÈÕÒÐÌɯ%ÐÚÊÏÌÙɀÚɯÚÛÖÙàɯÐÚɯÈÓÓɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÌÔȭɯɁ%ÙÈÕÒÐÌɯ2ÈàÚɯ(ÛɀÚɯ6ÌËËÐÕÎɯ!ÌÓÓÚȵɂɯɯÚÈàÚɯÖÕÌɯ

ÏÌÈËÓÐÕÌȰɯɁ(Õɯ ɯ6ÏÐÙÓɯ%ÖÙɯ2ÏÐÙÓȵɂɯÚÈàÚɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯ- and, before you know it , what 

started out as a minor scandal has turned into a heart-warming roma ntic tale which, 

alas, stretches credulity to breaking point. I mean, not only are we asked to believe 

that the wrinkled old queen, Frankie Fischer, is a red-blooded heterosexual but also 

that his luscious young assistant, Shirl, has fallen madly in love w ith him!  

 Anyway, the upshot is that Kevin has got off with his reputation only slightly 

tarnished and, moreover, he and Flapjack the Duck have now been snapped up to 

appear in a late-ÕÐÎÏÛɯ35ɯÚÏÖÞɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯȿ!ÐÎɯ!ÈáÖÖÔÌÙÚȵɀɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÞÐÓÓȮɯ(ɯÈÔɯÛÖÓËȮɯÉÌɯÈɯ

no-holds barÙÌËɯȿÈËÜÓÛɀɯÝÌÙÚÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ2ÈÛÜÙËÈàɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎɯÒÐËËàÞÐÕÒÚɯÚÏÖÞɯÐÕɯÞÏÐÊÏɯ

Flapjack has hitherto featured. 

 Meanwhile you are no doubt asking yourself: but what of Dolly Pop and the 

Raspberry Nipples?  

 Well, I am at this very moment seeking the Raspberry -Ð××ÓÌÚȭɯ(ɀÝÌɯ×ÜÛɯÚÖÔÌɯ

adverts for talented and good-looking singers in the musical press and I am now sit-

ting here awaiting applications which (I have no doubt) will soon start rolling in. I 

shall have to conduct the auditions myself, of course. Not sure how to do that ex-

actly. Just play it by ear, I suppose. I said to Emma, maybe I should buy myself a 

ÊÈÚÛÐÕÎɯÊÖÜÊÏȭɯ(ɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜɯÞÏÈÛɯÚÏÌɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÈÕɯÛÖɯÚÈàɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯËÖÜÉÛɯ

ÞÏÌÛÏÌÙɯÐÛɯÞÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯ×ÏàÚÐÊÈÓÓàɯ×ÖÚÚÐÉÓÌɯÌÝÌÕɯÐÍɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÉÈËɯÉÈÊÒȭɯ Ï well, 

such as the demands of being a top-flight impresario. Stardom here we come...  

 

13TH OCTOBER: A PROSPECTIVE NIPPLE 

 

So anyway, there I was waxing my hair when who should come knocking on the 

door but Kevin. That boy does give me the gip sometimes! I ÛÌÓÓɯÏÐÔȮɯɁ8ÖÜɯÊÈÕɯÊÖÔÌɯ

ÐÕɯÍÖÙɯÍÐÝÌɯÔÐÕÜÛÌÚɯÈÕËɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÊÜ×ɯÖÍɯÛÌÈɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌÕɯàÖÜɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯÎÖɯÈÎÈÐÕȮɯ(ɀÔɯÉÜÚàȭɂ 

 'ÌɯÚÈàÚȮɯɁ1ÐÎÏÛ-ÖȮɂɯ×ÓÖÕÒÚɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯËÖÞÕɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯËÖÞÕɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÌÛÛÌÌȮɯ×ÖÜÙÚɯ

himself a stiff Glenfiddich, pops on a Gina X Performance record and saysȮɯɁ(ɯËe-

ÊÐËÌËɯ(ɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÖÜ×ȭɂɯ 

 Ɂ.ÏɯàÌÚȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈàȮɯÛÈÒÐÕÎɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÍÐÕÎÌÙÍÜÓɯÖÍɯÞÈßɯÈÕËɯÙÜÉÉÐÕÎɯÐÛɯÐÕÛÖɯÔàɯÍÙÐÕÎÌɯ

