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Note to
lawyers, and litigious types: this is all satire/parody/not
actually real. I’m sure that Steve Jobs, Saddam Hussein, and
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Online dating
profile of a World of Warcraft player

Hi, my name is
Geoff, and I’m rather fond of my name, as it’s unique. There aren’t
many people out there with the same name as me, and that makes me
feel special, and mentally empowered. I haven’t ever met a girl
called ‘Geoff’, so that’s already fifty percent of the world’s
population that can be ruled out. If my name was Pascal, I would
probably commit suicide.

Back when I was
younger, I was in the garden making sandcastles out of mud, when I
saw a frog hop past. I had never been so close to a frog before, so
I ran away, just in case it tried to trick me into licking it. The
next day the frog was gone, and the rain had washed away my
sandcastles. This all happened back in the days when my next door
neighbour still had a cat.


Hobbies

My favourite
hobby is collecting things. My best collection was an assortment of
rocks from my back garden, when I was able to find good ones almost
every time I went out there. I was even lucky enough to find a
really nice stick as well. I once used a rock to break open a
wasp’s nest, and they came and stung me, so I stopped collecting
rocks after that. At the moment, I’m collecting bird feathers, and
I don’t like people who collect stamps.


Personal Space

In my room, I
have a picture of a unicorn that I drew when it was raining one
time.  I was actually trying to draw a horse, but I did the
ears wrong, so had to change it a bit.  Nowadays when it
rains, I sit on my favourite stool, and look out the window. 
I only have the one stool, and one of the legs are a bit
wobbly.


Looking For

My ideal
girlfriend would be someone who likes to do fun stuff.  If she
had a VHS tape player, we could watch the New Kids on the Block
video that I found outside a charity shop once.  On Thursdays,
we could try to make friends with the barking dog at the end of my
road. I think the dog is lonely as he does nothing, but bark all
day from behind a fence.  I think the three of us could be
friends, but only on Thursdays as that is when I go to the nearby
field, and hide in the grass like a tiger.  If I saw a tiger,
I would name it Beatrice, and we could hide together whilst eating
ice cream in the bushes.


Location

I live near a
bus stop, which means catching the bus is really easy for me. 
Sometimes, when the bus is late, I like to pretend that I’m a
driver who has got lost and I’ve got to find my way back without
the passengers realising what is wrong.  I have a really good
sense of direction which would be great for this.  I also live
near a corner shop, and sometimes I steal Chupa Chups lollypops
when the owner isn’t looking.  I told the shop owner that my
name is ‘Maxwell’, just in case he catches me and calls the police.
If I was a policeman, I would be just like the man who puts his
glasses on and sings the ‘Yeah’ song, in CSI Thingy.


Dream Holiday

I would like to
holiday somewhere like Australia, because it is so big and
dangerous.  There are buses that drive you into the outback,
and just leave you there to survive with your skills.  If you
get into trouble, they locate you by satellite, but I wouldn’t need
to do that.  My best ever holiday was when I went to the beach
with my friend, and we dug holes in case we found treasure. 
The plan was, if one of us found any treasure, we would take it and
re-bury it in one of the other holes we had dug. This would mean
that no-one else would ever find it, but the only thing we
discovered was an empty bag of cashew nuts.  I once heard a
rumour that they were going to make lemonade flavoured Wotsits, but
I have never seen them.


Films

I have seen
lots of films, and all of them were in colour.  I don’t like
black and white films as they are boring, but I did like Forrest
Gump even though they used a few clips of black and white TV
shows.  My favourite bit of that film, is when he uses Bubba’s
boat to go and get shrimp.  Being on a boat would be great to
go places you had never visited before, and you could meet other
people who use boats as well.  I’ve never tried shrimp, as it
sounds like something only a midget would eat.


Music

I like music,
and my favourite band is Cold Storage.  Whenever I listen to
them it makes me happy, and I often imagine hanging around with
them backstage, talking about their awesome poetry.  If I was
in a band, I would definitely release an album every year, and do
loads of concerts all over the world.  I wouldn’t play in
Yemen, though, because I heard that if you played the wrong song,
or said something bad about cows, you could get put in prison
forever.  If I was ever in prison, I would be like Red in
Shawshank Redemption, and get posters and stuff for all my
friends.

***






Stray tyre
rolls down hill: causes chaos, but has time of his life


Going

A stray,
speeding tyre briefly caused chaos for the residents of a steep
hill in Cambridge, yesterday.  The tyre, which “Appeared out
of nowhere,” said he had “The time of his life,” during his speedy,
uncontrolled descent down Crown Hill.  “I’m not as young as I
used to be, and I have to admit, the acceleration caught me by
surprise a bit.  But man, what a rush.  On the way down,
I saw a kid on a skateboard and I was like ‘Hey there kid on a
skateboard, high-five me!’  and you know what he did?  He
high-fived me, without missing a beat.”

Local residents
described the event as “A right mad carry on,” that was “Totally
out of character for the area.”  Paula Able, who lives on
Crown Hill, told us “I was mowing the lawn, because it was a
Tuesday.  I always mow the lawn on Tuesdays, and that tyre had
no right to do what he did.  I would’ve stayed in-doors if I
had known that was going to happen, and I called the police
immediately.”


Setback

The
free-wheeling tyre’s epic journey came to an ignomious stop, when
he hit a tree at the bottom of the hill.  “I was disappointed,
and a little bit pissed off at the time, but I don’t hold a grudge
or anything.  That tree has been there for years, so there was
no malice in it.  I hit a stone on the way down, and got some
real air under my treads which was something I’ve never experienced
before.  Me, the tree, and the stone, we had a right chuckle
about it afterwards.  The police were called, but they were
cool with it, and said it was just one of those
once-in-a-century type things.”

“I just wish
someone had recorded it, and put it up on YouTube.  That would
have been epic.”

***






Roger Federer reviews a block of cheddar cheese

Hey, ho peeps!
How you today? I was bit sad after lose tennis match, against
Scot-Brit Andy Murray during Olympics, but now I stop cry and feel
better. I decide maybe tennis too much for me, and change job to
review things. Reviews is nice job, plus I get to try stuff for
free! Everyone knows that frees are fun! I start off review
something that is easy, which is cheese. Cheese is one of my
favourite things, especially to eat. It has other uses as well,
like playing peeka-bo with the holes, or having fun with cheese
grater inbetween tennis match. I manage to get plenty of
cheese-grating practice done during my time at Wimbledon, is why
people say I such grate champion. I often sprinkle grated cheese on
bathroom floor, so I not slip when step out of shower.

Okay, so I have
favourite knife ready to cut cheese. I take cheese out of wrapping,
and… what this? Why there no holes in cheese? Is this work of
devil? Tennis racket have holes, cheese grater have holes, so why
cheddar no have holes? Let me see what box say… it say is made in
Scotland! Bastard Scot-Brit, he come and steal from me again! Why
he take my cheesy holes, is no fair. I wonder why box feel bit
heavy, it because there too much cheese. Too much cheese at once be
dangerous, I remember my granddad say he had lots of nightmares
when he had too much before bedtime. I hope I no have bad dream
about ugly goblin who mess my hair up, like I did when I was
child.

Right, I cut
cheese now. Blimey, no-hole cheese is tough! I use two hands, but
still I struggle to get a good slice off. I hope it not break my
cheese grater, I am down to my last one, and shops no open now.
Usually I eat cheese in sandwich, but I worried about this heavy
cheese making me burst. I know, I will cook toast for too long, and
then scrape off the burnt bits, to balance things out. Okay, here I
go to taste, I close my eyes in case it jumps up and try to blind
me. Hmmm, actually this heavy cheese is quite tasty. Maybe not all
Scot-Brits are bad, after all.

No, wait. If no
holes in cheese, what I use to keep fingers warm in bed? Why
Scot-Brits want make me cry all time?

***






British Hiking
Association says, 'Slut Walks are crap'

My name is John
Sumpter, and I hold the important position of Director of
Rucksacks, for the British Hiking Association.  I am here,
because I have an important message to deliver to all those damn
sluts out there: we are onto you, and we will be right on top
of you whether you consent to it, or not.  You are all in way
over your head, you are pushing onto our turf, and we won’t stand
for it.  It cannot be stressed hard enough, that anything
related to walking, hiking, pottering, trekking, rambling,
backpacking, sauntering and strolling, belongs to us.  Not to
you, or the UN or the European Court of Human Rights, but to us,
the BHA.

I have seen the
Slut Walks on TV, and I have read about them in the paper. I am
appalled and offended, at just how irresponsible and dangerous they
are.  If someone comes to us, we make sure that they are
properly kitted out and prepared, for whatever they are going to
do.  Do they have the right shoes?  Do they have adequate
clothing?  Do they know how to use an ordnance survey
map?  Them sluts out there, are advocating that their members
undertake long, and daunting hikes across urban, built-up areas, in
nothing other than high heels, and a strapless bra.  That’s
dangerous, and I still want to know where they are storing their
supplies of Kendal Mint cake.  None of my phone calls have
been returned on this matter.

I can empathise
with these ladies, and the message they are trying to get
across.  Really, I do. They want to be able to walk somewhere
without being harassed, or bothered.  Well, so do we! 
Believe me, there is nothing worse than spending three hours
walking around the Southern Downs, looking for a big rock, and then
having some smug twat with a GPS device coming along, and spoiling
everything.  That’s a violation of the BHA code, and we
vigorously stamp down on such transgressions.  However, we
deal with it internally, and that’s how those sluts should do
things, too.

The ball is in
their court.

***






Welcome to my
world of pies

My name is Bob,
and I run Mrs Higgin's Pie Shop.  However, there is no Mrs
Higgins, and it wasn't established in 1876, as the sign
outside claims.  It is less a shop, and more of a cross
between a bakery, a cafe, and a kitchen with nothing, but
microwaves in it.  I do sell pies, but they aren't my biggest
profit-maker.  Oh no, no, no.  That particular accolade
goes to the soup.  Oh, wonderful soup of lusciousness, how I
love thee.  Not for your taste, or your texture, but for the
'chink clink' sound of profit, as the gullible hordes gurgle you
down.

"Please come on in, dear sir," I will chime as a customer
enters my domain.  "Would you like a steak and kidney pie?
 Maybe a minted lamb pastry puff?  Or, how
about the soup of the day...?"  I produce the best shit-eating, sycophantic grin, that my
money-hungry mouth can conjure and gesture, tantalisingly, at the
steaming pot beside me.  Oh, how easily the people are fooled.
 Open up a few dented tins of tomato soup, bung in a peeled
onion, and you can flog it off as an elixir of happiness.
 Their eyes glaze over with a rustic joy, the moment they see
the earthenware ceramic pot.  The sight of the Victorian
ladle, makes them forget about their iPhones of nonsense for just a
moment.

"Drink it up, whilst it's still steaming!" I jovially tell
them.  "Don't forget your complimentary buttered roll," I cry,
stifling a sneer.  Yes, a 'complimentary' bit of stale bread,
that not even the birds would bother with.  It makes your
entire journey worthwhile.  And yes, I know that you stole an
extra one when my back was turned.  You didn't think I saw,
did you?  Oh, I see it all.  I expect it.  I
positively encourage it.  It gives you a warm
feeling of victory over me, as the realisation of paying £3.49 for
a scoop of lukewarm liquid, dawns on you.  And you will be
back for more, craving that feeling of victory.

You pathetic
toad.

