LIFE 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

25™MAY: DOWN THEBLITZWITHEANDN

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

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 cherrieson-UUDPEOQUWEOOwWOYI UwUi 1T wEOOOE&wx OEEI

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

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, | suppose.
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28 MAY: A CASEOF MISTAKENDENTITY

| was approached by a policeman on Kentish Town High Street today. My first
UT OUT T OwPEUwWUT EQwl T zEwi OUOEWOUUWEEOUU-wUT EUw
chael in the Camden Palace last veek. But no, it turned out that he wanted me for an
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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 | realised it must have
been the streaks that done it made the policeman choose me, Imean. | had them
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Then, eventually they brought in this little weasely bloke. He was the suspect,
ExxEUI OUOa 6 like( touthir® théxEadygne 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
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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-
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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. | felt
like an accessory after the fact. Especially when the poiceman came and gave each
of us a fiver (except for the weasel who got nothing). Not a bribe, but normal proc e-
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4™ JUNE TOYAH® ALOATINGKNICKERS
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side of a cup of Lapsang Souchong before she starts telling me all about these myst

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

power of her mind alone.
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she wasa little girl. Her knickers used to float around her bedroom, apparently, like
as though they had a will of their own.
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me to take off a few other things. And, well, you know me, anything for a laugh! So |
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half feel cold chills running up and down my spine - and a few other places too.
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ing to worry about - her secrets are safe with me. For the time being. Not so sure
about later on in life thouT T OQwpkPi I Ow( z OWOOEWEOEWYPEDPOUUWEOE
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The beans | could spill on George Michael alone would make your hair stand
on end. Which reminds me - | once spilled some beans on Buster Blodvessel 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 | emptied the beans all over him.

6 1 OO0 O w bjlstnreFtd) e guthiessly honest. The photographer was doing
most of it, | 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
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gradually. The Sunday Times Colour Suppleméntvhat | have my eye on. | mean, ask
yourself - when was the last time the Sunday Times had a picture of Buster Blood-
vessel covered in baked beans?

(wUT POOwW( zOOwWT OwUT T w" EOCET OQw/ EOEET wUOODT T 1
201 YT w2OUEOT T wOx1 061 E wUIPEuwd EEyOwED UG QG ulEUDEDSA LLE
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.
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Buster Bloodvesseland beans...



13" JUNE PETERPOWELIG Y FRONTS

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

hair gel with glitter dust in and | bought some black nail varnish. When we were
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less. | 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 thnks he looks like a boxer-

shorts sort of guy. But | reckon he goes for Y%U OOUUB w' | wOOOOUWEUwUT O
from the extra support, if you know what | 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 Romangn Britain - you know, the one that there was that court
case about after Mary Whitehouse moaned about it.
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wotsit out and wiggled it at the audience! But the actor claims it was just his thumb.
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Here Peter Powellissen si tting i n a waste p&yxemnateli n, p

Exterminatd! he cries, much to the confusion of pa

mutters a passing gramhypyr meNalirdoenephiBe sinloe
dead in lilac coloured slacks...

18" JUNE THEPURPLEPUSSYCAT AND BBUTCHEFS BOoy FROM PLAISTOW
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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 knowwhat | 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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would fall into our cocktails.
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seems to live life in a constant quest for bigger and better.
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called James but see if | care! To be honest, | danUwUT POOwT | wOPOF UwOIl wlk
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a fact as he insisted on showing it to the waitress. This was a dangerous ploy given
her advanced years. She staggered back visiblyand nearly fell off her stilettos.

Later on, we went to some grimy little club down in Soho. | 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. Disgracefu! 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!
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about following them but, on mature consideration, decided against it.
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20™ JUNE MORENEWSFROM PLAISTOW
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Drives me up the wall. Good job it was the Black Cap we went to. The place was
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Come closing time | asked him how he was getting back to Plaistow. he was a
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was North of the river or South. | asked him but he was abitvET Ul wOOwUT EUwU O
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Anyway, | came home and he heads off down Primrose ' DOOwPEa 6 w( z OwdOo
if that goes to Plaistow myself. | 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-
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NEXTMORNING®
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2F" JUNE KEVING DARK SECRET

It turns out that Kevin + a OUwUI O1 OET UOwUT T wEUUBhdsbyetywE Oa wi
dark secret! Emma found out all about him from Jimbo ¢ you remember, her boy-
friend that | 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.
. T OWEPEwW( wOl OUPOOwWUT E0w) POEOWPUWEWOEOI wUUUE
was but | practically forgot all about it after she told me about Kevin. So anyway, it
turns out that he Jimbo | mean, knew him, Kevin | mean, as he Jimbo, had seenhim,
Kevin, one night when he Jimbo, was giving of his best.
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stripper ¢ by which | meant Kevin, not Jimbo + E1 | OUl w( wbOYDPUI Ewl POWEE
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in the privacy of my own flat but Emma, poor girl, assumed it was my Puritanical
streak coming out and that | disapproved of such things. As if!
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knew about Kevin, just to kid me along like. And then finally she comes out with it!
Well, | tell you, | knewhewas nobUUET | Uz UwEOGa wUDPT T Owi UOOwWUT T w
told me what he really does ¢ well, you could have knocked me down with a
EOOOODOz wil EUTIT Un
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22"° JUNE GETTINGREADYFOR BUSTER

The woman in the flat upstairs kept me awake all last night with her tap -dancing.
, OUO0wl EYT wET T Qwi EOIl wxEUUwWI YT wET T OUT wUT 1T wi B
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Went with Emma up to The Danzotelast night ¢+ a big, swanky nightclub up
POwUIT T wOPEEOI woOi woOOPTIT Ul wUOOI PT 1T UI wEb-aOOEW
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thing funny going on there if you ask me.

OabPEaOQw (zOwUITEUUIT Ul Edw(wil EYI O0zO0wi EEwWUI

wanted to. | mean, all that business with Kevin, forastarU8 w. T OwbUz UwNUU U wT
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sel for Jacki6 w# OO0z UwOOOPwPT E0UwWw(zO0Owl OPOT wUOWUEOOWE
anyone want to know about Buster Bloodvessel anyway?
His sex life, | suppose.

Who, where, when, how long for and how much Golden Syrup was involved.
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12" JuLy: BIG GAME INPARIS
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what happened with Jimbo, have I? You remember Jimbo - that male stripper that
Emma was seeing a lot of (if you know what | mean). Oh no, but before | get onto
UT EUOQuw( z E in Bdoud Kidvitl But Bakt & fEinute, before | get onto thata O Uz Ul w
x UOEEEOQawbpOOEI UPOT whpT E0wWw( ZOWEODOT wbOw/ EUDPUG
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, | dOOz UwOOOP Ow
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
UOOI 001 wobPOl wiUT EVOw( wEEOzUwUI EGGawuUl O OET Uuw
anyway because this bloke called Marcel, or Jean or Jacques or something took us
out for dinner. Oh, did | mention that Kevin came with me? To Paris, | mean. You
remember Kevin, | expect-UT I wEUUET I Uz UwE Oa way Gi®MarcEDUU O P
or Jean orFrancOPUwOUwphl EUI YI Uwil 1 ZUWEEOOI EWUEOI UwOi
restaurant where they serve all kinds of slimy things on crushed ice and the idea was
UT EQwpb] ZEwNUUOwWT 1 OWEWEDPUT wOOwlI EVWEOGEwWUT 1 Qwl ¢
or whoever, but then a stuffed elephant fell on us and so all our plans went right out
of the window.
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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.
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the cocktail bar or something. Atany rate DUwPEUw, EUE]l Oz UwPEI EwWEOE w
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animals into aesthetically pleasing positions when one of the men, who was up on a
ladder, overbalanced and sent the elephant lying on top of us.