ÞÏÐÊÏɯ(ɀÔɯÛÙàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÐÕÛÖɯÈɯÚ×ÐÒÌɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÈÛɯ%ÓÖÊÒɯ.Íɯ2ÌÈÎÜÓÓÚɯÍÌÓÓÈÏȮɯɁ ÕËɯÞÏÈÛɯ

ÎÙÖÜ×ɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÉÌȳɂ 
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 Ɂ8ÖÜÙɯÎÙÖÜ×ȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈàÚȮɯɁ8ÖÜɯÒÕÖÞȮɯ#ÖÓÓàÉÐÙËɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ3ÐÛÚȭɂ 

 Ɂ3ÏÌɯÕÈÔÌȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈàȮɯÚÛÌÙÕÓàȮɯɁ(Úɯ#ÖÓÓàɯ/Ö×ɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ1ÈÚ×ÉÌÙÙàɯ-Ð××ÓÌÚȭɂ 

 3ÖɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜɯÛÏÌɯÛÙÜÛÏȮɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÈÛɯ*ÌÝÐÕɯÏÈÚɯÎÙÈÚ×ÌËɯÛÏÌɯÚÜÉÛÓÌɯ×ÓÈàɯÖÕɯ

words involved in that name and, as I am not sure he has the mental capacities to 

understand even if I explained, I decided against attempting to illuminate him.  

 Ɂ ÕËɯÞÏÈÛɯÐÚɯÔÖÙÌȮɂɯ(ɯÛÌÓÓɯÏÐÔȮɯɁ3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÈÓÓɯÎÐÙÓÚȭɯ6ÏÐÊÏɯÔÌÈÕÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÐÚɯ

ÕÖɯÚÜÐÛÈÉÓÌɯÝÈÊÈÕÊàȭɂɯɯ 

 Ɂ8ÌÈÏȮɯàÌÈÏȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈàÚȮɯɁ(ɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÈÓÓɯÎÐÙÓÚȭɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏàɯ(ɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÐÕɯÐÛȭɂ 

 By now he has put me off my stroke with the waxing so I wipe my hands on a 

nearby copy of Smash Hits, screw the lid back onto the wax pot, turn to look at 

Kevin and fix him with my most baleful basilisk glare.  

 Ɂ+ÌÛɯÔÌɯÛÙàɯÛÖɯÔÈÒÌɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÐÔ×ÓÌȮɂɯ(ɯÛÌÓÓɯÏÐÔȮɯɁ3ÏÌɯÎÙÖÜ×ɯÐÚɯÈÓÓɯÎÐÙÓÚȭɯ%ÌÔÈÓÌȭɯ

Not a single solitary male involved. You, on the other hand, are of the masculine 

ÎÌÕËÌÙȭɯ0$#ȭɂ 

 From the way his mouth is hanging open with no words issuing therefrom, I 

deduce that the light of unders tanding has yet to burst upon his few and widely -

ÚÊÈÛÛÌÙÌËɯÉÙÈÐÕÊÌÓÓÚȭɯ2Öɯ(ɯÔÈÒÌɯÐÛɯÚÐÔ×ÓÌÙɯÍÖÙɯÏÐÔȯɯɁThey are girlsȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈàȮɯɁ6ÏÌÙÌÈÚɯ

you. Are notȭɂ 

 A smile spreads slowly across his otherwise vacant face. Finally, with a pause 

sufficient only to refill ÏÐÚɯÎÓÈÚÚȮɯÏÌɯÚÈàÚȮɯɁ8ÌÈÏȮɯàÖÜɯÎÖÛɯÐÛȵɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɯ

ÛÏÖÜÎÏÛȭɯ3ÏÌàɯÈÙÌɯÎÐÙÓÚȭɯ ÕËɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛȭɯ&ÙÌÈÛɯÊÖÔÉÐÕÈÛÐÖÕȵɂ 

 I often wonder how on earth I ever got involved with an idiot like Kevin. 

Then I remember that fateful night in Camden Town when I got piss ed as a parrot 

and somehow found myself being taken back home by him. My memories of what 

happened thereafter are, happily, non-existent. All I know for sure is that if ever 

anyone sees me puking in the gutter and offers to take me home in future, I shall run 

in the other direction. Or at least, I shall if I am capable of so doing. Which, if I am 

×ÜÒÐÕÎɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÎÜÛÛÌÙɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌȮɯ(ɯ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÉÌȭɯ ÏȮɯÚÜÊÏɯÈÙÌɯÛÏÌɯÛÌÙÙÐÉÓÌɯÞÈàÚɯ

of Fate! 