***






Saddam Hussein
reviews He-man

I catched my
son watching cartoon, called He-man other day.  I watch it and
I get disgust, it just American propaganda lies to turn all my dear
fellow Iraqis against me, so they not vote for me at next fully
democratic Democracy Vote Day for Democracy.  Also, why called
He-man?  'He' and 'man' mean same thing, stupid Americans
always say same thing twice.  Just like they vote in President
call Bush twice, they be stupid and fat from eating mutton rolls
all day in Starbuck.

In cartoon,
there stupid floating thing called Orko.  He look like towel,
and have stupid voice.  His name sound like Orka, famous fish
in Disney Sea World Adventure Park.  See, Americans say things
twice again, as they stupid and fat.  If I ever met Orko, I
would hang mutton rolls on him using bits of string.  He
better be careful, because if mutton roll touch floor and get
dirty, I have him torture to tell me where grassy knoll is.  I
have done much research on grassy knoll, and it weapon of mass
destruction that CIA, and FBI use to kill President of Kennedy.

He-man say he
most powerful man in universe, but that not true.  I see The
Rock in WCW wrestling, and he do jumps from ropes that He-man not
do.  I practice jumps on my bed and get injury when I slip on
mutton roll, and bang my head on floor.  George Bush fax me
email, saying he is most powerful man in world, but that not true
either.  I fax email back asking how Simba in Disney Lion King
grew up so fast when he walk across log, but he say he not seen
film.

I see Simba
appear in He-man, but called Battle Cat.  Americans doing
things twice again, as they are so stupid and fat.

***






Sport report - Ireland wins at rugby, Australia enters credit
crunch


Sensitive

Sensational
scenes were seen, at the sensational Stadium of Eden Park this
avro, as Ireland (population of 57) beat Australia in a game of
rugby scrums.  Ireland won the coin toss, and so got first
choice selection as which piece to play as. They went with the
boot, which left Australia to choose between either the top hat,
the iron, or the dog.  The referee discovered that neither the
Irish or the Australian team captains were capable of speaking
English, so he just went with the flow, and awarded Ireland a
deserved win after only twenty three minutes of play.

The result was
announced via text message, and within minutes Australia entered an
economic slump.  Australia has struggled to excel at anything
other than fringe sports in the last century or so, and this loss
has really hammered a nation that is already hammered 90% of the
time anyway.  Australian Prime Minister Alf Stewart said,
"Well mate, those boys out there were a bunch of flaming mongrels,
and now we’re all in the shitter without a piddle paddle.
 Austerity measures?  I haven't got a diddle daddle what
they are.  Is it possible you could fax one to me, in an
email?"


From the top

Irish First
Premier, Ahern Flaherty O'Flaherty, sounded upbeat as he told us
"To be sure, this is good news for the whole of Oireland.  I
was out walking me goat, and watching the game through the window
of DID Electrical when the news came through, and I couldn't
believe me ears.  I haven't been this happy since Boyzone won
a BRIT Award, for dancing in front of a camera.  I’ve seen
them live twice, and even managed to get autographs for my
daughter.  I threw away the one from the gay one, though."

Reports of the
Australian fans trying to eat the rest of the crowd at half time
are unconfirmed, and the World Association for Rugby  said
they would wait for the referees match report.

***






Beauty Baggins
tells you your fortunes

Yo.
 Beauty Baggins here, and I’m going to use my special powers
to tell you what the next week or so has in store for you.  I
sometimes wish I had other powers as well, 'cos telling everyone
else what is going to happen gets boring after a while.  I
really like ice cream, and I have a tub of Neapolitan in the
freezer, that I usually save for special occasions.  Thing is,
the lid gets brittle after a while, and it always snaps when I open
it - if I had the ability to open the lid without having it
splinter into a dozen pieces, that would be awesome.

Pisces, Taurus, Gemini

This week, you
should avoid Mars Bars and Kit Kats completely, especially if your
name is Dave and your job involves going up a ladder.  If you
get a bit peckish, you should stick to Dairylea cheese triangles
instead.  Don't do what I did, and mistake Dairylea cheese for
blue-tac. It caused all me posters to fall down, the room stank for
ages, and the kids were puking up all over the place.

Cancer, Leo, Scorpio

Always look
both ways when crossing the street, because that crazy old buffoon
from up the road still hasn't realised he is too old to drive.
 Why is it that the only person who never suffers a break
down, or a smashed windscreen, is him?  There is no justice in
this world, and I, for one, am sick of it.

Capricorn, Aquarius, Libra

"There's
something very important, I forgot to tell you! Don't cross the
streams." is what Egon Spengler said, in Ghostbusters.  Well,
what does he know?  I felt entirely safe, putting tomato sauce
in my coffee one day last year, and nothing bad happened to me.
 Clever scientist?  Is he bollocks.  The drink
tasted nasty mind, so you probably don't want to try it.

Virgo, Sagittarius, Aries

The batteries
in your TV remote control are running low, so get them replaced.
 This will spare some blushes when trying to change the
channels quickly, when your wife walks in on you watching those
late night channels, that you said you didn't watch any more.
 If your name is Charlie Sheen, you can ignore this advice,
because you are batshit mental anyway.

***






Just 'cos
you're smart, don't mean you can help everyone

Hi.  My
name is Max Werther, and I am proud to say that I have been a fully
qualified electrical maintenance engineer, since 1974.  If
something needs tweaking, or fixing, or screwing real hard, then I
am the man with the tool, that people can call upon.  It has
to be a problem with electrical-type stuff though, because that is
all that I know. My heart was broken in the summer of '75, when
someone rang me up, and said, “Hey Max, you’re a smart and handy
guy, who knows how to do a job in a jiffy bag. Would you be able to
help me out?”

Now, ordinarily
I would be more than happy to assist a man who is trying to pull
himself out of a sticky hole, but it turned out that this
particular job involved a car.  Now, cars are electrical in
nature, and I know this ‘cos I have looked under the skirt of many
a beautiful creature before, and if you get a good one it can be a
real sight for sore eyes, I tell you.  Sometimes when you peek
inside, it will be dirty and messy, but other times it’s all nice,
clean, and tidy down there, and that’s just how I like it. 
Means I can slip right on in without a fuss, do the business, and
be back home in time for tea before the wife even realises I’m
gone.  But in this particular instance, it was a problem with
a tyre, and I ain’t comfortable when dealing with fiddly bits of
rubber, that are designed to help protect one’s undercarriage.

Unfortunately, this guy just weren’t taking ‘no’ for an
answer, and I started to feel guilty.  Every time this sort of
thing happens, I am reminded of that Dr. Banardos guy.  The
legend goes, that the Doc spurned the advances of a boy, because he
didn’t have enough room in his bed for him. This boy then went
on to die of exposure during the night, and the good Dr. felt bad
afterwards.  Now, this may sound facetious, but that
is exactly how I feel whenever I have
to turn down a man in distress.

I told him to
get lost in the end, the guy is an arsehole anyway.

***






Top Gear
presenter Jeremy Clarkson doesn't like Christmas

What is it
about this time of year?  Normally, people hate getting up on
ladders to decorate the exterior of their houses.  The very
idea of pebble-dashing their semi-detached home themselves,
fills them with dread.  What if a stray stone scratches their
Volvo?  What if a tiny pebble pings off into their pond, and
gets swallowed by the salmon?  What if a woodpecker comes
along, and thinks they are ants?  No, they would much rather
pay a scruffy man wearing a Chelsea football top, to come and do it
for them.  I hesitate to use the word 'professional' in this
case, as there is nothing professional about either being scruffy,
or being a Chelsea supporter, and they pretty much go hand in hand
anyway.

However, come
Christmas time, and everything changes.  It's as if something
happens within them, the moment the Christmas crackers start
appearing in the supermarkets, towards the end of October.
 The pressure slowly builds up, and up, until they can stand
it no longer. Before you know it, they are rooting around in the
garden shed, looking for the ladder that hasn't been used for
almost a year.  The husband leans it up against the front of
the house, and starts climbing.  Old, rusty, creaking, and
wobbly.  And that's just the sound of his knees, the ladder
itself is in an even worse state.

This proud man,
who would normally scoff at the idea of putting up bunting, or
curtains, at any other time, risks life and limb, just to string a
few flashing lights across his drive.  His eyes are brimming
with tears of desperation.  He looks like a heroin addict,
trying to get his fix.  The adrenaline keeps him going.
 Come mid January, when he takes the lights back down, he
won't have anything like that keeping him going.  It will be
up to his baying wife, to bully him into taking down the God awful
mess.

The family down
my road have taken this to the extreme.  Each window is
adorned with an extensive array of lights.  The guttering is
draped in multi-coloured bulbs, of flashing nonsense.  There
is a three-foot Santa, hanging down from the roof.  There are
glowing, inflatable snowmen littering the front porch.
 By day, it looks like Fungus the Bogeyman has sneezed on the
house.  By night, it looks like a Redlight Zone for the cast
of Toy Story.

I hope they get
burgled.

***






Agony Aunt
Nurse Ratched dispenses her wisdom and experience

Hey, Nurse
Ratched here.  So many of you, have so many problems bothering
you, that I feel the need to help y'all out a bit. Put some steel
in your bellies, and fire in your hearts.  I once had a
problem with a little dog, doing little do-do's on my lawn, and the
silly old dear who owned him couldn't put a stop to it. I caught
the little twerp, put him in a sack, and threw him in a river.
 Problem solved.

Dear Nurse Ratched

My son never tidies his room.  I have tried offering him
sweets as a reward, and even grounding him as a
punishment, but nothing works.  What should I
do?

First of all,
you should put your son up for adoption, and get your balls cut
off.  You clearly aren't able to keep kids disciplined, and he
will no doubt grow up to be a Facebook addict, who sits in his room
smoking cigarettes all day.  Try digging a hole in his bedroom
floor, and then covering it with a sheet, and some toys.
 Hopefully, he will fall through the hole, break some bones
and learn to tidy his room in future.  If that doesn't work,
you should kill yourself.

Dear Nurse Ratched

I was short-changed in the local shop, but because I didn't
realise until I got home, the owner won't do anything.  What
should I do?

There are
several things you can do.  The easiest would be to bully
someone else into giving you money, but you don't seem the type to
do that, being a big, scared chicken and all.  You could
kidnap one of the owner’s children, and demand some money from
them.  Finally, you could set fire to the shop, and just get
the missing change yourself from the ashes when the fire is out.
 If that doesn't work, you should kill yourself.

***






Amanda Knox
freed, Hugh Heffner offers Playboy Mansion residency


Free

Femme fatale
suspect Amanda Knox was sensationally freed last night, in what
many people are proclaiming to be the 'Story of the century.'
 Knox said she was glad to "Finally escape from the clutches
of the wizened and crab-clawed, dirty and perverted old men in
Italy, who view women as objects," and is looking forward to "Being
taken under the protective wing of Hugh Heffner, in the Playboy
Mansion."  Knox's family have asked that "People respect her
right to privacy," and that, "The full story will be appearing in
the Christmas 2011 edition of the Playboy Yearbook, priced $19.95,
plus sales tax."

Standing on the
steps of a courthouse, whilst her official Celeb Upskirt webcam.com
representative crouched down below her, she said "Initially, I was
sceptical about Hugh's offer, but once I learnt that he had already
figured out what my swimsuit size was, and how much airbrushing I
was willing to put up with, I knew I was safe in his hands.  I
was really impressed with his attention to detail, it showed he
cared about me, and my future."


Racy

This isn't the
first time that Hugh Heffner has attempted a scoop like this.
 In 1995 he tried to seal a similar deal, with convicted
serial killer Rose West for Playboy UK, but pulled out when it they
realised that "She is incredibly ugly," and "Turned out to be
guilty anyway."  Behind closed doors, Heffner was heard to
admit that he was also concerned about what industry experts call
"Mucky muff syndrome," and that "If British dentistry is as bad as
I’ve heard, hell knows what the rest of her will be like."