Well, | 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 |
EOOT wOOwUT POOWEEOUUwWPUOwW( wi EYT Oz 0wl OUwWEUOUO
seen. But poor Pierre was practically squashed.
Then all hell broke loose. The manager of the hotel arrived and started jabbe-
ing in French. Well, | mean, normally ( Z EWNEEE]I UWEEEOQwWEUwW! POwkbbHU
EUw( wWEEOWEOOYI UUT wOPOl wEWOEUDPY! wbOwUial wODOT
UOOOw( wEPEOzUwUI 1 OWUOWET whPbOwUT 1 wOOOEWNUUUWE
someone squashed by a stuffed elephantinti wi Oal UwoOi wEw%UI OET wi OC
just how | felt. It puts you off your stride somehow. And then the next thing | 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
PEUOz Uwi EOI wOEOPOT wWEwWI UUUWEOEOWEUT wOGuUT 1T wul
UPYI w%nUl OET wOOUUwWOI whT PET w( wWwEOUOEwWI EYI wUOEI
but which, given the circumstances, might just as well have been aforeign language
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The upshot of all this was that me and Kevin were left at a bit of a loose end.
-1 PUOT T UwoOil wlOUwWT EEwEGa wPhET EwbT T Ul wUT T WEOODOEA
OO0l wUDPOET w*1 YPOWEOI UOZUwUxT EQOWEWPOUEwWOI wwnUl
the concert anyway so it was no good asking. But, as luck would have it, | had
Il EEOzUwi EEWEwWT EOI wi OUUwWI EUOPTI UBW&E&OOE®I UUwOO
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 conclusionthat | was a business a-
UOEPEUI woOl w/ Pl UUI ZUWESEWUT E0w( whOUOEWUUT wUl
OUUOCawxOEEEUI EGw( wEOOZzZUwWwOOOPOW( wUUxxOUI wlOT E
the way that French hotel managers placate people, bringon the stuffed elephants!
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Mademoiselles flitoquettishly with passers by on the Champs Elysées, Paris.

13" JuLy: KEVINS PECULIARTALENT
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started to go down. ImusUWEEOPUwUT EVOw( zOwUUDPOOwWIi 11 OPOT wE
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lation. The thing is, we never would have been under the bridge in the first place if
I EEOz OwWEIT I Guoah ¢éhapunlte Idadgy iwig whose name was Helmut (the
chap, that is, not the wig).
But just a moment. | know what you are saying to yourself. You are saying, he
T EUOzUOwl YI OwdOl 60D O, Baurol il saitdany vid@dperhapsE But O U |
thenET EPOOwWPi wbOwi EEOZ UwET I OQwi OUwUT T wUpI 0O6DPOT |
UT 1T wi PUUUwxOEET OwbPOUOGEwW(yw OEw( wUOOEwWwadUwEO
have forgotten it already.
Helmut arrived on the scene just as Kevin and | were leaving the hotel follo w-
PDOT wUOT T wUOI OUUUOEUT whPOEDPEITI OUwPBUT wUOT Trwi O xT |
rive on the scene as leapt into it with arms waving and wig flapping in the breeze.
?280UwWEUI w$OT 6PUT n>wli il wEUDPI EOQOw? ( WEOQWEWEOEU
10T T 1T UwOI fipgsted: ( wap iB b nbad dor German doctors with or
without wigs of dubious origin. | had suddenly found myself in possession of a large
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UUOwOi wUuoOOl EOEawl OUI ZUwOOOI awEOEwWwOawi OUDUI
ways of spending it.

But Helmut was not to be so easily shaken off.

2-00wlOOO0?> wi T WEOGEUTIT Ul EQw?8OUWEUI ws O1 OPUIT
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reasoning. However, noticing that he was brandis hing a cheque book and, deciding
it would be impolite to tell him that | was Welsh rather than English, | 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 Jabbe
wocky

Once inside, Helmut plied us freely with brandy while he regaled us with
amusing anecdotes about varicose veins and the debilitating conditions to which
they are prone. | thought of the woman who lives in the flat above mine in London.
2T T zO0wUT 1 wOOOawxi UUOOwW(zYT wl YT UwOl OwpkT 6z UwI
sonal nature. It was not his own varicose veins that fascinated him but varicose veins
POwl 1 Ol UEOB w( DwlOUUOUwWOUUwWI T wbUwOOT woOil wlOT 1 wpkC
and he had come to Paris to deliver a speech at a big varicose vein conferene. | tried
UOwOOOOwi EUEPOEUTI EWEUUW( wUUUxT E0w( wEPEOz Uwi U
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-
EOl WEOEWUEPEOQwW?8OUWEODPUT 1 UBigghed EnglishOeedentti n, » w B O
spiced with a dash of French. | noticed that Helmut blenched at the sight of the man.
(UwbUwlOUUT wOT ECwT T wBrEaEcOuntdiute @v Bvellotlihting s wY DU D E ¢
that part of the bar but | was watching him closely and if | tell you he blenched, you
can take it from me that blench is what he did.

| am not entirely sure what happened next. All | know for certain is that
somewhere between Le Jabberwocksnd the bridge, we lost Helmut and the man
with the Chihuahua moustache while, in their place, | 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
OOUUUEET | 6w( wEEOz UwUEa wi OUWET UUEPOwWDIi wUT EU wE
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 cordialeMoreover, he was jabbering
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away in French which, given the circumstances, seemed uncalled for. As you proba-

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

UPDOI UOwWPUWEOOOUUwWUI 1 OUwUOWOEOT wUI OUT dw! U0wWRN!
out what the gendarme was saying on account of the loud ringing in my ears and the
UUEUUwUPPUODOT wET I OUT whawl al U w (T wadlz Yl wiyY
PPUI wEwWPDOI WEOUUOI OwaObUwbbOOWOOWEOUE UwWT EVYI w
"OPI YI UOQwbkT POI w( wE OUMGEH @id geusGiinOmpressiorthattiel wpb O
gendarme was not welcoming us to the beautiful town of Paris and hoping that we

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

?Monsieur, nous sommes des sujets de sa gracieagestd, la reine Elizabeth Deéb® w

Pl zUIl w! UPUPUT 62 w3T PUWEPEwWOOUWT EYT wUT 1T wET UDPU
that | saw the gendarme reaching for his gun when suddenly Kevin did that peculiar

Ul DOT wOT ECwi 1T wEOI UB w( wi EYT wOl OUDPOOI Ew*1 YDPOzUL
UEAawUT E0wUOUPOWUT EOwOOO0! OUOwW( wi EEOGzUwUT 60T T
would not be overstating matters to say that | was flabber gasted. And so was the

T1 OEEUOI Bw( Owi EE0wl 1 whEUwWUOwWI OEEEI UT EUVUUI EwOT

TEYI wOOwWI REUUT woOl 6w3iT 1 wxOOUWEOAaWUOUDOEUwWDPOWE U

Skt

Ah, the romance of Pris! Helie the scene from my hotel Windo. Note how themantic
Eiffel Towerperches romanticallgn the banks of the romantic Seine.
We certainly havendt got anything in BI
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18" JuLY: THEMYSTERIOUAPPEARANCE OFLAPJACKTHEDUCK

Kevin, of course, should never have been in Paris in the first place. But Janet, the
press officer (you remember-UT 1 z UwUT T wOOT whT Owdi i1 Ul EwdIl wl
to go with a photographer. To take pictures of whoever it was | was supposed to be
interviewing. 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), | told Janet
that he was a photographer. Well, how difficult can it be to take photos, anyway?
/1T O0x0l WEOWPUWEOOWUT T wUPOI dw(zYl wl YI OWEOOI whb
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-
xEOazUw%»UIl OET wUIl xUI Ul OUEUDPY]I wbOEOOUDEE-UEUI Oa
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
PEUwPT OUI WEOOETI UUwPI ZEwOPUUI EAwbPI] wi OUCEwWOUUL
arches of a French bridge while a nonetoo-friendly gendarme twitched his finger s
over the trigger of his gun.

37T 1T wil OEEUO]I wOOOOI EWEUwWUUWEOEWUEDES G W
Wi O00w( zOwdOOUwgUPUIl wUUUIT whbT E0wi T wWUEPEOWE
much to be desired. | 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:

?0scoo! Oscoa! it wailed.

?Mon Dieu! Sacré Bleu! Zut Alorg, exclaimed the gendarme.