 Anyway, by this time I am starting to wonder why Kevin wants to b e in a 

group at all. I mean, there was me thinking that he was set up nicely with his new 

job as the hand and voice of Flapjack the Duck on the soon-to-be-aired late night 

ÈËÜÓÛɯÏÜÔÖÜÙɯÚÏÖÞȮɯȿ!ÐÎɯ!ÈáÖÖÔÌÙÚȵɀ 

 But it seems I was wrong! Apparently in a momen t of blinding sanity, wh o-

ever offered Kevin the job in the first place suddenly realised that a man with his 

ÏÈÕËɯÜ×ɯÈɯËÜÊÒɀÚɯÈÙÚÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯɁ0ÜÈÊÒȵɯ0ÜÈÊÒȵɯ6ÏÈÛɯÈɯØÜÈÊÒÌÙȵɂɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÕÖÛɯÉÌɯÛÏÌɯ

height of late-night hilarity for the more sophisticated audience whic h they are hop-

ing to attract. So they cancelled Kevin and hired a woman who shoots ping -pong 

balls from her fanny.  
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  ÕàÞÈàȮɯÞÏÌÕɯÏÌɀËɯËÙÈÐÕÌËɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÚÛɯËÙÖ×ɯÖÍɯÔàɯ&ÓÌÕÍÍÐËÐÊÏȮɯ(ɯÍÐÕÈÓÓàɯÔÈn-

ÈÎÌËɯÛÖɯ×ÜÚÏɯ*ÌÝÐÕɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯËÖÖÙɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÝÈÎÜÌɯ×ÙÖÔÐÚÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÌɀËɯÈudition him for 

ÛÏÌɯ1ÈÚ×ÉÌÙÙàɯ-Ð××ÓÌÚɯÖÕÓàɯÐÍɯÞÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÈÊÛÜÈÓɯÎÐÙÓÚɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÑÖÉȭɯ(ÕɯÏÐÚɯÐÕe-

ÉÙÐÈÛÌËɯÚÛÈÛÌȮɯÏÌɯÚÌÌÔÌËɯÛÖɯÍÐÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÈÛÐÚÍÈÊÛÖÙàȮɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÒÕÖÞÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÈÜËi-

tion him for the job of toilet cleaner, let alone for a Raspberry N ipple.  

 (ɀÔɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÕÖÛɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÚÜÙÌɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÔàɯÏÈÐÙȮɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞȭɯ(ɯÔÌÈÕȮɯ(ɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÛÏÌɯȿÉÌÈÒɀɯ

ÌÍÍÌÊÛɯÚÖÙÛÌËɯÖÜÛɯÖÒȮɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯ×ÖÐÕÛàɯÉÐÛɯ×ÓÈÚÛÌÙÌËɯËÖÞÕɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯÔàɯÌàÌÉÙÖÞÚȭɯ!ÜÛɯ(ɀÔɯ

none too happy about the wings out the sides. The effect is a bit too much on the Ken 

Dodd side for my liking.  

 

This is the image I am striving for... 

 

...but this is the image I am achieving: 

 

 

 

 .ÏɯÞÌÓÓȮɯÐÛɀÓÓɯÑÜÚÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯËÖȭɯ(ɀÔɯÖÍÍɯËÖÞÕɯ3ÏÌɯ"ÈÔËÌÕɯ/ÈÓÈÊÌɯÛÖÕÐÎÏÛȭɯ

/ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÞÖÙËɯÞÐÛÏɯ2ÛÌÝÌɯ2ÛÙÈÕÎÌɯÞÏÐÓÌɯ(ɀÔɯÛÏÌÙÌȭɯ&ÐÝÌɯÏÐÔɯÈɯÕÖd and a 

wink about The Raspberry Nipples. He might be interested in featuring them at the 

/ÈÓÈÊÌɯÖÕÌɯÕÐÎÏÛȮɯ(ɯÙÌÊÒÖÕȭɯ,ÐÕËɯàÖÜȮɯ(ɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌɯÏÌɀÓÓɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÔu-