Heffner was too
busy washing his dressing gown to comment.

***






Mayhem in
Bushy Park: hungry pigeon interrupts busker


Eating

Pigeons have
been causing "Mayhem and panic," in a popular park in London.
 Professional busker Mark Lawrenson was "Just getting warmed
up," when a pigeon unexpectedly "Landed on the ground."  Mark
was upset because "This is a bloody good busking spot," and "I had
to wipe the mouth organ clean again, because I dropped it on the
grass during the panic."

Observer Sue
Wall said "He was just getting to the good bit in 'How much is that
doggy in the window?' when that horrible pigeon flew down, and
tried to pick up a bit of bread.  I was sending a text message
to my daughter, and I pressed the wrong key by accident. I hope she
realises I meant tea-set, and not tea-sex."


Danger

Wild animals
have often been the bane of Londoners lives over the years, as
pampered urbanites meet nature in a clash of wills.  A
squirrel caused a stir on Comic Relief Day, when it approached a
mime artist and "Wildly flicked its tail," before "Running up a
tree."

Grieving pet
owner Katie Wand told us of her experience with a feathered
monster: "I saw what I thought was my dead cat's spirit coming
towards me, in the form of a beautiful, white dove.  I reached
out, and it landed next to me on the bench, and then flew off
again.  I was distraught with grief and anger, when someone
told me it was just a bloody pigeon."

***






I'm a copper,
and I bloody love nicking people

Oy, Dave here.
 I'm a copper, yeah, and if there is one thing I love about my
job, it's that I can slap some handcuffs on someone, and say
"You're bloody nicked, mate."  It don't matter who you are, or
what your job is, I can nick you and I would love every, single
bloody moment of it, no word of a lie.  I might even give you
a little dig, or a slap, if you start to get on my tits, so make
sure you behave yourself once those beauties are on.  Now,
believe me when I say that I aint a woofter, but the moment my
guv'nor at the station slams his fist on the desk and shouts "Lads,
get out there and nick some bloody crims," I want to give him a big
kiss.  If he told me to dig up my dear old grandad, and nick
the old fella for stealing a pork chop during the war, I would do
it in a flash.

Of course, such dedication can get you into trouble
sometimes.  I was in the pub, downing a few jars and having a
dab from the old snuff box, when on the way home I saw a bicycle
looking at me funny.  And I mean proper funny, right.  Anyway, one thing led to another, and
before long my feet were caught up in the chain, the spokes were
all bent out of joint, and one of the wheels was rolling away as I
got a bit frisky with the quick-release lever.  I was in a
right old pickle that night, and I had to radio in for the sarge to
come and help me out.  He is a good bloke that one, and I
sorted him out with some nice shoes for his wife as a way of saying
thanks for the help mate, now keep your damn mouth shut if you
please.

Sometimes when
you arrest a stroppy crim, they get all argy bargy once the cuffs
are on.  Sometimes, a few digs will shut them up, other times
it makes 'em worse and they start shooting their mouths off.
 Some of the words they use are right rude, calling us pigs,
filth, rozzers, Thatcher's wankers, and more.  I love all that
'cos it means I have done my job, the crim is all upset.  You
are damn right I am a rozzer, one of the filth, I bloody love it
mate.  If you are a crim, or if you piss me off, then beware
of me.  If you are the peaceful, law abiding sort then you are
free to go on your merry way and do as you please.  I might
take a sneaky look at your bird's arse if she is the tasty type,
maybe even say good evening to the good lady, but that's just too
bad for you if you have a problem with that.

Now piss off
out my way, I gots me some work to do.

***






Sport report -
England play Montenegro, David Beckham plays ref

England played
Montenegro last night, in a thrilling encounter of association
football.  Montenegro have been without their Serbian mascots
since a tussle in 1999, after a game of NATO top trumps went wrong.
 The designated referee phoned in sick, so David Beckham took
his place after explaining that he has been playing Football
Manager games, ever since he had a Commodore 64 as a kid. 
Kick off was then delayed by twenty minutes, as Beckham was unable
to find his favourite whistle, and then for a further ten minutes
as he complimented the Montenegro captain for having "Really nice
hair."  Wayne Rooney scratched his head and then kicked the
ball away in a huff, when Joe Cole refused to close his mouth, and
this allowed the Montenegroeneonons to get a real handle on the
game for the first time.

At half time,
it transpired that a Montengroen farmer had kidnapped Victoria
Beckham, and put her in the middle of his field because he "Thought
his scarecrow had escaped," and only realised something was wrong
when he noticed that "The tits didn't look as realistic as they did
before."  Translation was provided by Montestrego prime
minister Wallky Akbar, who was playing a trombone whilst there as
head cheerleader.  David was relieved to have his wife back,
as she was the only one who knew which flavour Petits Filous
yoghurt he wasn't allergic to.

A nasty
deflection whilst Tim Cahill was throwing Hula Hoops into Joe
Hart's mouth, meant that the England goalkeeper gagged, and allowed
two goals to be scored against him.  Another goal was scored,
but Beckham was too busy watching the adverts on the side of the
pitch to notice the ball go in.

Official
England hairstylist Fabio Capello said after the game "Well er, I
er, is good and er, *heh heh*, he did well" and then turned around
to give John Terry a dead arm for being such an annoying twat.

***











Underpants
bomber set to be new Batman villain


New

DC Comics have
revealed that the recently convicted 'Underpants bomber' is the
inspiration behind a new Batman villain, called 'The Underpants
Bomber'.  The Batman franchise is being taken in a completely
"New and unexpected direction," though things are "Still very much
in the brainstorming stage, with some blue-sky thinking thrown in."
 In the comic book world things "Don't get any sexier than
this," and "The Underpants Bomber is the biggest celebrity to come
to Gotham City.  Ever."  Various other ideas are being
thrown around, such as "The Joker flying off to Thailand for a sex
change operation," and "The Penguin being a judge on X-Factor, as a
kind of replacement for Simon Cowell."

A spokesperson
told us "We’re currently exploring other avenues, such as a
long-lost brother who turns up as, I dunno, something like 'The
Trouser Flamethrower', or a sister who is 'The Skirt Boomberanger'.
 Absolutely anything can happen, it's that mad."


Things

Batman has been
part of British folklore ever since a ban on comics was lifted in
1786, and his popularity has been rising ever since.  In the
19th century, he became a controversial figure after one storyline
had him marrying Napoleons daughter, whilst on holiday in France.
 Half a decade later, Queen Victoria hailed Batman as "A hero
of the British Empire," as he foiled various assassination attempts
against the Royal Family.  One Christmas edition had Batman on
the front, with the caption "The Royals might be a bunch of
Germans, but they’re MY Germans."

The controversy
continued, when a villain introduced in 1888 called 'John ye
Slasher of the Immoral Ladies of the Night', was blamed for being
an influence for Jack the Ripper.

***






A stag beetle
reviews the Australian cricket team

G'day, mate!
 Hehe, I love that Ozzie accent.  Let's slap another
shrimp on the barbie!  Oh man, I just couldn't resist it that
time.  Them Ozzers are just mad.  So lively.  So
loud.  So utterly, and compellingly racist.  I guess
that's what happens when you are stuck down there, on a crappy
island in the Pacific Ocean with nothing, but deadly insects and a
rubbish sport to keep you entertained.  Not that there is
anything wrong with insects, of course.  In fact, if I’m
honest, I don't mind cricket too much, either.  And the whole
racism thing - who isn't just a teensy bit territorial, and
suspicious of outsiders?  I tell you, if a woodlouse snuck
into my hole under the stairs, and tried to cosy up in my lump of
belly-button fluff, I would tell him to clear off.

Right, then.
 Ever since Shane Warne quit as Australia's best bowler, so
that he could spend more time getting plastic surgery done on his
face, the Australian cricket team just ain’t been the same, really.
 Where are the characters?  What happened to all the fun
pranks, like setting fire to the team bus, and then shagging your
own sister in the middle of the road?  Back in the day, I used
to love crawling out to the middle of the field after a game had
finished.  When they removed the stumps from the ground, there
was always a nice, round hole for me to sleep in.  Obviously,
I had to be on the lookout for owls on the way, 'cos they are
greedy buggers who love to gobble up little bugs for a quick snack,
but once I was there, I was happy as Larry.  Sometimes, the
woodlice would ask if they could come in as well, but I just told
them there was no way they were getting anywhere near my hole.
 No way hozay, no way.

Anyone remember
Merv Hughes?  He was a legend back in the 1980s, although he
couldn't actually bat for shit; people only liked him, because of
that crazy moustache of his.  It sort of made him look like a
paedophile, but boy did he look fierce!  I was always worried
that a bowler would mistake me for a cricket ball, and send me
flying through the air at Merv.  My concern was not so much
about having my guts splattered all over the place, but because
Merv was rubbish.  The hairy oaf would miss, and then I would
land slapbang in the middle of his hairy lip.  The mere
thought of those testosterone-filled tendrils scrabbling around my
backside, gives me the creeps.

Mind you, his
scent would be good for warding off woodlice.

***






Dear Mr
Politician, thank you for your leaflet

Dear Mr Simpson, Conservative MP for London South
West

The other
morning, I was woken up by the heavy footsteps of the postman, as
he trudged his way to my front door.  He must have been very
excited, as he shoved something through my letterbox really hard.
 Well, it was either that, or he tripped up on the cat that
usually lies across my driveway.  Actually, I think that is
the more likely scenario, because I heard him swear at something,
and I haven't seen the cat for two days now.

When I first
picked the leaflet up, I was struck with just how fresh it felt,
especially when some of the red ink rubbed off on my hand.  To
me, this is a good sign, because if I go into the bakers to buy a
knotted roll, I want those yummy glazed sesame seeds to flake off
as I pick it up.  The loose ink on your leaflet is an
endearing quality, as it gives me the impression that you like
bread, just as I do.  This is reassuring and educational, as I
have always wondered what politicians feed themselves during their
time at Westminster; up until now, I had always thought it was a
combination of coffee, and bullshit.

When I opened the leaflet, I was drawn to the
faux-professionalism of its contents.  Dearest constituent it
said, reminding me of just how serious politics is.  It also
reminded me of that time when the bank sent me a birthday card,
addressed To the account holder.  Although it was only four words, I felt as if my bank manager
had personally popped round to say, "We've got your personal
details and your money, so don't
get any ideas above your station."  Likewise, your leaflet
referring to me as a constituent is a firm reminder that, if I'm
unhappy with what you're doing, no matter how much you may have
licked my arse to get me to vote for you in the first place, you
won't put up with any kind of rebellious nonsense from me.  I
confess that I like my overlords to be firm, powerful and jealously
paranoid, and you seem to fit the bill perfectly.

I especially
liked the photo of you that was shown on page two of the
leaflet, standing there in someone's front garden.  The
lawn was long enough to avoid alienating any crop-growing farmers,
yet also short enough to show off the tasteful tartan slippers,
that the old woman who was standing next to you was wearing.
 I obviously don't know whether she was a constituent or your
mother, but she looked suitably terrified of your limp and clammy
hand, and also of that sycophantic grin that was plastered
across your chubby face.  I must say, I was impressed with how
lush and healthy the grass looked.  If I was a dog, I
definitely wouldn't want to ruin it by squatting down, and taking a
shit on it.  Instead, I would do my business in the middle of
the pavement, and then go onto the grass to do that funny thing
that some dogs do, when they clean their arse by dragging it along
the floor.

Unfortunately,
I'm not a dog, so would it be okay if I came to your house, and
shit all over your doorstep instead?