3T T Owl 1l wUT OUUI EwUOO! UT POT wEUwWUUwPT PET w( w
EEEO? WEOEWOI | wil WUEOOWOEYDPOUUOGaAwWPDUT wdi I wl EC
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 | probably ought to explain that
2. 0Bbnw. BOQ®LA wwUl OET wi OUwW?' 1 Oxn2w*1 YPOwWDOI ¢
gendarme had scarpered, though of course | knew it already. But Kevin was obvi-
OUUOCawxUOUEwWOTl wi PUwOPUUOT WEPUwWOT wwUl OET wUOw
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, | 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
*1 OUPUT w3O6POOwW( wUT OUT T Unw( whEUOZzZ Uwl REEUOA wb(
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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-
OOPUI 00T yw T OwOOPwWUT EUZUwWUT T wi UOOawlT POT 6 w3l
to Flapjack The Duck. Do you know Flapjack The Duck? A cuddly yellow sort of
feathery thing with big blue eyes and an orange 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

s oA N o~ A

phrases. Has them rolling in the aisles apparently.

Well, anyway, as | was saying, had it not been for Flapjack The Duck, | should
probably at this very moment be languishing in a dank cell deep within the bowels
of a Parisian police station. Instead of which | am sitting here in my bijou apartme n-
Ul 00T wbOw+OOEOOzUwi EUT DOOEEOT w*i1 OUPUT w3 OPOGB u
8OUWUI T whT ECwl Exx] Ol EwPEUwWUT PU6 3 w
. T WEOOOOPOT wil EOnw( UwUT EVwUT T wUDPOT yw( zOwl
the Black Cap inten minutl U8 w( z OOwi EY] wOOwUUUT 6 w2 OpwEOaPEa
NEEOwUOOOUUOPG

20™ JuLy. BMMAG KNOTTYSITUATION

"EYIl waOUwl YI UwUI T Ow2xPU0w3T 1T w#Ol yweil 0O0nw wlE(
al UwOOnw OO0wi |l wEOI Uwb U wN Entdstaintmdnvallelin that, wE O E w U
Il ay

3T T OwUTT Ul zUwUOUT E0Qwl OUBw' 1 ZUWEOOUT T Uwd Ol wl
(woOl EOCOwPUZ UwOOUWEUWUT OUTT wUT T wEOCOOEDwWUT BPOT
xOl 6w( WEOOzUwOOOPwWPI wadUwUE muwr tBIY thaE e EEOD OT
61 O0Onw3iT 1 WEEOO7Z WEDPUE wb i O Uknovi-whatblimiedn ueveU w/ EUO:
OO0l wodbO6PUwI OUzZUWEI EOwPUwUI EOCOaAawNUUUOwWw1OEwW"' U
UOUI i1 EwbOUPET wlOT 1 wEEOOz wl OUwbUzEwl EYT wEI T Ou

Flapjack the Duck, ontl T wOUT I Uwl EQEwpbkPi I Ow( wUEaws O0uw
Ol EOwOOwWw1O0EwW UOOzUwOUIT T Uwi ECEOwWOI wEOUUUI OQwUH
Il OUUOWOOUWEUEOUAOGS WwHOEXNEEOWUT T w#UEOOWE Uw (1
OPT T UOwl EYT wUI 1 Owi b Gauedruial UPEGFRAUG O3y U0l udQuBul 1 U |
the greasy blond hair who sits behind a desk telling jokes and insulting the kids and
I YT UAwWUOwWOI Ul OwUT PUwiTEUITUawal 006bPwUT BOT w>

I
3
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GUEEONn w6 T E U wEMed | he BagsilotspfOW !l 1 UwUUOUI | way@&DwE U0 w
61 EUWE w@U E Bdde dayésistanasuydubnigion say.
Well, it was as | was saying before | got interrupted by my working week
which, amongst other things, involved a very peculiar interview with a chap from
BaD OEOOwbPT Oz UwUT I w Ub ObepeshayEMdd@Euul ULOADD >0l BB O OlwEEul
TEYIl wOOwUI OOwaOUWEEOUUwWUT EwUOOT woOUTT UwUDPOI
%OExNEEOwW3i I w# UEOOwW( ZEwxUOEEEOQawEI wOEOT UDPUIT
of sitting h ere in my bijou Kentish Town mews flat penning this memaoir.
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 | 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?
61 OOOwaOUwOEawUl EEOOwWUT EVw( wi EYI WEOOUEI Eu
shall now reveal it in all its awfulness. Sit down. Brace yourself. Here it is:

Kevin is Flapjack the Duck!

Quel horrot, you are no doubt thinking. This lissom and goodly featured youth
PT OOwxUl YPOUUOGawadbUwli EEWUEOI OwUOWET wEwYDPUDOI
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 UwUx wE wEUE Oy-UwWEEEO
DOl w? @PIUEE®n w6 T EVWEW@UEEOI Un»

| 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 ¢ orner, | must confess that | now take a different view.

l UOUwEOQOaAaPEAOwWUT EUZUWOOEWO!I PUBwW( wi EYT wi EVw
Ul Ol OET UwOawi UPI OEw$ OOEQw( wi BRxT EUYy w6 IpOOOwa b
x1 Ol EwPUwUT EQwUT 1T z wd &Overy stickyOstuatiorO 1D ali hdppened O wbd O
after a contortionist called Senor Slinkini approached her down at the Purple Pussy-

A N oA = =
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2F" JuLy: SATURDAYNIGHTWITHSTEVESTRANGE

STEUOwW2U0Ul YI w2UUEOT 1 wEOI UOzUwl EOI wUOUOEwW6E T OUIT u
3401l UOWEOEwWUT EUZUwWUEaADOT wudOI1 U1 bOT 8w

3TTUI ZUWEWOOUWOT wel OUT wx Ox w Gtevie Stchagey, b1 1 O wi
Bonnie Tyler, Shaking Stevens, Tom Jones, Mary Hopkin, Elvis/ Ul Ul OP6 w( z YI u
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.

| did this interview with Steve Str ange yesterday, see, forKicks magazine. So
POwlOUUOUwWOUUWUT EV0wWw( wEOWOOPwWOOT woOi wlOi 1T wi PUUUU
Just when you thought that double -breasted suits were all the trend, it turns out that
all that Kid Creole stuff is last ye E U z U wiibbbRst8i | E0z UwUT I wEO®P O wEU
ently.

Steve was doing a photo shoot when | interviewed him, all kitted out in ho b-
bit-style, which, as far as | can see is pretty much indistinguishable from a scarecrow
- except for the slap, that is, d which young Strange was wearing a goodly amount.
'TZUwWEWOEUUAUWUOOwWUT T wOEOI UxOwhi waOUwWEUOwWOI 81
PUwal OweOOUT I UWwEDPT w6l OUT wUPOT 1 UwUUEUOwWUT 60T
sequins for the pleasure of dressing up as a hobbit.

But | digress. | 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 | believe | 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. AIOWUT T WEEOYI wExx] OEET 1 UOwPUwUUUOI EwdUUOwWE
2xEOPUT w" 6O00UO6UUPOOPUUZB W

Emma tells me (and, given her breath of worldly experience, | 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.

l UUOWEUwWUOO! O01 wbpT Oz UWwOEOT w( wi OUTT OwOOET
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
$O0EzUwEOGai ubl OEn,
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Ah, but now you are asking yourself to which boyfriend | refer, Emma being
well-known for getting through boyfriends at a brisk rate of knots.

61 OOOwW( ZEWODPOl wOOwWUI OOwabUwEUUwhtEgpOOwi EY
for Kicks so, much to my chagrin @E w %UI OET w POUE OublGddys OB OT w
OF 1T EOI UUz A Ouw O avill BeEspebd cbisiérad Gdbbrs Rére in my luxury
Kentish Town hovel, listening to a crackly cassette of Steve Strange wombling on
about bloody hobbits.

30™ JuLy: KEVINDRENCHEON BABY OiL!