ÚÐÊɯÛÏÌàɯËÖȭɯ3ÖɯÉÌɯÏÖÕÌÚÛȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÈɯ×ÙÖÉÓÌÔɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÖÊÊÜÙÙÌËɯÛÖɯÔÌȭɯ3ÏÌɯ

group will need some songs, I suppose. Well, I could probably knock out a few, I 
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reckon. How hard can it be? I see that Neil Tennant who writes for Smash Hits is tr y-

ÐÕÎɯÛÖɯ×ÜÛɯÛÖÎÌÛÏÌÙɯÈɯÉÈÕËȭɯ+ÖÈËɯÖÍɯÙÜÉÉÐÚÏɯÛÏÌàɯÈÙÌȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɀÝÌɯÏÌÈÙËȭɯɯ!ÜÛɯ

anyway, iÍɯÏÌɯÊÈÕɯËÖɯÐÛȮɯ(ɀÔɯËÈÔÕɀɯÚÜÙÌɯ(ɯÊÈÕȵ 

 

 

15TH OCTOBER: MY QUEST FOR RASPBERRY NIPPLES 

 

Auditions start today!  

 (ɯÔÈÕÈÎÌËɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÈɯÊÖÙÕÌÙɯÖÍɯ!ÌÙÛɯ2ÕÌÌËɀÚɯÓÖÊÒÜ×ɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯËÈàȭɯ!ÌÙÛɯÙÜÕÚɯÈɯÚÖÙÛɯ

of wholesale business north of Camden - washing machines, microwave ovens, hun-

dredweight sacks of dried mango; you name it, Bert can get it.  

 3ÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÏÜÎÌɯÙÖÓÓɯÖÍɯÙÜÉÉÌÙàɯÎÙÌàɯÚÛÜÍÍɯÓàÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÖÕÌɯÊÖÙÕÌÙȮɯ(ɯÕÖÛÐÊÌËȭɯɁ(n-

dustrial -ÚÛÙÌÕÎÛÏɯÉÙÈɯÌÓÈÚÛÐÊȮɂɯ!ÌÙÛɯÚÈàÚȭɯ'ÌɯÙÌÊÒÖÕÚɯÐÛɯÞÖÜÓËɯÚÛÙÌÛÊÏɯÛÌÕɯÔÐÓÌÚɯÖÕÊÌɯ

ÐÛɀÚɯÜÕÙÈÝÌÓÓÌËȭɯ(ɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ6ÏÖɀÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÉÜàɯÛÌÕɯÔÐÓÌÚɯÖÍɯÐÕËÜÚÛÙÐÈÓ-strength bra elas-

ÛÐÊȳɂɯ'ÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ8ÖÜɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÏÌÈÙËɯÖÍɯÛÙÈÔ×ÖÓÐÕÌÚȳɂɯ 

 (ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÚÜÙÌɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ!ÌÙÛɀÚɯÚÈÕÐÛàȮɯÛÖɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÕÌÚÛɯÛÙÜÛÏȭɯ 

 I first got to know Bert while doing a photo -story with Tight Fit an d bul l-

whips (the whips being supplied by Bert). It seems he has a keen interest in pop mu-

sic, especially when it involves semi-clad young women, and even more so if the 

odd bullwhip can be fitted into the picture. When I told him about the auditions for 

the Raspberry Nipples, he was immediately enthused. 

 Anyway, I set up a table in one corner of the lockup, all nice and private, just 

behind a rack of Australian sheep and kangaroo dip (Ɂ*ÐÓÓÚɯÚÊÈÉɯÔÐÛÌȮɯÉÓÖÞ-fly, ticks, 

keds and lice - ËÌÈËȵȵȵɂ), and waited ÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÈ××ÓÐÊÈÕÛÚɯÛÖɯÈÙÙÐÝÌȭɯɯ$ÔÔÈɯȹÖÙɯȿ#ÖÓÓàɯ/Ö×ɀɯ

ÈÚɯ(ɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌɯ(ɯÔÜÚÛɯÕÖÞɯÊÈÓÓɯÏÌÙȺɯÞÈÚɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÛÖÖɯÉÜÛɯÚÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÛÜÙÕɯ

up, which, I have to confess, did not surprise me. The A&R man, Geoffrey, did turn 

up - two hours late which, for an A&R  man is probably as near as makes no differ-

ence to being on time. 