Yours
sincerely,

Constituent.

***






Steve Jobs
speaks from heaven

Hey there, my
good disciples, how y'all doing?  Have you missed me?  Of
course you have!  That turtle-neck sweater factory at the end
of your road, no doubt it's keeping you awake at night as it churns
out the old turtles non-stop.  Or Turts, as I like to call
them.  For those that don't know, I had a trust fund setup in
my name before I died.  And when I say 'died', I actually mean
'shot by that man on the grassy knoll'.  Anyway, this fund was
created to make sure that there is enough cash to keep them
factories ticking over, guaranteeing that there is an
ample supply of Turts for me when I return.  And when I say
'return', I actually mean 'immaculate resurrection'.

And why
wouldn't I want to return?  It's kind of stuffy up here
sometimes, and the bearded bloke who goes around telling people off
is getting on my tits.  He has a really weird name as well,
it's something like 'Dog'.

A while ago, I
had the neat idea of getting a drama group going, so we could put
on some shows for all the lost souls that end up here.  I had
this amazing idea for a play, where I was this wise leader in a
country known as 'Few', and I had the nickname The King of the
Fews.  The play had a dramatic climax, where some bad people
come along, and try to kill me by nailing my arms to two planks of
wood at the top of some grassy knoll.  I even thought up some
nifty little ideas, like me wearing a crown of thorns, and some
soppy bloke called Peter betraying me, because he is such a big
pussy.

I wrote a huge
ten-page script out for it, on some really nice paper, and proudly
presented it to Dog.  The miserable sod went bloody mental!
 I swear, there was steam coming out of his ears, and he
looked like he was going to start shooting thunderbolts out of his
arse.  I decided to make myself scarce, and hid under my Turt
blanket for a while.  I was actually pretty tired from all the
excitement, and I let myself drift off into a nice sleep.  I
then had a lovely dream, where everyone was walking around wearing
white earphones, and swiping their fingers across touchscreen
smartphones.  There were shops on every street corner, all of
them bearing my name on the front, and lit candles lined every
pavement.  A secret police force went around, making sure that
no-one picked their nose, lest they dirty the front of their
electronic devices.

Imagine
Stalinist Russia, but instead of that moustachioed twat, there
are pictures of cuddly old me all over the place.

Now that's what heaven should be like.

***






Huge geodesic
dome lowered over Greece, Euro is saved


Estranged

European
leaders voted unanimously to "Sort the Greek problem out
once and for all," during an emergency EU meeting that was held
last night.  After months of putting up with "Bald Greeks
nicking all the best biscuits," and never even bothering to "Wipe
the toilet seat down," drastic steps are being taken to make sure
they "Just piss off, and never come back."

An EU spokesman
admitted that whilst "All that free hummus stuff will be
missed," the French have offered to "Mix up a few more pots of
garlic and onion dip," to make up for it.  "Remember that at
one time, everyone thought only the Spanish could make salsa sauce,
yet now every bugger makes their own spicy tortilla dip.  Us
Europeans can do anything, if we have enough meetings about
it."


Surprise

Kinder, the
company behind the Kinder Surprise confectionary, are handling the
construction of the dome.  They are still going to be making
their usual products as "The dome is essentially a scaled-up
version of what we do anyway."  The dome will be modular in
design, with the components "Packaged into small, yellow egg-shaped
containers," which will allow for "Easy transportation, and
assembly."  Pictures of hairy arms, student riots and Trojan
Horses will be stuck on the sides of the dome, so that "The Greeks
will still feel as if they are in their natural habitat."

The recently
vacated Libyan desert has been chosen as the building site for the
dome.  The EU said that "We recently showed the world that we
can do good work in Libya by ourselves," although they still might
have to "See if we can borrow some helicopters from the Americans
again."

***






I am Steve
Dog, real-life superhero

Oy oy, saveloy.
 My name is Steve Dog, and I am known for being a real man's
man.  Some of you may already know me for my recent
information leaflet called 'How to safely take apart an extractor
fan during a hurricane', but for those that don't, I welcome you
and I hope we can be good to each other.  I like a laugh the
same as anyone else, and will happily engage in any friendly banter
that might be occurring, but if you step over the boundary, and
start insulting my family then there will be trouble.  I am
very protective about my family, and will always defend their
honour.  Feel free to take the piss out of my cousin all you
want though, he is just a ponce who spends too much time in the
garden.

The other
night, I was sitting down at home having a munch on a corned beef
sandwich, when some soppy-sounding bloke rang me.  He
said he owned some company that did promotional stuff, and he
wanted to use me on the front of a magazine, after witnessing me in
action down the gym.  I told him that I wouldn’t be doing
anything for less than £50k, and he said that wasn’t a problem. He
then sent his private jet, to pick me up.  Six hours later,
and I was in some place with loads of skanky birds walking around
in bikinis.  We did the photo shoot in a warehouse, and I was
magic.  I was back home by midnight with an easy £65k in me
pocket, and I even got to shag one of the skanky birds on the plane
as well.

I took it easy
for a couple days, but after running low on baked beans and pork
pies, I popped out to the shops to grab some munch.  I was
checking out me guns in the window of a kebab shop, when I noticed
a commotion going on inside.  The owner was waving some
machete knife thing at a couple of drunk blokes, who were doing
some right nasty things on the floor.  I went in to see what
the problem was, and these two geezers proper shit ‘emselves when
they saw me, and they pissed off out of it sharpish.  I then
told the owner to put the bloody knife down, before I got the
arsehole with him and he calmed down a bit.  Him and his wife
were a right hairy pair of uglies, but I got a free shish kebab so
it all worked out fine in the end.

Peace.

***






Justin
Bieber's mother discovers rash on son's penis


Discovery

Bath night in
the Bieber household took a sinister turn, after a suspicious rash
was found on The Boy Wonder's penis.  His shocked mother, who
discovered the rash during "Pee-pee washup time," said that it
"Definitely wasn't there last Thursday."  At first she thought
that it was "Just some residue from when the family had been in the
garden, playing naked Twister," but despite "Scrubbing at it really
hard, and saying a silent prayer to Jesus," it didn't go away.

Justin, a
professional on-stage water bottle dodger, said that he didn't know
where it came from, but he had noticed that his "Wee wee pipe had
been itchier than normal," ever since he had "Stayed the night
round Kim Kardashian's house, at the weekend."


Scandal

Justin decided
to spend the night at Kim's after "She told me that I was a good
boy, and that she likes good boys.  This made me happy,
because my mummy says the same thing, whenever I carry the heavy
shopping to the car for her."  At first Justin had been
nervous, but said that the "Nurse uniform that Kim was wearing made
me feel safe, it was just like being at the hospital for a chicken
pox checkup."

He enjoyed the
slap-up meal of "Alphabet spaghetti, chicken nuggets and curly
fries," but said that the jelly they had for pudding "Tasted a bit
bitter and weird.  I still ate it though because it was yellow
jelly, which is my favourite."  They then played some board
games, and "Watched Spongebob Squarepants: The Movie, before going
sleep sleeps."

"The next
morning, Kim said she had got up early to play Hide the Sausage.
 I don't know that game, but she said she was slow and careful
so as not to wake me, and she is looking forward to seeing mummy's
little soldier again."

***






Stevie Wonder
'never called to say he loved me' says childhood sweetheart


Fibber

Stevie Wonder's
integrity is being called into question, as an ex-girlfriend has
revealed that the singer repeatedly ignored her requests for him to
phone her every night, for a chat.  Maxine Weller, who dated
Stevie on-and-off for many years, said that although "Millions of
people know him as the king of Motown," his fans need to be aware
that "Not all of his songs are entirely truthful."

Ever since they
first met in 1968, "He has never liked talking about his feelings
over the phone."  The star often seemed to be "On the verge of
telling me he loved me," but would then pretend he had just stubbed
his toe because "Some idiot has been moving the furniture around
again."


Sorrow

The couple met
in unusual circumstances.  Stevie thought that he had "Taken a
wrong turn, and ended up on the edge of a cliff," but it turned out
that "His stick had broken, so he couldn't find where the path
was."  Luckily, Maxine was "On the way to band practice," and
so was able to use her drum sticks to perform an "Emergency repair,
after purchasing some sellotape from a nearby stationary shop."

Maxine said
that there were plenty of good times, and said that Stevie did a
"Great robot impression," that would sometimes have her "In fits of
laughter."  In restaurants and hotels, he would goof around
and "Pretend to mistake a fork for a spoon when eating soup," or
walk into a lift, and "Undo his trousers as if he was going to the
toilet."

"I don't even
get so much as a text message, these days.  All he has to do
is download the iBraille app, and tell me he remembers me."

***






Beauty Baggins
talks Zodiac

What's all this
Movember nonsense then, eh?  Charity?  Everyone who takes
part ends up looking like a pervert, or a tramp.  I hope there
aren't any teachers taking part in it, or they might end up getting
arrested, or beaten up, or promoted to head master, or something
equally as dastardly.

Pisces, Taurus, Gemini

Net curtains
make an ideal fishnet substitute, so if you live near the coast you
can try and catch a dolphin.  Dolphins are supposed to really
intelligent, so you could probably get a clever idea from them, and
then try to patent it.  If you don't live near the coast, you
could try making a parachute, or something instead.

Cancer, Leo, Scorpio

Everyone likes
BBQs, so you should have a BBQ.  Invite some friends, have a
few beers, and hope no-one dies of food poisoning.  You will
be talk the of the town with your generosity, and may even get a
mention in the local paper.  However, if it rains everyone
will hate you, so plan things carefully.

Capricorn, Aquarius, Libra

Do you suffer
from having chronic itchiness inside your ears?  Cotton wool
buds not reaching far enough?  Then get a packet of
frankfurters, and use a butter knife to wittle a handy inner-ear
itcher.  If a bit breaks off, don't panic.  It will
decompose within 3 years.

Virgo, Sagittarius, Aries

Yoghurt.
 Such an inane type of food, especially plain yoghurt.
 What's the point?  Just have some milk, or a bag of
jelly babies instead.  I recommend changing your diet, and
buying liquorice.  It will make mealtimes more
interesting, and also doubles up as an environmentally friendly
alternative to after-dinner mints.

***











Lady Gaga
disappointed not to win best male award for MTV Europe


Confused

Cross-dressing
supremo Lady Gaga last night spoke of her dismay at "Not even being
considered," for a "Whole plethora of male awards," despite
spending all year "Wearing a bikini, and swinging my bits in front
of the cameras."

The star, a
former postman from Sussex, first hit the big time after being
discovered singing and dancing, whilst delivering a novelty Michael
Jackson alarm clock.  Former colleagues said that "He was
always bopping about the place," and once even "Wore a costume made
entirely out of old rubber bands," which made everyone feel ill as
"You could see everything through the gaps."


Win

After picking
up the Best Female Singer award, she described it as being similar
to "Winning gold at BMX'ing in the Olympics, no-one respects it."
 She left the award venue early on in the evening, so that she
could "Work some frustration out down the gym, on the squat rack."
 She popped back in later to ask if "Anyone had a spare
protein shake I could borrow."

Gaga used the
awards as an opportunity to promote Movember, and to talk of her
participation in it.  Although she has got "Not much more than
a bit of fluff," at the moment, she expects to have a "Whole load
of facial furniture within a few weeks."

***






Vending
machine celebrates 5000th sale


Elation

A vending
machine has spoke of his "Delight and happiness," at finally
breaching the "Magical five thousand mark," that "Sadly, not all of
us make it to."  The machine, a Magi Dispense 350
model manufactured in 1998, says he will never forget the
moment when "The man in the purple shirt selected row B5," and
watched expectantly as the "Limited edition, peanut butter Kit Kat
fell down into the collection area."  "It was the last one I
had in stock, I hope the crispy, chocolate coating didn't break,
when it landed," the machine confided.