There are always at least two sides to every § OUa wWEOEOQuwbPIT I Ul w$ OOEZ U
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. | 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
x UEWEOPOw" OExT EOwP E a 6that far Bubifrq thewstieks th<elO ity wi 1 O
(zZEwli T EUEwWUT T Ul wuPEUWEWUEO]I OUwOPT T UwOOWEDOEOQWE
theatrical bent, | decided to go down and get and eyeful.
And what an eyeful | got! One of the talents on show belonged to none other
Ul EOws 20EOI OEOw) POz wpUOwUUI wli PUwxUOI T UUPOOE
OUT T UwUOT E O wtknd® Boifrietdw®dndéka Jimbo), of whom | have spoken in
previous entries in this journal. Well, now at last, | have seen exactly what she saw in
I POGwW2UI | PETl wOOwWUEawhbUwbUOz Uwi PUwbPPUUawxI UUC
However, Jim is but a sideline in the bizarre tale which | am about to relate.
You will recall, no doubt, the episode | mentioned a few days ago which began when
Emma was accosed 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 rerelate to you, she and this contortionist (whose name, she
informed me was Senor Slinkini - halEUwUT OUT T w( zEWET wUEOI OQwbOu
such an obviously made-up nom de stagg were tootling along the street when who
UT OUCEwWxOx wUx wOUUwOl wUOT T wUT EEOPUWEUUWS$ OOEZ U
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

-19-



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 membe-
Ul Dx wOl wlOi 1 wOOEEOwW6 OOI 6z Uw( OUUDPUUUI 6
Pahlis what | say... nay, not merely Pah!| think this calls for a full -throated
#EOOzZ wuwbUwWEOON
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, | should perhaps remind you, is the same Kevin who, having once mas-
Ul UEEl EWEUWEWEUUET T UzZUwWEOGCawi UOOw/ OEPUUOPOWI
UT EOQOwUOT T wYOPET woi mppey RlapjdcktNe@dudd. 550 What] yQulnay
quite legitimately be asking 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?

(ZEwOOYT wUOOwWUT O6wadudw! 1 OPT YI wOl Ouet wbOUOI
I DPOEWUET T EUOI whpbUT wE Glaxipapldo® E DD WA OwOEDHE R Olue i3
Ol we OBUPEWWUI OOUWUT 1 wOUUOawEDAEUbrierauftbtO U a wOi
OEO7ZUWEEOOI UET OUwI RxO0O0PUUwWPPUT wUOT 1T wYPEEUzUuw
POOI Oz UWEOOUT DOT AOwWwUOWUT T wi UOOOwWUOBI RxUUT EUI E
to wait until another day.

More soon...
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1 Wl hat oYU
know about babies?

1. If baby is bald, sheuld
you worry 7

If your peighbor's baby hos curls while
yours hos just fuzz, don't fret! Many ba-
bies doay't ‘grow much hair fill they're o
wear obd., In the meantime, use pure, genth
elrsen ‘s Baby Ol to ol pkeep baby 'sscalp
amasth, free from “cradbe cap.”’ Use absy
for dafly “‘amosthovers” after baby's bath,
at overy diaper change.

2. Does a new baby have
o *language”?

Yea—not wards, bot muosic! Every baby has
peveral special cries—listen carefuolly and you'll
learn to recognize the hunger cry, beredom
cry, pain ery | A erom, fretful wail often means
litile chafes and prickles are botliring baly
= help keep hi= skin smooth and free from
frritation with froquent sprinkles of soft, silky
Jeheson's Baby Fowder!

3., Should grandmothers hove
@ say in bringing up baby?
For advice on baby's health, your doctos ks
your best bot, But grardmas are gold mines of
work-and-worry-saving tipa! They'll approve
Johpson's Baby Products for baby's nursery
tray just as your doctor docs, Johneon's Baly -
Prodocta are made specially to agree with
baby akin— more mothers buy them, frust

The virtues of baby oll...
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T"AuGUST. DEBAUCHERY WITBDEXY®S

?,awl EUOPI U0wOI OO0UPT UWEUI woOi wuucC
OPOwWUUDOI 666~

(wl EEWEwWi T 1 OPOT w! EVUAZEWOOY] wUl ECwODPOI 6w
what he did when he read it. Positively guffaw | Enw 3 DOw PEUOZz Uw UOw i C
though. | have a feeling he thinks this kind of thing brings down the tone of the
magazine.

?(WPEUWEEOUUwWUT PUUIT 1 OwkPl 1 Ow( wi PUVUDWET T EOuW

OPOT WEEOUUuU

| should, perhaps, point out at this juncture that this is not melz OWUEOODOT u
EEOUUSwW( WEEQuwT 001l UUOawUVUEawUT E0w( wEOGOzUwUI EE
EUPOOwWOawoOPOwpOUWEDAOO! wi OUI zUwUUDOI A6 w, OUI
made themselves known at a somewhat earlier phase of my life...

?2 OO0wOi QEWUWWEEVUT Ewl 1 UUDPOT wyl UawbOUI Ul UUI

...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-

YDl PwbPBDUT w*1 YDPOwW1 Ob OE OE wd il wett lardl interUiewedthEnO DT T U w1
POwl PUwUI EOUE wE O GHexipdplartitlawtd abbubtisi childindo® tdemEowu

UPTI UBw( UzUWEwWUOUUWOI wsT T OUU0wPUDPUDPOT z@( wUUXx x
AP0 Ow( wpOOzUOwWI YI OQwl 1 UwE wOIithink thad KirdRavilandE E1 UU w E
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 | who

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

blasted new album...

(0wl Exx] Ol EwOOl wEEAWEUwW( wPhPEUwOabOl wbOwE"
UT1 wOEQawWwEEAUwWwOOwPT PET w( wPEUwWxUI Ul OEPOT wUOwI
T O0wOawUPUUI Uz UwE O6OP E U wtbychphs & @enage gir@.Fom ET Ew U1
then on | was determined to have sex.

?,awl PUUOWUI BRUEOwWI Bx1 UDI OETl whEUwPHBUT wUT 1
Ul 1l OWEQEwWOO! wEEawkPl wNUUUwPT QUWEEEOQwWUOwWI 1T Uwli €

I U0wa OUwWE OOz Uwb E O dnoud thau Lok & BisisEaDge wWelife Wol w
El EOOI wEwWI EPUEUI UUI UWEOGEWET UPT Ododruddd bz @ duui D@
have to wait a couple of weeks until the next issue of Flexipop!comes out. As usual,

DUz OOWE T wx E E OImBstudp ibaitt enibyEyBursbriyd.i | w

3POwpli I zUwOAIT w Bléxipop) hhsubbokeB th® &hUnie®iéwuwith

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

if 1 asked her for her views on the pressures which our patriarchal society exerts
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. | think | may try to steer a
course somewhere between those two extremes.

(WEEOzZUOwWlI 1 OxwbPOOET UPOT wbi wdOa wOHExpapE Ua wUE C

12" AUGUST. BEMMA HTSROCK BOoTTOM

(UzZUwWEI 1 Owil EUPEwWUT PUwxEUUWEOUx Ol wOi wkhi 1 OUB
met Martin Fry from ABC (in a cheap caff in Notting Hill Gate ¢ and | had to pay for

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

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

) EE@UI Uw! UUOI OwEITl EEUUIT wi 1T wEOl UOzU0woOmed wNOUU
pop!editor) said Jean Jacques would probably throw me out of the window and then

= =~ = N A~ s ..

he laughedand adE 1l EQwW? 8 6 8 ECE wW( Z Ewl BDYIT wi POWEwWI T OxbOT
51 UawEUawUl OUT woOil wi UOOUUOwWUT EVw! EUUAB w' |
Ul EOOAOQWEUVUwWI T zEWEOUT T Uwl YYwUI EWEEUOEUDPOOUWI |
of The Stranglers lying on the floor covered in | OOPT UUwi OUwUOOI wul EU
EUOI EwUT T wi O6UPUUwWPI wil wedOUOEwWU]I OVwWEwWwi 1 PwEU
PUIT T EOWEUUWUT T whEUwWT EYDOT wOOOT woOil whUd w2371 1
i OOPI UwUT EUZUWEOUTT UO0? wUT 1 wluEDEDuwW? @G @ husE20ui)(z @uud
Barry negotiated a 20 per cent discount and she chucked in a free cactus.
Anyway , back to the big news (which | 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
UBUwps Uil 1T wEOCE4ADOT WEOUUOOwWDPOxT UUOOEUOUZ AwbkT ¢

N A A e N

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

The gist of his act, as far as | can gather, is that his talented buttocks do m-
pressions of famous people. He exposes his bum to the awestruck 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 celebri-
ties past and present. Sir Winston Churchill is one of his specialities + he does the
s 3 Twadtheir | DOT UU wi O tbmpgleteWithi cigaE! He also mimes to the hits of
the late and great Elvis Presleyt Love Me Tender, Jail House Raoid (the climax of
his show) All Shook Up
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i S
El vis Arisds astoundingly Ilifelike impers

Emma really does have some very strange tastes in men. Norm is the only
EOCai UPI OEwUT T zUwl EEwWPT OwPOUOEWOI UT T wbOUOWE w
UOwOI UT T EEOI wUOT EVOWOOET woOl UTT EOQwWwadUzEwWOI YI UL
reckon Elvis Aris is just one of her passing infatuations. | 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...