 We had six auditions to get through - the first was booked for 10.30, the last 

ÍÖÙɯƘɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒȭɯ3ÏÌɯƕƔȭƗƔɯÖÕÌɯÈÙÙÐÝÌËɯÈÛɯƕƕȭƗƔȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯƕƕȭƗƔɯÖÕÌɯÈÙÙÐÝÌËɯÈÛɯƕƖȭƔƔȭɯ(ɯÛÖÖÒɯ

Geoffrey down the pu b for lunch (he had two pints of Best and a Beef Stroganoff for 

ÞÏÐÊÏɯ(ɯ×ÈÐËɯÈÚɯÏÌɀËɯÍÖÙÎÖÛÛÌÕɯÛÖɯÉÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÔ×ÈÕàɯÊÏÌØÜÌɯÉÖÖÒȺȭɯ ÍÛÌÙɯÓÜÕÊÏȮɯÏÌɯ

scooted off for an urgent appointment with Mick Jagger (so he claims). When I got 

back to the lockup, there were two semi-naked girls wresting on a moth -eaten chaise 

longue nestling between a pile of rat traps and toilet plungers.  

 Ɂ/ÌÙÍÌÊÛȮɯËÈÙÓÐÕÎȮɯ×ÌÙÍÌÊÛȵɯ-ÖÞȮɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯÊÖÜÓËɯÑÜÚÛɯÓÖÖÚÌÕɯÛÏÈÛɯÉÙÈɯÚÛÙÈ×ɯÈɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯ

ÔÖÙÌȭȭȭɂɯ- these and other, even less savoury, words of encouragement were being 

Ú×ÜÛÛÌÙÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯ!ÌÙÛɀÚɯÞÌÛÓàɯËÙÖÖÓÐÕÎɯÓÐ×Úȭ 
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 Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÉÓÖÖËàɯÏÌÓÓȵɂɯÚÈàÚɯ(ȮɯËÙÈÎÎÐÕÎɯ!ÌÙÛɯÐÕÛÖɯÈɯËÐÚÊÙÌÌÛɯÈÓÊÖÝÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÉe-

ÏÐÕËɯÈɯ×ÐÓÌɯÖÍɯȿ!ÐÎɯ!ÖàɀɯÎÌÕÛÓÌÔÌÕɀÚɯÈÛÏÓÌÛÐÊɯÚÜ××ÖÙÛÌÙÚɯȹɁ%ÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÕɯÞÏÖɯÞÈÕÛÚɯÛÖɯ

stand out in a ÊÙÖÞËɂȺȮɯɁ6ÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÏÌÓÓɀÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÖÕɯÏÌÙÌɯÛÏÌÕȮɯ!ÌÙÛȳɂɯÚÈàÚɯ(ȭ 

 Ɂ3ÏÌàɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÜ×ɯÞÏÐÓÌɯàÖÜɯÞÈÚɯÈÞÈàȮɂɯÚÈàÚɯÏÌȮɯɁ2Öɯ(ɯÈÜËÐÛÐÖÕÌËɯÛÏÌÔȭɂ 

 Ɂ6ÌɀÙÌɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈÜËÐÛÐÖÕÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯÈɯ×Ö×ɯÎÙÖÜ×Ȯɂɯ(ɯÛÌÓÓɯÏÐÔȮɯɁ-ÖÛɯÍÖÙɯÈɯ

1ÖÔÈÕɯ.ÙÎàȭɂ 

 Ɂ3ÏÌÚÌɯÎÐÙÓÚȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈàÚȮɯÞÐ×ÐÕÎɯÈɯÓÐÕÌɯÖÍɯËÙÖÖÓɯÍÙÖÔɯÏÐÚɯÊÏÐÕȮɯɁ3ÏÌàɀÚɯÎÖÛɯÞÏÈÛɯ

ÐÛɯÛÈÒÌÚȭɯ8ÖÜɯÔÈÙÒɯÔàɯÞÖÙËÚȭɂ 

 I had a quick peep at them through a crack in the serried ranks of jockstraps. 

3ÏÌɯÎÐÙÓÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÈÛɯÐÛɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÏÈÐÚÌɯÓÖÕÎÜÌȭɯ(ÛɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÛÖɯÔÌɯÈÚɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌàɀËɯÎÐÝÌÕɯ

up auditioni ng and had started enjoying themselves. 