During his
time, the machine has "Seen many different types of people," and
claims to have "Done more mileage than the Olympic torch."
 His most popular snack is "Definitely the Chomp bar, by a
ratio of about 3:1 over the second-placed Mars Bar," and he puts
this resounding success down to its "Consistent inflation-busting
price, of only ten pence.  Everyone likes a bargain, even the
well-to-do ladies who usually buy something from the more
expensive, hand-cooked crisps range."


Memories

In his time,
the machine has been a faithful servant to "Many a unique
character."  He recounts that "One guy would always have me
guessing," as he would always spend a good fifteen seconds or so,
"Browsing my entire selection, his eyes darting frantically from
one thing to the next."  Some people had "Some really weird
habits," such as "Putting a coin in their mouth if I rejected it
the first time," or even "Resting their chin on their wallet, or
purse, whilst they decided what to purchase."

He said that a
sudden "Zombie or terrorist attack," would be in his "Top three
list of nightmare scenarios."  He says that he has "Seen the
films, and the first thing people do when the food runs out, is to
smash up the vending machines and steal everything," a situation
that "Fills every Magi Dispense 350 with dread."

"The thought of
all those coins spilling out onto the floor, is something we just
don't talk about."

***






French
President says that Israeli PM is a 'compulsive fryer'


Skills

French
President Nicolas Sarkozy, complimented Israeli Prime
Minister, Benjamin Netanyahu's culinary skills, during a recent
gathering of world leaders.  He said that Benjamin would
"Definitely be in his element, if he worked somewhere like
McDonalds," as he "Has got a good eye for detail," and can also
"Work well under pressure."

Benjamin is "A
man with big arms, who could easily lift at least two bags of chips
at once, maybe even three, during peak times," and "If the way he
uses his iPhone is anything go by," the Israeli would have "No
trouble at all getting to grips with the till."  In fact, he
could "Probably work unsupervised within a couple of weeks," and
maybe even "Promoted to a two-star server, before his probation
period is over."


Witty

Nicolas recounted his own, younger days working at Le Garlic
'n' Chips, where he was "Promoted to team leader very quickly," and
boasted how he "Revolutionised things, by moving the fryer nearer
the grill," so that it was possible to "Keep an eye on the
burgers and the chips, when pouring a banana milkshake."

Benjamin is "An
excellent host," but is "Clearly not a fan of Monty Python's Life
of Brian."  A fish casserole was served up for dinner, and
afterwards someone remarked "That piece of halibut was
good enough for Jehovah!"  Obama, Sarkozy and David Cameron,
"All laughed, and spent the next ten minutes listing what the
Romans did for us," whilst Benjamin, "Just sat there with a face as
long a horse."

"He was
probably more of an eat-out guy, than someone who would sit in, and
chat to his friends".

***






Nurse Ratched
is harsh and unfair

I was in the
supermarket the other day, and I was shocked and appalled, at the
amount of chocolate, sugar, and honey-based cereals on display.
 No wonder all the kids are so soft, and spoilt these days,
they are full of nothing, but Sugar Puffs, and free iPhones.

Dear Nurse Ratched

Someone keeps kicking the piles of leaves, that I have been
sweeping up outside my house.  It takes me quite a while, to
make the path look nice and tidy, and then my work is ruined.
 What should I do?

Toughen
yourself up, and stop eating Sugar Puffs for breakfast, would be my
advice.  You could put some heavy bricks under the leaves, and
hope the prankster breaks their foot.  Spike the brick with
some nails if you like, and liberally apply rat poison to the tips
of them, to spice things up.  If you don't have any nails, or
poison handy, you could steal some dirty needles from the local
homeless drug addict, instead.  Stealing is a sin, but
recreational drug takers are nearly always ugly, and I hate
homeless people anyway.  If that doesn't work, you should kill
yourself.

Dear Nurse Ratched

One of my work colleagues never, ever offers to make me a cup
of tea.  I always offer him one when I go to the kitchen, but
he never returns the favour.  What should I
do?

Your colleague
is a horrendous parasite, but you sound quite, quite pathetic.
 Put superglue on the handle of his mug, and smear washing up
liquid around the inside of it.  Wire up his chair, and
connect a small battery to the mug, so that he gets an electric
shock when he touches it.  I don't know much about
electronics, so you will have to ask the bearded man in the
hardware shop about it.  Don't stand too close to him though,
as he is probably a pervert, or a paedophile, or an HIV positive
transvestite, with AIDs.  If that doesn't work, you should
kill yourself.

***






France, my
country, is wonderful. Brits and Yanks, they steal from us.

Bonjour, I am
Pierre, and my motto is Vive la France!  France is
so amazing, that we are currently on our Fifth Republic.
 Those stupid Brits and Yankees copied us, so we went loads
better and had more revolutions than they did.  Ha!
 In my native France, I love eating pickled onions, they are
so very nice.  I have one with breakfast of croissant, red
wine, and cheese.  Sometimes, I even have TWO pickled onions.
 If I brew a pickled onion for long enough, and it looks very
handsome, I nail it to front door of house, so I am greeted by it
each time I come home from having sex in street.  You should
come visit one day, is nice.  If you are a Brit, or a Yankee,
you can't stay more than one hour in case you steal from me.

Have you seen
television?  In case you don't know, television is like radio,
but in a box with moving picture.  At first I thought it pixie
theatre, but after turning it off and on many times I never catched
pixies in middle of something, or resting.  If I was in a
pixie theatre, I would make play about having sex in street.
 Television was invented in France in 1985, and now nearly
everyone has one.  We keep the recipe a secret, so no-one else
in world has a TV, and we make them very heavy so no-one can steal
them.  If I came home to find Brit and Yankee taking Polaroid
photo of TV, to steal idea, I would bop their noses off.
 Polaroid was invented in France as well, I think in 1982 or
1923, I not really sure.

I did student
exchange with Brit school, many years ago.  They had
competition with conkers, so I entered with pickled onion.
 Pickled onion is tough, but rubbery, so they couldn't break
it no matter what they try.  I not win because pickled onion
not hard enough, but I not lose either.  I ended my year there
with no loses in conkers competition, and they bastards who not
give me medal, or scarf, or socks, for a prize.

While I was
there, someone broke into my locker many times, I think to try to
steal my pickled onions.  It was Brit school, in Brit, so it
was probably Brit thief.  I out fooled them, by keeping them
in my pockets at all times, so I can touch them, feel them, stroke
them, and then smell my fingers afterwards.  Smell is nice,
and many Brit badgers, and weasels think so too, because they
followed me.  I wondered if Brit animals are thieves, too, so
I stayed up a tree most days.

Next year, I
look forward to getting colour TV when they invented by French TV
inventors.

***






Justin
Bieber's Diary

Dear Diary

Mummy woke me
up this morning, and said that as it had now been two weeks since I
last wet the bed, I could have an extra boiled egg for breakfast as
a treat.  I asked if I could butter and cut the soldiers
myself, and she said yes.  I got up, and found my 'Three Blind
Mice' music tape, and left it playing in my tape player, whilst I
had a bath.  I had to call mummy to help me wash my hair,
because I have to use both hands to hold a flannel to my face, so
that the shampoo doesn't makes my eyes sting.

I usually have
my Coco Pops in a Winnie the Pooh bowl, but it was still in the
dishwasher, so I used one of the grown up bowls that Daddy uses.
 The grown up spoons are still too big for me, so I used one
of my plastic crocodile ones, instead.  When I had finished I
looked down at my bib, and saw that I had managed to eat the whole
bowl without spilling anything.

Later on,
during the day, I went upstairs to my bedroom and looked at my
naughty notebook.  Sometimes, when I am angry and upset, I
will open this notebook and write down the naughty words that I
wouldn't dare say out loud, over and over again.  Two days
ago, Mummy wouldn't let me go out and play in the garden, because
it was getting dark.  I had left my afternoon banana out there
by accident, but Mummy said it was too dangerous to go out there
now, as a fox might be sniffing around.  I screamed really
loudly, and went upstairs and wrote 'poo' in my naughty
notebook.

When I am
angry, I press down really hard with my crayons, but after half a
page I will calm down, and sharpen it again so it still looks nice
on my bookshelf.

***






Butter knives
feeling neglected by serial killers


Rivalry

A
cutlery-drawer war, is currently brewing in domestic kitchens as a
whole slew of butter knives are now realising that when it comes to
the weapon of choice for murderers, they are not going to be chosen
any time soon.  Describing the situation as "Totally unfair,"
and even "Just another form of racism," the butter knives just want
"A bit of fun, now and again."

Although butter
knives are generally "Easy going, and down to earth," and that "We
would probably turn it down anyway," they just want homicidal
maniacs, jilted lovers, and neglected teenagers to know that "It's
still nice to be asked, once in a while."  One side of the
debate has centred around the fact that, “Murder doesn't
always have to involve stabbing, thrusting, and/or slashing," as a
"Well-placed blob of butter, margarine, or lemon curd can be used
to block up even the largest of nostrils."


Others

Not everyone is
sympathetic to the plight of the butter knives, as tin openers of
various types say, "We are gobsmacked, at the arrogance of our
non-pointy cousins," and "I would leap at the chance to be used to
slowly pry off the top of someone's skull."  The Christmas
period is a "Time of real jealousy these days," as carving knives
are "Dusted down, and sharpened" in preparation of
"Slicing, dicing and even hacking," an event for which "No-one else
even gets a look in."

A set of wooden
spoons has said "Killing is old hat to us, our ancestors were doing
it with sticks, and spears a couple of millenia ago."  The
metal implements responded with "Whatever you say, Pops.  Not
even the emos will bother trying to slit their wrists with you
guys."

***






Princess Diana
speaks from heaven

Hello there, Earthlings, it's the former Queen of Hearts
here.  First of all, can I just say that if anyone calls me
Di, Diana, or uses any of my previous names, and titles, from my
mortal era, I’ll be waiting for you at the Pearly Gates when you
finally cop it.  Me, and St. Peter, although we got off to a
rocky start, are good pals now.  He lets me out for a cheeky
fag, and I let him fondle my tiara on the way back in.  He
gets all the good gossip, and he has such a nice bum as well.  Anyway, just drop all the soppy
names that the journalists at The Daily Express, and all the other
shit rags, started using after they chased me down that French
tunnel.  Those journos, with their cocaine parties, and witty
headlines think they are smart, but boy have they got a shock
coming to them when they come up here.

For a while,
life was tough up here in the sky, with the big, invisible man
constantly talking from under my bed.  I tried to get a
society going to clear up landmines, or to visit starving children
so I could condescendingly pat them on the head, before retiring to
my trailer for a white wine spritzer, and a spray of Christian
Dior.  Unfortunately, poverty and war don't exist up here, so
I had to reinvent myself like that Ginger Spice girl with the
massive tits tried to do, when she left The Spice Girls.
 Money and time are practically infinite up here, which is a
damn good job because that £17 million divorce settlement is still
holed up in some bank vault.  I went and forgot me bleedin'
PIN number as well, I am such a ditzy sometimes!

No doubt you’re
all dying (little afterlife joke for y'all there) to know what
happened that night in France, and to ask whether Dodi looked buff
when walking around after having a shower, and to know how many
cotton buds Charlie needed to clean out those big, ugly ears of
his.  I would love to answer those questions, and to tell all
my adoring fans that I am fine, and not to worry, but time is
getting short.  Already I am fading, and being drawn back to
the light in the sky.