T Ow(zYI wNUOUOwUT @guobi Ve 0wl WilOwEEUT wp
TUOwl BRxOO0OPUUOWI EYT w(yw' T zUwODPRDPOT wbOwkPbUT wE
Ol EOOWEOOz Uwi 1 UwolOl whpUOOT Ow( zOwOOUWEwWxUUET wE
enough, but the snake is taking it all one step too far! More on that later...
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Hereds a photo vshowing Elvis Arisés i mpr es
me not to accept any cigars from Elvis (asyoak now wher e t heydve

S i
b e

" SEPTEMBERBLONDESHAVEMOREFUN

| been thinking of T OPOT WEOOOETI 6 w61 EVUwWEzaOUwUI EOOOY w( w
PUOCZAWuDOuz UwUT EVWH#EYPEWYEOw#Eawi UOOw#OOO0EU
Duran and the two blokes from Bucks Fizz. Not to mention Kim Wilde, Debbie
Harry and Dolly Parton!

- 0P Ow(OwerED wa OUwUOwWwUT POOW( z OWOEODI WEUOXx x P
viewed last week, as a matter of fact! Which is what got me to thinking about going
EOOOET wPOwUT | wi PUUUOwWwxOEET dw- OOwdOOOw( wEOOZz Uw
viewed her but that opport unity has not yet arisen. It was other one who | inter-
viewed, the chap | 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 hous in a little cobbled street
POwWOO!T woOil wlOiT 1T wOOUI wi EUI POOEEOI wUOUOWEUI EUwO
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
OUUUWETI EVUWEOCEwWPDPOEWI OUUI UwbOUOE wdéughuitdsU ET w# E |
quite possible that a few banana daiquiris and packet of pork scratching might

loosen my tongue...

David van Day posing at his blondest...

But | digress.

The burning question is: ash or platinum?

(wli EYT wOOWUEAawWwUUEEBRUROQEQE®DwHO® wEiwl Ul wOE !
s2POYI UwUT POOI Uz wEOEws UEUPEwWOOOOzZ wl @OEwWOOwW
cerned, if you are going blonde there are only two shades worth the time of day: ash
(a laKim Wilde) or platinum ( a laDolly). David van Day veers more towards the ash
] OEwOl wUT T wUx] ECUUOOwW( zEwUEaAadw OOUT T UwxOUUD
T EPUwPT | Ow( wOl Owi POdw( weOPEAUwWUT POOWS-EUT zwbh
OUOzOwUI EOOadw

Oh, what the heck! Platinumit PUnw! aw) OYI nw( i whbUz Uwil OOEw
T OOEwl OOUT T wi OUwWOT dw( WwEOOZ UwOI EOwNUUUwUUUT EC
DPOOwEOapPEadw(UzUwWEwWODT T UOEUI wi EYDPOT wUIT 1 OwEO
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.

, EUPOaOwUl EOOOUW( wUT OUOEwWT I Owobaul I wuobol
EOOzUwOOOP A U iUwExd UxuOd iz Uwl EPUWUT EDwadlwlbI u
POUOCEwW( whPEOQUWOUT 1 Uwxl OxOl zUwWwOOEwWI EPUWEEOT ODC

| suppose | could do the Limahl thing. Black on the sides, blonde on top. The
Old English Sheepdog-look, | call it. Makes me think of non-drip paint whenever |
set eyes on him.Oh, and speaking of paint, did you ever clap your eyes on those
Spandau chaps in that video ¢ 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.

61 PET wUl OPOEU WOl Ow( wPEUWEEOQUUwWUOwWUT OOwaodl
Pl wUOl 1 uEEEAWOPOWEOEWUT | wUOEOI whEUOz hnwEEEWI
healthy interest in ostrich feathers.

T OwadUz Okl EIYW QUDw, a wxT OO0 zUwUDOT DOT 8 w( 7
on all that later...

Ever wondered what David van Day |l ooks 1I|i ke
Here is a snap which | secretly took of him in angifiard moments he mixes me a cke
tal@ctual | vy, |l think hedédd had one 9r two co

But the reallybizarre thing is, his hair is no longer blonthore a sort of dirty beige

-27-



13" SEPTEMBERSHOCK SCANDAL AND GLOVEPUPPET$

Funny bloke, that Pete Burns. You know, that chap from Dead Or Alive. | did a
phone interview with him yesterday. For Jackiemagazine. They wanted something
sOPT 1T OWwEOGEwWi UOUT azOwUT | awUEPESwW! UVUwWE@OwWT 1T wO|
ers, wearing fishnet stockings and high-heeled shoes.
Him, that is - wearing the fishnets and high heels, | mean - not the builders.
The builders, as far as | 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
PEUOzZUwbkI EUDPOT wi PUT O UUwI PUT T UWEUwWEUUDOUUO
them. He is, | 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 hands
down.

Or should that be legs up?
But | digress...

To say that to say that this past week has been traumatic would be an unde-
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
UOxUI EPEUEEOI wel T EYPOUUWOI WEWET UUEDOwW*1 YDPOWE
boy from Plaistow for whom once | took him, is, au contraire none other than the
hand behind the duck - the duck being Flapjack, the lovable glove-puppet of chil-
EUI OzUw35wi EOIl wWEOEwW*1 YPOZUWEI POT wUOIT T wi EOQEwWE
@UT T wxEUUOOZzZ UwOOUTI OWEUwabUlwbpT T UwUEaAwbUwUI U
Kevin has fallen in with a bad lot of late. It all began after he met my friend
$O0EzUwWEOail UPI CEwpOOl woOi wOEOaOw( wOUUUWEDPUE x
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. | 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 | am not at
liberty t o say. | have vowed that not a word on the subject of baby olil, athletic sup-
x OUUT UUwOUWOUUUDPET wil EUIT UWEOEUwWPDOOwx EUUWO
tivities are my closely guarded secret.
The trouble being that not everyone is as tight-lipp ed as | am. Word, it seems,
has got out. Along, worse still, with photographs of a smudgy and unflattering n a-
UUUTl wpPUT wUOT T wEwWws EIl OUOUI EZWEEOOI Uwli OEOE&A OO
pound notes. | speak, dear reader, of the tabloid press. For that isthe 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! | mean, this, after all, is
UTT wOEQwPT OUI wi ECEwT EVUWET I Ow UUdhdk, theEmard x w U1 1
whose mouth has uttered that well -known and much-OOYI EwWEEUET x{ UEUI O
GUEEOnw6 I E U w End L E &o® the) sameuman 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 Cor-
bett had been discovered having an unnatural relationship with Sooty!

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

My only hop e is that the scandal does not rebound upon yours truly. If the
readers of Jackiemagazine were ever to discover that this cub reporter had been on
DOUPOEUI wUI UOUwPHUT wUOT 1T wOEOwWwPT OWEUET T 1 Ew%OE
mud, my career, | fear, would be at an end.