 Ɂ3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÛÖÖɯàÖÜÕÎȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈÐËȭ 

 Ɂ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÛÖÖɯàÖÜÕÎȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯ!ÌÙÛȮɯɁ3ÖɯÉÌɯÐÕɯÈɯ×Ö×ɯÎÙÖÜ×Ȯɯ(ɯÔÌÈÕȭɂ 

 Ɂ ÕËɯÛÏÌɯÉÓÖÕËÌɯÖÕÌɀÚɯÛÖÖɯÍÈÛȭɂ 

 Ɂ6ÌÓÓ-ÉÜÐÓÛȮɂɯ!ÌÙÛɯÐÕÚÐÚÛÌËȭ 

 Ɂ!ÜÛɯÊÈÕɯÛÏÌàɯÚÐÕÎȳɂɯ(ɯÚÈÐËȭ 

 Ɂ(ɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÛÖɯÈÚÒȮɂɯÚÈàÚɯ!ÌÙÛȭ 

  ÕàÞÈàȮɯÛÏÌɯÜ×ÚÏÖÛɯÐÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌàɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÚÐÕÎɯÈɯÚÐÕÎÓÌɯÚÖÓÐÛÈÙàɯÕÖÛÌɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯ

ÛÏÌɯÛÞÖɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÔȭɯ2Öɯ(ɯÚÌÕÛɯÛÏÌÔɯÈÞÈàȮɯÛÌÓÓÐÕÎɯÛÏÌÔɯ(ɀËɯÊÈÓÓɯÛÏÌÔɯÐÍɯÞÌɯÕÌÌËÌËɯÛÏÌÔɯ- 

which is, however, extremely unlikely bearing in mind the fact that I forgot t o ask 

for their phone numbers.  

  3ÏÌɯƗɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒɯÈ××ÖÐÕÛÔÌÕÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÛÜÙÕɯÜ×ȮɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÖÕÓàɯÓÌÍÛɯÛÏÌɯƘɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒɯÈp-

×ÖÐÕÛÔÌÕÛȱɯ 

 2ÏÌɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÜ×ɯÉÈÕÎɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯËÖÛɯÈÕËɯÚÈÕÎɯȿ6ÜÛÏÌÙÐÕÎɯ'ÌÐÎÏÛÚɀȮɯɯȿ*ÐËÚɯ(Õɯ ÔÌr-

ÐÊÈɀɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ0ÜÌÌÕɯ.Íɯ-ÐÎÏÛɀÚɯÈÙÐÈɯÍÙÖÔɯ3ÏÌɯ,ÈÎÐÊɯ%ÓÜÛÌȭɯ2ÏÌɯÞas a real professional 

ÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÞÖÕËÌÙÍÜÓɯÝÖÐÊÌȭɯ(ÕɯÍÈÊÛȮɯÚÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÈÉÚÖÓÜÛÌÓàɯÐËÌÈÓɯÐÍɯÚÏÌɀËɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯ

up about thirty years earlier. As it is, though, fat middle -aged women who look like 

my Aunty Beryl on a bad day are not quite the style we are aft er for The Raspberry 

-Ð××ÓÌÚȭɯ3ÖɯÉÌɯÏÖÕÌÚÛȮɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÝÌɯȿÎÐÙÓÚɀɯ(ɀÝÌɯÚÌÌÕɯÛÖËÈàɯÏÈÝÌɯÈÓÓɯÉÌÌÕɯÜÕÐÍÖÙÔÓàɯËÙÌÈd-

ful.  
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Is she a potential Raspberry Nipple? The way things have been going so far, quite possibly... 

 

 I returned home depressed to find a message on my answer machine. It was 

$ÔÔÈɯÚÈàÐÕÎɯÚÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÔÈÒÌɯÐÛɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÈÜËÐÛÐÖÕÚɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÚÏÌɯÏÈËɯÈɯÊÖÓËɯȹÞÏÐÊÏɯÐÚɯ

ÏÌÙɯÞÈàɯÖÍɯÚÈàÐÕÎɯȿÏÈÕÎÖÝÌÙɀȺȭ 

 I am starting to wonder if entrepreneurialship is the life for me after all. 

,ÈàÉÌɯ(ɀËɯÉÌɯÏÈ××ÐÌÙɯÑÜÚÛɯÞÙÐÛÐÕÎɯÈÙÛicles for Jackie, My Guy and Blue Jeans until I f i-

ÕÈÓÓàɯÒÐÊÒɯÛÏÌɯÉÜÊÒÌÛȭɯ(ɯÑÜÚÛɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÏÖÞɯÔÈÕàɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÐÔÌÚɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÈÚÒɯ×Ö×ɯÚÛÈÙÚɯ

about their first kiss or whether they used to have lumpy custard at school. Is this an 

entrée into serious journalism, I ask myself? Would Bernard Levin ask Harold Pinter 

for his thoughts on the lumpy custard of his younger days? Who knows - maybe the 

Jackie journalist of today is the Marcel Proust of tomorrow...?  