Actually that's
bollocks.  St Peter is making 'honk honk' signals with his
hands again.  It's chinwag and fag time again, yippee!

***






Rich Americans
brace themselves for Ricky Gervais onslaught


Golden


Controversial funny man Ricky Gervais, has been given the
green light to host the upcoming Golden Globes awards.
 Described in the past as "A ceremony of shite," the awards
have experienced "A breath of fresh air," ever since Gervais first
hosted them, two years ago.  Most actors these days have
"Spent too long eating their filtered M&Ms," and Gervais is
ready to "Kick them in the shins, for a bit."

The star first
got into comedy at the age of five, by hiding his grandmother's
walking stick and refusing to give it back, until she "Promised to
release Hansel and Gretel."  Friends and family have often
described him as "A right piss-taking little shit," but that his
"Infectious, squealing laugh and loveable beard make up for
it."


Fear

Some stars are
actively worried, with Gwyneth Paltrow saying she will be "Insuring
my ego," because she knows that "After thanking all my cats," she
will not be "In any state to handle Gervais, asking if I am wearing
a wig."  Speaking about her award-winning crying performance,
whilst collecting a winning award at the Acadamy Awards in 1999,
she said the emotional scars "Still haven't healed, yet," and that
despite plenty of scrubbing "The tears still haven't washed out of
that pink dress."

Gervais
recalled a stand-out memory of his previous hosting of the Golden
Globe awards, saying "At one point I noticed an old, withered man
near the front."  The man was "Laughing, and laughing," but
"Looked like a homeless guy, who had managed to sneak in."

"Turns out it
was Robert de Niro."

***






Boris Johnson
hails the toast sandwich revolution


Eat

Boris Johnson,
whispy-haired buffoon and current mayor of London, has revealed
that he "Really, bloody likes, a nice toast sandwich," as they are
"So cheap, and easy to make," that "Even an Australian could do
it."  Johnson revealed that, years ago he would "Regularly
have a cheese and pickle sandwich," but he always struggled, when
it came to "Cutting the cheese properly."  Spreading the
pickle was no easier, as "I always got it all over my hands, for
some reason," and inevitably the "Whole damn lot would fall apart,
the moment I tried to pick it up."

After recently
reading about the toast sandwich recipe by Isabella Beeton, he
"Immediately popped to the kitchen to try it out."  Once
he learned that Isabella had been dead for 150 years, he said "I
suppose that means meeting her, is out of the question then?"


More

Boris says that
his time in Eton, a posh boarding school for wankers, was "Well
spent," as "I really got to know my way, around the kitchen."
 This knowledge was borne out as he "Rapidly perfected the
recipe," after making his way through "A mere four loaves of bread,
as part of the learning process."

Boris is
equally excited to try other simple recipes by Isabella, as "A
carrot on a stick has a wonderful sound to it, it’s earthy, it’s
warm and it’s what me, and my pals liked to shove up each other's
arses at Eton, after lights out."  He later advised that "It
would go really well with a mug of water actually."

"If I can get
some cheese and pickle going with this sandwich, it would be
great."

***






Horoscopes
with Beauty Baggins

Hey ho,
everyone.  My garden is chock full of leaves, and the wife
keeps asking me to clear them up.  Thing is, I have developed
a kind of phobia about what might be under the leaves, and I am
scared to tread on them.  It will always be something nasty,
like a slug, or a dead pigeon.  No-one ever finds a winning
lottery ticket, or an unopened tub of honey roasted peanuts in the
garden.

Pisces, Taurus, Gemini

A power cut is
imminent in your area, so you should go out and buy a torch, or
two, in preparation for it.  Don't worry about having useless,
excess torches left over afterwards though - placed strategically
around your garden, they make ideal leaning posts for your garden
gnomes, when they come to life each night.

Cancer, Leo, Scorpio

If you have any
amateur palaeontologists in your family, you should
invite them round for tea.  Buy some yellow jelly, mix it up
and stick a dead fly, or other insect, in the middle of it.
 Present this to your scientist-in-training, and see if they
start waffling on about dinosaur DNA trapped in amber.
 Remember to record it, for future YouTube hilarity.

Capricorn, Aquarius, Libra

Next time you
go for a haircut, ask the chatty barber if you can have all the
hair that is on the floor.  Once you have a sackful, divide it
up and fill numerous smaller plastic bags with the hair.  Hey
presto!  You now have portable hairbags that can save you from
certain death, if you fall off a chair, or get hit by a car whilst
running across the road.

Virgo, Sagittarius, Aries

Aunt Mable will
be popping round unexpectedly, this week.  Make sure
you clean the place up, and throw away all those empty pizza boxes,
you know what a house-proud old witch she is.  Probably best
if you leave one, small cobweb in the corner though - if she
doesn't have something to complain about, the shock might kill her.
 Use this information, as you see fit.

***






Ghadaffi's son
surrenders, after running out of Coco Pops


Found

Colonel
Gaddafi's son, Saif al-Islam, has surrendered peacefully in Libya
after "Getting fed up with surviving on that Muesli shit," and
because "I really miss the awesome bacon, and egg, sandwiches that
Dad used to make me, every morning."  Saif, who had been
hiding a cave, said that being outdoors "Was good fun at first,"
but after a while "I started to feel like Stig of the
Dump," especially when "My deodorant started to run
out."

Recent media
reports stated that Saif was captured, but he said "That's a load
of old bobbins," as the rebels are "Nothing more than a bunch of
cowboys."  More than once, he would be "Hiding under a
blanket, like the hobbits did in Lord of the Rings," when some
rebel soldiers would "Walk right past me, usually talking about Kim
Kardashian," and Saif would "Just lie there, munching on a Twix
until they went away."


More

Saif had access
to a large stockpile of goodies, but "I’ve always had a bit of a
sweet tooth," which meant that "None of the fun stuff lasted as
long as it should have."  Each week, he looked forward to
opening a new box of cereal, but "The free toys aren't as good as
they were in the 1980s.  It used to be Star Wars, and GI Joe
stuff, but now it's all Jelly Tots, and Toy Story," and he was
disappointed to see that "The chocolate wagon wheels are smaller
than I remember."

Saif also
admitted that, one of the reasons he handed himself in was that "It
gets really dusty out there," and compared the desert climate to
"Living on the bloody moon."  He tried to keep himself
entertained but "My iPhone screen reflects the sun too much," so he
"Really struggled with Angry Birds."  Also, he heard a rumour
that "Apple's batteries might explode in the heat."

"My Ugg Boots
are in tatters, as well."

***







Heroic pigeon saves
squirrel


Sacrifice

In the early
hours of Saturday morning, a squirrel was saved from certain death,
thanks to the selfless actions of a passing pigeon.  The
pigeon said "Yeah, I was just fluttering around as you do, and
making sure me nest was in order, 'cos I’m a bit house proud ya
see, and I don't likes any mess in me house.  After a hard day
of buggering about on top of roofs, and trees, the last thing I
need is a nest chock full of muck, and nonsense.  I once fell
asleep on top of some strawberry Hubba Bubba, and it made a right
bloody mess of my plumage.  No siree, that ain’t happening to
me, again."

"Anyway, I looked down, and I saw this furry red thing with a
bushy tail looking a bit distressed.  I thoughts to meself
'that looks like a squirrel, that does' and when I got closer, I
could see that I was right: it was a bloody squirrel!  The poor little blighter didn't know
if he was coming, or going, right, so I thought I may as well help
him out.  I used to be in the Flying Rats Corp. and so I knew
all about squirrels - right nervous buggers they are, I tell you.
 Beautiful old tails they 'ave, but mad as a box of frogs most
of the time, if you will excuse me for being quite so
frank."


Professional
actions 

"I goes down to
the squirrel, and he was stammering and yammering on about not
being able to find his nut store, and then he was fretting about if
he had left the gas on.  I managed to calm him down, by doing
that trick that Crocodile Dundee did, in that Crocodile Dundee
film.  You know the one, right, where he got that bloody great
water buffalo to bugger off out of the road, so they could all go
and watch that silly blonde tart get eaten by a crocodile.
 Anyway, after a while, this squirrel settled down, had a
think about where he was, and then he remembered where everything
was."

"I was about to
compliment him on his nice tail, when he just turned and ran off!
 Twat didn't even thank me."

***






Steve 'stone
cold' Austin finally gets central heating installed

Steve Austin
here, and I want to tell you about a man who recently entered my
life, and changed things forever. Life is pretty cold in my ice
palace these days, and I was sat down at breakfast eating a bowl of
Coco Pops ice cream, when there was a knock at my door. I got up to
answer it – I was wearing shorts, and I lost a few layers of skin,
because my legs were stuck frozen, to the chair – and this guy in a
suit was standing there, on my doorstep, looking at me with real
intensity. His name badge stated that he was Jeff, from a company
called ‘Radiators and Warmth 2 Go’ and I will never forgot the
moment he opened his mouth to say, “Hi, my name is Jeff, and I work
for a company called Radiators and Warmth 2 Go.”

I usually have
to put down a rubber mat for visitors, so that they don’t slip
around on the icy floor, but not for this guy. He had done his
research, and had brought his own pair of spiked shoes, something
that impressed me a great deal, because it showed he cared about
the customer, and I like that a lot. He then showed me a little
slideshow presentation of what his company does, how long they have
been in business, and a lot more besides. There was even a cartoon
mascot, and when it got to the last few slides, where the cute
little mite was pulling faces, and doing goofy poses, I was
literally rolling around on the floor, laughing. Once that was all
done, he got right down to business and out came the laminated
brochure, and samples of the products.

It took me a
good three hours or so to make my final choice, because he had so
many samples for me to play around with. He had cross-sections of
the radiators, pieces of the supply pipes, and even a selection of
taps! I had great fun poking my finger all around the insides of
the radiators, playing peek-a-boo with the pipes, and using the
taps as juggling balls. Me, and Jeff had a complete whale of a
time, and I have been as snug as a bug in a rug, ever since it was
all installed.

Hey, that last
bit rhymes. Maybe it’s time to change my name.

***






REM announce
split after candy snack fall out


Break

REM have
sensationally announced that they are splitting up, after falling
out over an argument about M&Ms, whilst en-route to a 7-11 shop
in Australia.

Michael Stipes’
mother was in tears as she told us, “He’s always taken his
nibble-snacks very seriously, and this was the straw, that broke
the camel’s back.  He sent me a text message, saying that
Peter Buck had stolen all the yellow ones, which were his
favourite.  It turned out that it was all a joke, and someone
had just painted them a different colour, but by then the damage
was done.  He’s going to go back to writing nursery rhymes,
and spend some time watching the episodes of CSI that I have been
recording for him.”


Origins

REM originally
formed in 1975, after meeting in a long queue at a local
supermarket.  The tills weren’t working properly, and Stipes
started singing “Why are we waiting, we are suffocating,” to
alleviate the boredom.  Some of the other customers started
tapping their feet, and humming along and BINGO! – history was
made.  They first started out doing cover versions of Little
Bo Peep, and Mary Had a Little Lamb, but once they sacked Stipes’
niece as their manager, they developed into a grittier, harder rock
band.

Asked if he had
any regrets, Stipes said “Sort of, but not really.  I dunno,
it’s all very emotional right now.  I remember when Bill Berry
quit, we never thought we would ever recover, because he was the
only one who had a spinner board for our Twister games.  We
were really upset, and when we went round his house and threw eggs
at his bedroom window, he didn’t even come out or anything. 
He always was a bit of a pussy.”