Which, indeed, it also would be if | were to send in the uncensored version of
my Pete Burns interview. On the whole, you see, Jackigorefers 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, | had the presence of mind to guide topic of discussion around to school
dinners. With a little creative editing, | think | might be able to turn out a rea sonably
xEUUEEOI wEEEOUOUWOI w/ 1 Ul zUwi DPOEwWOI OOBPI Uwoi
tard. Dull, | know, but safe...

2B TSEPTEMBERSMALLBUT PERFECTLY¥ORMED

Busy week. Interviews with Haircut 100 (nice boys -Ul OOwODPI UwoODP Ol wUT 1 az

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

UUPOT wil EUPOaAaw EYEPOEEOI wi OUUIT OOEw xUOEUEUUK
through a pink suit phase -1 PUT 1T UwUT T awil EY]I Oz UOwal OwlOUPI Ew

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

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

veaux whose music, | 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-11 d w3 T PUwPUwWwUOwWUOEOOwa Odiywb OUOE ¢
fits in my jacket pocket. No, honest, it does. Only just fits, | would have to admit, and
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PUzUwUOUUI wbUOwWEOI UwUUOUI UET wUT 1T wUl EOVUWE WEDPUOWE
was about the size of a box of Kleenex and | had to carry it on a stap 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 | 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 msic, but

when it comestosmalO w07 1 Ul z UwOOwWET EUPOT wOi 1 08

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

Anyway, | went down a shop on Tottenham Court Road to buy it. By a stroke
of bad luck, who should | meet on the way inbut W1 OUT w6 DO0O0adw- ObPOw( wl
(zYl wOl OUPOOI Ewl POwWET | OUT wUOw( z EhanEde gugrreU wi R x
suggests, of Welsh origin.

There are, as | have often had occasion to point out, many fine and noble t&-
ents from the Land Of Song, such as Bonnie Tyler, Shirley Bassey, Tom Jones,
2T EOPOz w201 YI OUWEOEwWUT EVUWEOOOT whlT OwuUupoOl Uws -
UOI 01 Oz UwUUDOEOU wD O sk WildyEd nbtarBodgotied nwnkéit) By6 |
PT PET w( wEOOz Uwdl EQwUT E U witheyzate wd hdl helisyYratigéa WE D U w
notably lacking in the fine and noble talents with which those aforementioned lum i-
naries are so plentifully graced.
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| 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 charac-
terised by the finer qualities of which | speak. You only have to take one look at
Welsh Willy to see what | mean. He has one pierced ear from which dangles a
golden ring. | think that say s it all. He comes from Abergavenny, | 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
restofusabad E O1 6 w. OET wi I wi 1l OUwWNEEEI UPOT OwUT 1 Ul z U
xEUUAwOUwWUOOI UT POT wil zUwOI Il wUOOWEOEWEDPE wW( wbE
an invitation if only he was to have a word in the right ear. | told him | had better
thingstodothanto T OwUOws UPEOOaz wxEUUDP]I Uwpl PUwbPOUE OwC(
should swan into the shop just at that moment but Bruno Brookes, the Radio One DJ
with whom | am the very closest of chums, having once interviewed him in Batte r-

Ul Ew# O1 z U wacketdagariheQ® story for which the world is not yet pr e-
pared).

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

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

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

lal UwUT EQwi i zEwWOI YI UwUI 1 OwEOCa Ul POT woOPOI whbUw

OEawEl OwbT 1 OwPUWEOOT UwUOwWOUUPES wW! UUwbhT 1 OwbUu
(WEOOZzUwUT POOWD Uwb E U w Gpebt. i Bring, you 5eB, &1 wU O w U

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

El OOawEI EEOI waUDPUIl wi uOUUadw? ( wUl POOwW( ZEwxUI |
22U0UP0waduull Of wo2 w( wUT OUT T UOW?R 20D P 2w( WEE
Funny that, now | come to think about it. How all the Radio One DJs are so

UOEOOOwW( woOl EO6wWw3TT Ul zUw/ 1 U0l Uw/ OpP1 O00OwW! UUOOW

giants.

(wbhPbOOET UwbT EUwWwUBET UPT EUw! UUGEanis maOIUUUY w w
have a theay that all the Radio One DJs wear Y-Fronts. Apart from Tony Blackburn,

N A s =

my drift...
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25™ SEPTEMBERSIMON LE BONGs LIPS

And speaking of LIOET QwmPb T PET Owb i ngat@htigny llwaskbirg Onlyx E & B
Ul El OUGaAOw( WEEOz Uwi 1 OxwpbOOET UPOT whi wUT T wx O
have been surgically enhanced.
Mind you, | always used to be suspicious of the Duran chaps too. But | 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
UOUT T EGyxUuDBBu( Owi EEVOwWDOwUxDUT wOi whpT ECwadlwC
#UUEOwWDPOwxT OUOT UExT UOwUT 1 PUWODxUwWEUI wOOUWE Uu
that produces that effect. No, really, notaword of alie -PUz UWEOWEOE&a D OT wUDI
There they are one moment - Le Bon, Rhodes and the various Taylors - all
OOUOT POT WEUOUOGEwWPPUT wOPxUwUT E0wadUzEWxEUUWD (
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 cheekssucked-in and lips -thrust -out pucker is a
UPT T OwUOWET wUIT T Ow( wEOOZUwOOOPwWPI waOUwWPEUET
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, itis EWEE Ol UEG w OEwUIl I PUwWODx UwWwEUI Oz
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.

Wh i
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But | digress. It was of the luscious Limahl that | had intended to talk. He of
the two -tone hairdo. As | was saying only a while ago, | have been thinki ng of going
a bit on the blonder side myself. Well, now | have. Not the full Dulux Dog, | have to
UEadw! UUWEwWl OOEWETI EOQwOOUIT wUT EOWRUUUOWE Wi T pwULC
with a blonde dangly piece flopping down in the front.

And speaking of blonde pieces... did you see that photo in the paper this
OOUOPOT ownUI EEPI w%PUET T Unwel OOOwPUwPEUOZzZ UwU
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
day, | think. Well, according to the paper, there was some party over the weekend
and she was caught assisting him with more than his quizzes!

| have to say | find that very difficult to believe. | mean, talk about camp! Stick
UEOOPT W% PUET |l UwDPDOwEwWI Pl OEWEOEwadUzEwWT EYIl wE
under five minutes: gingling their goolies or whatever it is that the 8 WE O6 w31 EUz Uwl
camp Frankie Fischer is.

s$aOw( whOOETI UwPi wUOT EVUwWPEUWUT T wxEUUawli EVu
UOy w3T EUZEwWlI EY] WET | OWEWOEUT I nw6PUT w( zaE wl OO
vourite TV personality. Not by a long way. Now, if PUz Ewil EYI wEI | Ow+EUU
T DYPOT wEwWxEUUaAOwW( wOPT T Owl EYT wl OOis®awsdnw! UUEI
(ZEwl EYI wEDPOWwaGwUl DUBw. Uwl1 OO0l w' EUUPUB w! UU w
know. Somehow | have a feeling one of his parties would be all Mantovani and vol
au vents..

6™ OCTOBER GOGGLEEYED ANDSLAVERING

$REPUDOT wOl PUnw( wi EYI wETI EOOT w2YI OT EOPwWUOwWS OC
For the benefit of those who you whose bent may not be of the literary sort, |

should probably explain that when | say Trilby it is not to the headgear favoured by
middle -aged gentlemen from East Grinstead that | 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 menbn
Mad Bill Evans The Blood-crazed Butcher of Tonypandy and his protégé, Jack
s2pPDYI Ol BxUz w31 OOEUOWUT 1 wEUOOODOT wUUUT PEEOwWU
Yes, the Triloy to which | refer is a dark -eyed, blushing waif who fell under
the magnetic and evil influence of Svengali - a story with which | 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
UT T wEOUPI Uz Uwiydmmé DianyloOauNbbody 3Be@vOiEor the collected
works of The Venerable Bede. Who the bloody hell wasThe Venerable Bede anyway
and what did he do to be so bloody venerable? Does anyone apart from Bamber
GEUEODT Ol wi BUT T Uw OO0 P w &UukEok.U Wealund, ok $égobdw P T E U w
UT OQUTTUOUOW( wEOGOZOUwWUT POOW( whPOUOGEWODPOTI wUOwWOOO
toss about The Venerable Bede.