 I can but hope. 
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How French literature might have been so different if Proust had written for Jackie! 

 

 

26TH OCTOBER: REGGIE BURGER AND THE CRUSTY BUNS 

 

%ÜÙÐÖÜÚɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÉÌÎÐÕɯÛÖɯËÌÚÊÙÐÉÌɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàɯ(ɯÍÌÌÓȵɯ ÓÓɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÐÔÌɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÚÜr-

rounded by a nest of  vipers, clasping the asp to my bosom and well and truly led up 

the garden path by a snake in the bloody grass! 

 Ɂ%ÐÚÏɯÈÕËɯÊÏÐ×Úȵɂɯ(ɯàÌÓÓÌËȮɯɁ%ÐÚÏɯÈÕËɯÉÓÖÖËàɯÊÏÐ×Úȵɯ3ÏÐÙÛàɯ×ÐÌÊÌÚɯÖÍɯÉÓÖÖËàɯÚÐl-

ÝÌÙȮɯÐÛɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÉÌȵɂ 

 I was sitting in the lockup at the time, having had one fi lthy rotten day of it. 

So when Kevin turned up with cod and chips for me and hake and chips for Bert 

Snide whose lockup it is, I was in no bloody mood for polite bloody banter, I can tell 

you.  
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Fish and chips. 

 

 The day started bad enough when Zanya and the gorilla turned up at half 

×ÈÚÛɯÌÓÌÝÌÕȭɯ2ÏÌɀËɯÚÌÌÕɯÔàɯÈËÝÌÙÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ,ÌÓÖËàɯ,ÈÒÌÙɯÈÕËɯÚÖɯÚÏÌɯ×ÏÖÕÌËɯÜ×ɯàÌs-

terday to make an appointment.  

 Ɂ(ɯÍÌÌÓɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÛÈÓÌÕÛÚɯÍÖÙɯÞÏÐÊÏɯàÖÜɯÚÌÌÒȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÉÜÙÉÓÌËȭɯ 

 Ɂ(ɀÔɯÎÓÈËɯÛÖɯÏÌÈÙɯÐÛȮɂɯ(ɯÞÐÛÛÐÓàɯÙÐ×ÖÚÛÌËȮɯɁ ÓÓ you have to do is wear a see-

ÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÉÙÈɯÈÕËɯɯÎÖɯȿShoo-bop-be-doɀɯÌÝÌÙàɯÖÕÊÌɯÐÕɯÈɯÞÏÐÓÌȭɂɯ 

 She paused. I got the impression that a thought was struggling into life. Then 

ÚÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ8ÌÈÏȮɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯËÖɯÛÏÈÛȭɯ,ÈàÉÌɯÕÖÛɯÚÛÙÈÐÎÏÛɯÈÞÈàȭɯ!ÜÛɯÖÕÊÌɯ(ɀÝÌɯÏÈËɯÈɯÊÏÈÕÊÌɯ

ÛÖɯÙÌÏÌÈÙÚÌȭȭȭɂ 

 However, when she turned up for the interview, I knew right away that she 

was not my idea of a Raspberry Nipple. The girls I had in mind were young, creamy 

of complexion, rosy of cheek, innocent as the day is long... and if they also happened 

to have a pair of bazoomers that could poke your eyes out, that would be a distinct 

advantage. 

 Zanya, to her credit, had the bazoomers but in all other respects she was lack-

ing. How can I put this gallantly? She looked like a trollop. (OK, so maybe there are 

ÚÖÔÌɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯàÖÜɯÑÜÚÛɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÚÈàɯÎÈÓÓÈÕÛÓàȺȭɯ2ÏÌɀÚɯÛÏÌɯsort of girl you expect to see lean-

ing in doorways in certain parts of Soho (which, I should hastily add, I do not myself 

frequent). She must have been thirty-five if she was a day and she had thighs that 

went up to her waist. Of this I was certain due to the fact that the mini -skirt she was 

wearing came to an abrupt end about two inches below her hips. 

 Nevertheless, being a gentleman, I might have been prepared to overlook her 

age and her gynaecological mode of dress. What I could not overlook was her 