***






Scientists
discover ‘faster than the speed of shark’ penguin


Fast

Scientists at
Sea World in Florida have been left baffled, and overjoyed, after
they discovered that one their penguins in the penguin enclosure,
in the Penguin Quarter of the Polar Bears, Penguins and Sea Lions
section, managed to swim faster than a shark not just once, but a
staggering fifteen thousand bajillion times.

A scientist
with a neat selection of pens in his breast pocket, and a
‘Pepparami, it’s a bit of an animal!’ baseball cap on his head,
told us “Oh mate, it was well mad yeah, we sent this penguin on an
errand to tell his wife to STFU, and, no word of a lie right, he
was back before any of us could even blink.  We weren’t sure
if he did it properly, yeah, but after we checked that his bit of
skirt was back putting the washing out like she ought to be doing,
we knew he was the real deal, yeah.  Every bloody day she’s
putting her arse about, and asking for a massage, right, but hats
off to the fella, he has finally got her to behave herself.”


Info

The speed of
shark has been used as a measure of swimming speed since 1956, when
Donald Shark, the famous sharkologist, became the first person to
break the sound barrier, in a shark-shaped dingy in the Dead Sea.
 Shortly after paddling back to shore, Donald was asked by a
reporter why he chose the Dead Sea for his record attempt, and
Donald famously replied “Because I live right next door to it, you
arse-faced pillock.”

He wasn’t one
to suffer fools gladly.

***






Sport Report -
England beat Romanian orphans at rugby

Taking a break
from fox hunting, and polishing bowler hats this weekend, the
England rugby team all squeezed into a taxi, and popped over to a
Romanian orphanage to challenge some kids to a game of rugby kicks,
and handshakes.  Neither team managed to score in 105 minutes
of tense to-and-fro gameplay, but when the bell went in the 18th
round, the judges awarded a unanimous points victory to Queen
Victoria's well-behaved, and thoroughly pleasant chaps.

The referee, a
part-time student from the North Pole, had forgotten to bring his
whistle, and so had to make do with the kazoo that he had been
carrying in his pocket.  This caused some confusion at first,
because the kazoo is a centrepiece on the Romanian flag, so for the
first fifteen minutes of the game, the Romanians were following the
ref around, and saluting him whenever he tried to blow for either a
foul, or just because he liked the noise it makes.

England had a
try disallowed, because the ref was blowing in the wrong end of his
stick, and the umpire was having a chin-wag with a fan in a
wheelchair, who had just won a Sudoku competition to see Justin
Bieber live in his backgarden.  At half-time, the England team
made some cucumber sandwiches for the confused Romanians, who had
never seen bread before, and they proceeded to stuff them down
their socks to use as shinpads.  Johnny Wilkinson thought this
was hilarious, and so he took some pictures on his iPhone, and sent
them to his mum.  His mother owns a crockery factory, and she
plans on making some commemorative dinner plate sets to celebrate
the moment, and they will be available via postal order in the back
of The Sunday Times.  Mentioning 'The sun never sets on the
British Empire' somewhere in your order, will get you a 10%
discount.

During the
post-match press conference, Johnny Wilkinson stated that the
Romanian's inability to teach the England players how to speak the
Romanian language, in ten easy steps, justified any NATO
intervention that might occur sometime in the future.

***






Michael
Jackson's last visit to Irish pub; slurred speech, delusions of
grandeur


Fun

Revelations of
Michael Jackson’s last visit to his favourite Irish-themed pub,
have emerged over the last few days.  The singer, described as
“Just a regular Joe, propping up the bar whenever he came in,” was
in high spirits at McMurphy’s, which is just round the corner from
his Neverland Ranch in California.  Pub owner Max Maxwell
Maxly said “He came in here most Fridays, when he was in the
area.  As soon as he stepped over the line into this place, he
was a different person.  Off came the mask, and all that
bullshit about saving dolphins went out the window.  His
concierge would ring ahead, so we could start pouring his favourite
Guinness tipple before he got here.  That stuff takes a good
twenty minutes to settle, and Jackson liked it be to ready when he
arrived.”

Numerous other
revellers at McMurphy’s said Jackson was “A whole lot of fun,” and
“One of us, he never tried to skip a round.”  John Flagon said
“On that last night, he was on top form as usual.  Brussel
sprouts always gave him bad wind, and he had eaten a whole bag of
them for lunch.  At around 10pm, his guts were moving, and he
was up on the table with some guys who were lighting each other’s
farts.  Jackson quite literally blew them away, it was
spectacular and hilarious.  When he asked us if his face was
starting to melt, he really brought the house down.”


Secrets

Jackson wasn’t
afraid of talking about his private life, and he described Lisa
Marie Presley as having “A great ass,” but “Couldn’t Moonwalk for
shit.”  Macaulay Culkin was apparently “An annoying little
shit,” and he only allowed him to appear in his music video,
because he “Was real good with computers, and often fixed things up
when I got a virus.”

Max Maxwell
Maxly emotionally told us “He really was the greatest performer the
world has ever seen.  We all miss him.”

***






Drunken ewok
rant claim, that Mark Hammill is a racist dick


Abuse

An actor who
played one of the ewoks in George Lucas' cult classic film 'Star
Wars' reeled off an expletive-laden rant against Mark Hammill, at a
recent Ewok Banjoree.  The actor, a 57-year old Irish
leprechaun known as Shamus McGovern, had been drinking heavily for
most of the day, and claimed that Hammill often called him an
"Irish waste of space," and once said "If I ever found your pot of
gold, I would shit in it," after McGovern hid in a cupboard, and
jumped out whilst wearing Princess Leia's gold bikini.

Hammill often
made anti-Irish comments within earshot of McGovern, saying it was
a "Nation full of warthogs," and that if Alec Guinness went there
"He would probably be made president, because they like his
surname."


Controversy

This isn't the
first time that Hammill has been criticised for his behaviour.
 During a promotional visit to the 1980 Olympics in Russia,
Hammill held up a syringe and said "These are not the 'roids you’re
looking for," whilst addressing some American athletes.  When
the athletes complained, Hammill responded saying they "Should get
a sense of humour," and then added "Some of the female athletes,
look like they probably have a penis."

When asked who
shot first out of Han Solo and Greedo, Hammill just said "Who
really gives a shit?" and that he "Gets fed up with fat weirdos,
asking me if I have a land speeder in my garage."  The best
part of the films, he says, were "When I got to see Carrie Fisher
sunbathing on top of her trailer," because "She looks great, and
loved a beer and a smoke in the evenings."

***






Freddie
Mercury's 'I want to break free' bra, sold at charity auction


Fortunes

The bra that
Freddie Mercury, the lead singer of rock band Queen, wore in the
video of the song 'I want to break free' has sold for a staggering
£1.5 million, at a charity auction in Oxfordshire.  The bra is
"Just an ordinary thing, none of that Wonderbra nonsense," and
"Isn't as yellowed, or stained, as much as you would expect."
 The bidding was slow, and cautious at first, but once the
momentum started building, "There was no stopping it."  In
true Queen fashion, the atmosphere was "Merry and gay," though
"Brian May was a miserable bastard as usual," and once the bidding
finished he "Stormed out in a huff."

Curator John
Mouse told us, "Brian was really pissed off, because an earlier
auction for his hair net, only sold for about £8k.  The cheap
git was bidding in 50p increments for a while, but once the price
got past £10k he just sat there in a huff, and sulked until the bra
was sold.  Then he ran out, and nearly knocked over a table of
Smarties and hairspray, that he asked to be setup for him."


Jealousy

Since the
breakup of Queen in 1991, May has struggled to establish himself as
a solo artist, and his debut single ‘Hair Today, Gone Tommorrow’
was a complete flop.  His solo album, ‘Life without an Alice
band’ was hotly anticipated, but was slated on release, and barely
made an impact anywhere.  It was a hit in Germany, where it
got to the number two spot, outsold only by a David Hasslehoff
greatest hits release.

May then made a
move into film, and was the stunt double for Rapunzel in the film
Rapunzel: The Revenge.  May broke his collar bone when he fell
out of the tower during the famous ‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel, let down
your hair’ scene, and Dolph Lundgren was brought in as a
replacement.

***






Sport report -
Magnificant England smash sweaty Scots

England once
again smashed Scotland to pieces on the world stage at Eden Park,
which is a place somewhere in the Southern Hemisphere.  After
checking that none of the players had their mobile phones turned
on, the ref started the match and right from the start the Scots
struggled to spell their names correctly.  Johnny Wilkinson's
request to go to the toilet was denied, as there were no male
teachers to escort him.

The Scots did
their traditional Haggis Haka dance, just before the game kicked
off, and an intimidated England countered this by playing Angry
Birds, to psyche themselves up for the epic clash.  Wilkinson,
who learnt to shave for the very first time the night before, was
on top form and didn't drop the baton once.  He forced two
double-faults from the opposition, and the crowd went wild with
applause and adulation.

During
half-time, the Scottish captain apologised to the referee for
forgetting his thermos flask, and had to make do with just plain
water from the tap.  The England players presented the ref
with a picture of Buckingham Palace, and a sonnet dedicated to
Prince William and Kate Middleton, all wrapped up in a pretty red
bow.

After the
match, Wilkinson thanked his mum for "Ironing his boxer shorts,"
the night before, and "Leaving them on the radiator, so they were
warm when I put them on this morning."  Martin Johnson left
before the match finished, as he was going to be late for a Les
Dawson look-a-like competition, but posted a congratulations
message on Facebook.

***






Beauty Baggins
is the horoscope man

Hiya, peeps.
 It's been jolly hot in England for the last week or so, and
it's been absolute bliss.  Me, and the missus have been sat
out on the sundeck, soaking up the rays and having snoozes in the
sun.  I tend to dribble in my sleep, so I kept waking up with
dry, crusty stuff round my mouth.

Pisces, Taurus, Gemini

Lollies are
usually good for hot weather, but for you ugly lot, they are bad
news.  Some pleb accidentally poured aniseed mixture into a
huge vat at the lolly factory, so expect to be chased by packs of
dogs if you lick too many of them this week.  Mind you, if you
like having your legs humped by dachshunds, feel free to carry on.
 Licking luscious lollies lying lazily... nah, sod it.

Cancer, Leo, Scorpio

I once tried to
build a kid's playhouse out of sweetcorn, and it was going great
until my son had a friend round.  The little shit was from a
vegetarian family, and he ate most of it, so if you are having any
children's parties, don't build anything out of food.

Capricorn, Aquarius, Libra

You lot are a
right load of miserable gits lately.  Do you have
double-glazing windows?  You do?  Quick, SMASH IT ALL
IMMEDIATELY.  See how fun that was?  Now, do it your
neighbour's houses as well, and they will either join in the fun,
or be as miserable as you were before you started having fun.

Virgo, Sagittarius, Aries

Salmon is expensive, right?  Get some bacon, paint it
pink, and now you can make a fortune flogging it as salmon to mad
old people, who have lost their sense of taste.  What's that?
 Look, I don't know what paint you can use, and I don't really
care either.  Do I have to
organise everything these
days?

***






Danish fat tax
is 'an insult to the American people'


Anger

President Obama
lashed out at the recently introduced Danish tax on fat things, as
"Akin to a declaration of war, on 75% of the American population,"
which is "Pretty heavy, if you’ll excuse the pun."  Obama also
said that he is holding meetings in the war office, and is due to
talk with lawyers at the UN.  "We’ve got a lot on our plate
right now, if you’ll excuse the pun."

When asked
about the possibility of launching attacks from UAV drones, the
Pentagon said "No scone is being left unturned," and "Every
military department wants their bit of the pie, if you’ll excuse
the pun."