Anyway, the thing is that Emma has got emotionally entangled with an A & R
man-s wo wlz wENl @08 wWAULBUVOQWOwWOT YT UwOPOEwPkPT EUwbUZ
EWUEOI OUWUEOQUUWESEWUOOI T OPwOUwWOUT T Uwi il zUWUE
ITUwuxEUUPEUOEUWUEOI OUUWEUUDUEEUI Ewl PUWEOUI OO0
I OUWUUUIT 6 ul(1uediEED O u uzBi Qi DOT OwUUUEOOQawkT 1T QwuUi
which, to be honest (if a shade ungallant), is most of the time. If | said she has a voice

She has, however, got a passable figure. Wless you try to pass her in a na-
row corridor in which case, the opposite would be true. What | am trying to say in
my roundabout way is: knockersl have to be honest, | am not a knocker man. | mean,
| know a fine pair when | see them and the finestthrel wx EPUUw( z YT wUI 1T QwUC
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.

b
)
"

Honor Blackman

Oh, incidentally, 1 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 semiEl UEET | EWEOEwWUI T UOEUWEOQUI Uwodi we 601 ¢
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
OOwUT EVWUUENT EUO w( wOl ECOwWPi w$s OOEwWPUWUOWET EO(
Ul BwUAaOEOOwWO! wil UwEEaAaOwUT PUwl 1 Gbhd Bnd Bién®z Uw?2 U4
Dors all roll ed into one, | 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 | 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
POUEUWEOEwWI POEwWlI |l UWEWEEEODOT wl UOUxdw( wi EYI Oz
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. | said people might
Ul POOw! Oawe&l OUT I wPUWEWEPUwWI EAwWEUOwWUT EVWEOI U
load. But anyway, | 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.

Andontop ofallthat, lalUQwl EYT wOOwUTl POOwWOT wEwWKEOI wi O
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, | OP Ol wUT EU8d w( Uz Uwl OUWE
and The Raspberry Nipples.

(wUl OOwaOUwpkpT EVOwWUT 1-ibg tratimeetérkeleyeld Ow 0T DU w2 Y i
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10" OcTOBER BiG BAZOOMERS

Have you ever seen Boy George without his makeup? It came as a shock to me, | can
tell you. He looks like a pickled onion in dreadlocks.

“

Boy George 'Before and After'now you know why he wears makep!

However, it is not Boy George of whom | wish to speak but of Kevin. | 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-

EPEI EwUT EOwUT T woOPi 1T wOi wWEWEUUET 1 Uz UwEOGa wbOuw/ ¢

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

001 zUwi EY OUUbpuppat Bt Re&ingIREADOY U OOz Uwi OUAOW %OE x N

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

EOQUUT T UOw( wUT EOQOwWUI i TUwUOWEUwsI ROUPEWEEOGEDOI
-OpOwi I EYIl wa & uwéendiLit my view, if you happen to be the

OPOTl UwoOil wiOT T wi ESCEwWUT E0wPUWUUUEQwWUx wUOT T wUI EU

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

UT OYT EwUOOI PT 1 Ul wb T watt it wrapfitgudulishOaadchipsiif

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 activ-

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

UT 1T wUPpOOAawWEOAaWEDPEOZ UwNUUUOwWT OwbOUOwi PEPOT OwoOl

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-
vourite) who was snapped in a compromising position with his plumptious sid e-
kick, the lovely Shirl.

3T T wOl ROwWUT BOT wa OUwO OO b Qrutte ineivBpdmers whidleD OU a w Y |
WUEOODPT w»PUET T Uz 0wlUU0OUAWPDUWEOOWOYT UwUT 1T OB w? ¢
ITEEODPOI Ow?2( Ow w6l BUOw %WidUhef@d yl Khgw ity WHata Uw E OO
started out as a minor scandal has turned into a heartwarming roma ntic tale which,
alas, stretches credulity to breaking point. | 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 inalateOPT T Ow35wUT OPWEEOOI Ews! PT w! EAOODI UUn
no-holds barUl Ews EEUOUZz wYTl UUPOOwWOI wUOT T w2EUUUEEaAawWOO
Flapjack has hitherto featured.

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

Well, | am at this very moment seeking the Raspberry - Dx x O1 Ud w( z YT wx U
adverts for talented and good-looking singers in the musical press and | am now sit-
ting here awaiting applications which (I have no doubt) will soon start rolling in. |
shall have to conduct the auditions myself, of course. Not sure how to do that ex-
actly. Just play it by ear, | suppose. | said to Emma, maybe | should buy myself a
EEUUDPOT wEOUET bw( whbOOzUwUI OOwadbUwbkrli ECwUT T wU
PT 1T U0 T UwPUwWPOUOGEWET wxT aUPEEOOawxOUUWE,Ol wi YI
such as the demands of being a topflight impresario. Stardom here we come...

13" OcTOBER A PROSPECTIVINIPPLE

So anyway, there | was waxing my hair when who should come knocking on the
door but Kevin. That boy does give me the gip sometimes! | UT OO wl POOw? 8 OUWEE
POwi OUwi YT wOPOUUT UWEOGE W EYT WEWEUx wOl wUI EwEU
"1 wWUEaUdo? wxidd@®oUwi DOUI Of wEOPOwT DOUI Oi wkE
himself a stiff Glenfiddich, pops on a Gina X Performance record and saysO w ®&{ w E
EPEIl Ew( wPEOUWUOWET wbOwUT T wi UOUx 62 w
2. T wal UO0? w( WUEAOQWUEODPOT wedbOOUT 1 Uwi BOT T UIT UC
PT PET w( zOwlOUaAaDOT wlOOWI T OwbOUOWEwWUxDOl woObOI wl
TUOUxwOPT T OwUOT EVWET y 2
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words involved in that name and, as | am not sure he has the mental capacties to
understand even if | explained, | decided against attempting to illuminate him.
? OEwbPlT EQwPDUwWOOUI O2 w( wUl OOwi pOOwW?31 1 azuUl
281 ET Owal ET O2wi 1l wUEaUOw? ( woO OBl @ v iIulauEw
By now he has put me off my stroke with the waxing so | 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.
2+1 OwoOl wlUa wbhb®uw OF Ok w wW WwOwl DOOwW? 31T 1 wi U
Not a single solitary male involved. You, on the other hand, are of the masculine
T1OEIl UBwOS$S#d
From the way his mouth is hanging open with no words issuing therefrom, |
deduce that the light of understanding has yet to burst upon his few and widely -
UEEUOUI Ul EWEUEDOEI OOUS w2 Ghayare GiisO? wPW wBHOxO®B Ul
you. Are noto ?
A smile spreads slowly across his otherwise vacant face. Finally, with a pause
sufficient only to refil T PUwT OEUUOwWIT | wUEaAaUOw?81 ET Owadluw
UT OUT T U8w3T 1T awEUI wl PUOUBwW OEwWw(zOwOOUBw&&UI EUVu
| often wonder how on earth | ever got involved with an idiot like Kevin.
Then | remember that fateful night in Camden Town when | 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, | shall if | am capable of so doing. Which, if | am

of Fate!

Anyway, by this time | 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 soonto-be-aired late night
EEUOUwl UOOUUWUT OPOws! PT w! EAOGOOI UUnz
But it seems | 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
Il ECEWUxwWEWEUEOzZUwWEUUT wi OPOT w?0UEEORWOUEEONRU
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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ETT EwOOwxUUT w*T YPOWOUUWOIT wlUT 1T wEUitob bire®rUT wWE wY E
UT T wlEUxEl UVUaw- BDxx0l UwOOO0awbhi whl wedOzddwl I Uwli
EUPEUI EwWUUEUTI Owi T wUI 1 Ol Ew0Owi POEwWUT EVUEUDUI
tion him for the job of toilet cleaner, let alone for a Raspberry N ipple.

(zOwUUPOOWOOUwWUI EOCawWwUUUT wEEOUUwWwOawi EPUO
ITTTTEOWUOUUT EwOU0wWwOOOwWPDPUT WEwWx OPOUAaWEDPUwx OE L
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 | am striving for...

wink about The Raspberry Nipples. He might be interested in featuring them at the
/| EOEET woOOl woOPT T UOw( wUl ECOOB w, POEwWwadUQumu( wUUx »
UPEwUT T AwEOBwW3OWET wi 001 UOOwWUT EUZUWEwWxUOEOI C
group will need some songs, | suppose. Well, | could probably knock out a few, |
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reckon. How hard can it be? | see that Neil Tennant who writes for Smash Hits is try-
POT wUOOwWxUO0wUOTT UT T UWEWEEOES w+OEEwWOl wUUEEDUI
anyway, il wi 1 WEEOWEOwPUOwW( Z OwEEOOZzZ wUUUIT w( wgEON

15HOCTOBER MY QUESTFOR RASPBERRWNIPPLES

Auditions start today!

A N o~ N AN

of wholesale business north of Camden - washing machines, microwave ovens, hun-
dredweight sacks of dried mango; you name it, Bert can get it.
3T 1T Ul whPEUWEwWT UTT wUOOOwWOI wUUEET Uawindl awlU(
dustrial-U0OUT O1 UT wWEUEwI OEUUPEO?> w! 1 UUwWUEaAUBwW' T wuUI |
PUZ UwUBGUWHWUEREOwW?61T Oz 0wl OPOT wstength Bra elss-1 QOwoObD O
UPEy~2w | WUEPEOwW?8OUWOI YI Uwi |l EUEWOI wOUEOxOODC
(zOwOOUwUUUI wEEOUUwW! 1 UUZUWUEOPUaAOwWUOwWUI OC¢
| first got to know Bert while doing a photo -story with Tight Fit an d bull-
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 1 told him about the auditions for
the Raspberry Nipples, he was immediately enthused.

Anyway, | set up a table in one corner of the lockup, all nice and private, just
behind a rack of Australian sheep and kangaroo dip (? * POOUwUE B e3P Ul OwE
EUw( wUUxxOUl w( wOUUUOwWOOPWEEOOWI 1 UAWPEUWUUxXx x0O
up, which, | 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 diffe-
ence to being on time.

We had six auditions to get through - the first was booked for 10.30, the last
f OUWKwOzEOOEOB wW3T 1 whydt YwOO!I wEUUDPYI EwEUwhHhbt
Geoffrey down the pu b for lunch (he had two pints of Best and a Beef Stroganoff for
PT PET w( wxEPEWEUwWI T zEwl OUT OUUI OwUOWEUDLOT wUT |
scooted off for an urgent appointment with Mick Jagger (so he claims). When | 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.

2/ 1 Ui 1 EUOWEEUODPOT Owxl1 Uil EUnw- OPOwDi wadUluwl
OOUI &teederand other, even less savoury, words of encouragement were being
UxUOUI Ul Ewi UOOWET UPT 1T Ow! 1 UUzUwpkbi UOAWEUOOODOIT
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standoutin@®&E UOKBGw? 61T EUwWUT T wi T OO0z Uwl 60T wOOwI 1 Ul wU

237 T awlU0UOl EwUxwbkbl POl waOUwPEUWEPEaAO? wUEaAU

261 zUl wUUxxOUI EwUOWET wEUEPUDPOODOT wi OUWE w
100EQOw. UT ad-~

2311 Ul wi PUOUO? udbi O e EuWrOBDOR0 TWORDW T DPUWET B
PUWUEOI U w8 OUwWOEUOwWOa whbOUEUB »

| had a quick peep at them through a crack in the serried ranks of jockstraps.
3T T wi PUOUwPT Ul wUUDOOWEUwWPUwOOwWUT T wET EDUT woO(
up auditioni ng and had started enjoying themselves.

2371 azVUl wOOOwWwadUuOT O2 w( WUEDES

2800z Ul wOl YT UwUOOwaoduol O» wUEPEwW! 1 U0Ow?30u

? OEwUT | wEOOOET woOOl zUwUOOwWI EUVB 2

261-BODOUO> w!' 1 UOwWPOUDPUUI EB

2! UUWEEOQwWUT 1 awUpOT y2 w( WUEDES

2 (wol YI Uwld @Uu U BauDud wi EWO 6

OabPEaOwUT 1 wUxUT OUwPUwUT E0wUOT T awEOUOEDOZz U

UT 1T wOPOwWOT wOT 1T O6w2O0w( wUIl OUwUT T OwEpPEaOwUIl OOD
which is, however, extremely unlikely bearing in mind the fact that | forgot t o ask
for their phone numbers.

3T 1T wt wWOZEOOEQWExxOPOUOI OUWEPEOz UwpUUOwWUx
x OPOUOI OU6 w

2T 1T wOUUOT EwUx wEEOT wOOwWUT 1 wEOUWEOEWWE OT ws 6
PEEZ WEOEwWUT T woUT 1 OQw. | w- BT T Uz Gesbdipoiessithd Ow3 T 1 u
PPUT WEwWPOOETI Ul UOwYOPET dw( Owi EEVCOWUT T whOUOE wi
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
-DxxOl UB w3 OwET wi 601 U0OwWUT T wi PYT wsT PUGUZz w( z YI
ful.
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Is she a potential Raspberry Nipple? The way things have been going so far, quite possibly...

| returned home depressed to find a message onmy answer machine. It was
$ O0OEwWUEaPOT wUiI T wEOUOEOZzZ UWOEOTI whPbUwUOwWUT T wEUET
T UwPEAwOl wUEaADOT wsT EOT OYI Uz A6

| am starting to wonder if entrepreneurialship is the life for me after all.
, EAETl w( ZEWET wl E x xidkes forwddkieUNyuGoyah® BluR Qdansiiill ©i-
OEOOCAawWOPEOWUT | WEUEOI UBw( wuNRUUUWEOGOzZUwOOOP W O
about their first kiss or whether they used to have lumpy custard at school. Is this an
entrée into serious journalism, | ask myself? Would Bernard Levin ask Harold Pinter
for his thoughts on the lumpy custard of his younger days? Who knows - maybe the
Jackigournalist of today is the Marcel Proust of tomorrow...?

| can but hope.
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How French literature might have been so different if Proust had writtenJ&mkie

26™ OCcTOBER REGGIEBURGER ANDIHECRUSTYBUNS

%UOUDOUUWEOI UOzUwI YI OWETI 1 POwWUOWET UEUPE] wUIT 1 w
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!
2%PUT WECEWET BxUn?2 w( wal 001 EQw? %DUT wEOE WE OC
YI UOwPbUwUT OUOE WET n,?
| was sitting in the lockup at the time, having had one fi Ithy 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, | was in no bloody mood for polite bloody banter, | can tell
you.
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Fish and chips.

The day started bad enough when Zanya and the gorilla turned up at half
x EUOwI O1 YI Qw271 zEwUI | OwOAawEEYI UUwDhOusUT T w, I
terday to make an appointment.
P(wiT1T Ow( wi EYT wEOOWUT T wUEOI OUUwi OUwpkT PET u
2(z0wl OEEwWwUOwWT I EUwD U Qau havaud dUsUd a sedd Dx OU U |
UT UOUT T wE (sEoebspbé&dayuud | OvuisUa wOOET wbOwEwWPT BDOI 62 w
She paused. | got the impression that a thought was struggling into life. Then
UT 1T wUEPEOwW?81 ET Ow( WEEOWEOwWUT EUBw, EAE]l wOOUwU
UOwUI T 1 EUUI 666~
However, when she turned up for the interview, | knew right away that she
was not my idea of a Raspberry Nipple. The girls | 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 la&-
ing. How can | put this gallantly? She looked like a trollop. (OK, so maybe there are
ing in doorways in certain parts of Soho (which, | should hastily add, | do not myself
frequent). She must have been thirty-five if she was a day and she had thghs that
went up to her waist. Of this | 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, | might have been prepared to overlook her
age and her gynaemlogical mode of dress. What | could not overlook was her
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