Eat

Former Republican pin-up girl Sarah Palin, said "The Tea
Party says NO to all taxes, especially ones that make our BBQs more
expensive," and "Every dog has his day, if you’ll excuse the pun.
 No, wait, I got that wrong, gosh darn it.  These jelly
babies are giving me such a sugar
rush."

Chris Christie,
a tubby Republican who is campaigning to be the president of the
state of Cadbury, was nonchalant about the news, and joked "This is
discrimination on a huge scale, but not as huge as me on the
bathroom scales."  He then went on to say "Whatever happens,
America will win, because we’re the best at everything," and with a
twinkle in his eye, added "Especially at bad buns.  I mean
puns."

Chris then
excused himself as he had to find his "Yoghurt mat.  Sorry, I
meant Yoga."

***






Your fortunes
with Beauty Baggins

How do, there.
 The weather 'tis starting to get chilly in my corner of the
globe, and the cold saved me from a nasty happenstance when I was
putting out the rubbish the other morning.  I
accidentally trod in some cat sick, and it was only the fear of
frozen tootsies that made me put shoes on, instead of going out
barefoot.  I hope the feline wretch caught frostbite, and died
a painful death.

Pisces, Taurus, Gemini

Go to the local
stationary shop, and buy some red crepe paper.  Invite some
vegan friends round for lunch, and make them a sandwich using the
paper as a filling.  See if they notice the difference,
between the paper and the usual 'bacon substitute' nonsense they
buy in the supermarket.  If you don't live near a stationary
shop, steal some from a local school or something.

Cancer, Leo, Scorpio

Stock up on big
potatoes this week, if you can.  Not only are they an
excellent source of carbohydrates, and an ideal meal accompaniment
for unimaginative chefs, but they also serve as an ideal substitute
for sandbags, during any unexpected out-of-season floods that may
or not be occurring this week.

Capricorn, Aquarius, Libra

Put the kettle
on, and make yourself a cup of tea.  Okay, now sit down.
 Peckish?  Of course, grab a couple of biscuits then.
 For goodness sake, have a bloody carrot or something, if you
are out of biscuits.  Right then, next time you go shopping
make sure you get the decent blu-tac.  I nicked a blob of the
cheap guff you got last time, and all me posters fell down within
the week.

Virgo, Sagittarius, Aries

Judges look
awesome, and powerful, in those white wig things they wear, so I
recommend that you acquire your own one somehow.  As a last
resort, you could possibly make one out of toilet rolls, and old
newspaper.  If you ever have a disciplinary meeting with HR,
then this wig can come in handy, because it will give you an extra
bit of clout.  Most HR employees are clueless, so they will
think you know all about the law and stuff.  Try to avoid
banging on the desk whilst shouting "Hang the bastard!" 'cos it
might ruin the effect, like.

***






Nurse Ratched
helps out

It's me again,
y'all.  Hope you are keeping well, and that you remember my
name properly - Ratched.  Not Ratchy, not Ratty, and certainly
not Ratatouille.  If I catch anyone using a nickname for
me, I will burn your house down, and record it for YouTube, so your
relatives can watch it.

Dear Nurse Ratched

The boy next door keeps on jumping over the garden fence, and
stealing the apples from my apple tree.  His parents won't
stop him from doing it.  What should I do?

You need to get
tough, and put some spikes on the fence, so that he cuts his balls
and rips himself a nice new arsehole next time he climbs over.
 You also have the option of injecting cyanide into the
apples, or maybe even somehow inserting ground glass into them.
 Don't ask me how that would work, I'm just the nurse and
moral arbiter.  If that doesn't work, you should kill
yourself.

Dear Nurse Ratched

The person next to me at work keeps borrowing my stapler,
without asking.  I have advised him that he should submit a
stationery request form for his own stapler, but he doesn't listen.
 What should I do?

I recommend
taking a car battery into work, and using some electrodes to hook
it up to the stapler so he gets an electric shock.  You could
also try modifying a cigarette lighter, and putting it inside
the stapler, so that it sets fire to the paper and the man's hand,
and scars him for life.  If you put super glue on it, he won't
be able to let go and he may even burn to death as a bonus.
 If that doesn't work, you should kill yourself.

***






I'm a
guitarist, and I hate drummers because they are idiots

Hi, my name is
Dave Grouch, and I am the lead guitarist for a band called Maximum
Underdog. If there is one thing that I cannot stand, it's a crap
drummer.  It's not a hard job, you just sit there on a stool,
smashing some sticks on the bongo things.  Occasionally, you
might have to hit a cymbal.  Big deal.  Anyone can be a
drummer, so there is no excuse for being rubbish at it.  If
you are the drummer in a band, you are probably an idiot, and there
is a good chance that the lead guitarist hates you.  You
should try having a bath, once in a while.  With any luck, you
might even drown.

Our drummer is
an embarrassment.  He is really ugly.  He has
stupidly hairy arms.  He doesn't have any rhythm.
 At all.  He wears tracksuit bottoms, but doesn't do
any exercise.  He has a beard, but isn't Santa Claus.
 He asked for a recipe book for his birthday.  He can't
cook for shit, so we got him a second-hand Rubix cube, instead: he
hasn't got a clue what to do with it.  He is an idiot, and he
can't even play the drums properly.  I say again: being a
drummer isn't a hard job.  Playing a guitar is hard, because
there is lots to remember.  You need to know about chords.
 And riffs.  And other stuff.  Drummers don't need
to know shit, and that is why they are morons.

When I was
younger, I had to stay indoors to practice.  I couldn't go
out.  Playing a guitar is hard, it requires practice.
 You can practice playing the drums whilst taking a dump.
 Take a pencil in with you, and tap on your knees.
 That's it.  You will probably stab yourself at some
point.  Because you are a drummer.  Which means you are
stupid.  Your job is easy, yet you manage to stab your knees
when you practice.  You are a burden on everyone else, because
they have to make sure you aren't trying to eat the speakers.
 Or unblock your ears with the drumsticks.  Or doing
Chinaman impressions with the cymbals, halfway through a set.

We chose the
name 'Maximum Underdog' after seeing a photo of the singer in bed
with a massive, fat girl.  She looked like an idiot, and was
probably a drummer.

***






Gaddafi
captured, and killed, in adventure playground


Pipes

Libya's Col
Muammar Gaddafi was captured, and then accidentally killed, during
a tussle in an adventure playground, it was revealed yesterday.
 Gaddafi, who apparently "Loved hiding in pipes," was playing
with some friends in a local children's play area, when "Some
bigger kids came along, and wanted to join in."  Gaddafi
wasn't usually one "To let people ruin his fun," so he "Put on
his favourite red robe," and "Politely asked them to go away."

Gaddafi
initially refused to let them in at all, but then said that "They
could use the slides, if they wanted," but aren't to "Go anywhere
near the swings."  One of the other kids was especially
disappointed, because "I had a French exchange student staying
with me," and he had been hoping to "Show him the newly installed
roundabout."


Allergy

Although fond
of playgrounds in general, Gaddafi hasn't liked slides ever since
suffering a panic attack a few years ago.  It was his first
time at The Blue Lagoon Water Park, and he "Made a bee-line for The
Black Hole slide, the moment he got there."  The attending
lifeguard told Gaddafi that "Although you exceed the minimum height
requirements, military uniform isn't suitable swimming gear."
 Gaddafi ignored the lifeguard, and "Jumped in, head first."
 A friend later said that "We don't know what happened to him,
on the way down," but when he emerged at the bottom, Gaddafi was
"As white as a ghost."

The Libyan
leader has been fond of pipes ever since he was a kid.  When
he was nine years old, he was given a hamster as a pet, and would
"Construct elaborate mazes for it, out of toilet rolls."  A
few months later, the hamster escaped and was never found.
 This made him very sad, and ever since then "He has tried to
live the life of a hamster."

"Dying in a
pipe, is the way he would’ve wanted to go."

***






Casserole dish
looking forward to a new challenge


Contemplative

A
cream-coloured casserole dish has described itself as "Feeling
upbeat," and "Dead serious, about tackling something a bit more
exotic in future."  The dish, which was received as
a Christmas present from an old aunt in Canada, told us "At first,
life was great and stress free.  I would go in the oven, sit
there for 45 minutes on gas mark 7, and then come out again, and
everything would be dished up.  It was all hunky dory."
 However, this continued humdrum existence was simply not
enough for the Deluxe Easy Wipe kitchen utensil.  "After a
while, I got fed up.  I would come out of the cupboard,
wondering if I would be doing a soufflé, or maybe even
being used as an impromptu punch bowl, but no.  It was always
two jars of Uncle Bens cheese and tomato pasta bake sauce, and a
bag of quick-cook penne pasta."

Despite all
this time spent taking it easy, the dish admits that "I’ve learnt a
lot over the years," and that at first "Everything was an
adventure."  "Making a casserole is no easy task," because
"You have to make sure that everything is cooked through, properly.
 Once that oven door closes, you’re on your own.  That
damned gas flame is like a machine, it just churns the heat out,
without even so much as a by your leave.  It's
relentless."


Optimistic

The dish has
plenty of tall stories to tell.  "This one time, just as
everything was about to be put into the oven, a family friend
unexpectedly turned up for dinner.  There was a big rush to
cram in extra bits of sausage, broccoli and pasta in, and
I did the best I could given the circumstances.  Once it all
started heating up, and bubbling away I did my level best to keep
everything in, but by the end of it I had sauce dribbling all down
my sides.  Believe me, it took a lot of soaking and scrubbing
to get me back into shape, but, well, that's just an expected cost
of doing business."

Looking to the
future, the dish wants to "Branch out a bit," and has a "Good idea
of what I want to do, I’ve been bouncing some ideas off of
the colander.  I wouldn't mind starting off with some
basic frying, just a few bits of bacon, and maybe an egg or two.
 I’m large enough to deal with it easily enough, and I reckon
I could move onto sausages within a couple of weeks."

"Baking a
wedding cake is my ultimate dream, though.  That, or a
pizza".

***






North Pole
elves claim, that Santa is 'worse than Hitler'


Conditions

Documents
released by Wikileaks have revealed that all is not well up at the
North Pole, with Santa Claus being described as "A slave driver,"
and a "Real arrogant son of a bitch," by his employees.
 Although commonly regarded as the world's greatest
philanthropist, Santa Claus is "Typical of someone who managed to
come up with only one good idea, in their entire life," and has
been "Milking it for all it's worth, ever since."

Head elf Erika
Layla, said "Every year it's the same, all of us working long
shifts in the run up to Christmas.  His popularity has really
gone to his head, and he has been unbearable ever since people
started leaving mince pies, and wine out for him."
 Depression, and loneliness are rife in the Grotto, with
"Everyone's ears drooping by the end of the day," and some of the
workers even go so far as to "Wish we had all been born as dwarves,
instead."


Perspective

Santa's wife
hit back at the accusations, saying "His main priority, is making
sure the kids have a great Christmas," and that "He spends the
entire night emptying his sacks, yet still comes back home for a
nice snuggle.  As far as I’m concerned, he can do what he
wants."  She conceded that "Maybe he is a bit too
fond of riding the reindeer late at night," but then
again "Every man has his Achilles heel.  His is just
higher up. It don't half make a bloody mess of his trousers,
though."

Equally
scandalous charges were made against the tooth fairy recently,
after it was revealed that improved dental hygiene, has meant that
demand for her services has waned in recent years.  She was
accused of trying to drum up extra business by "Crapping in
people's mouths as they slept," so that they had "Really shitty
breath in the morning."

"There is no
tooth to these allegations," she said.  "Someone is making a
mountain, out of a molar hill."

***






Man stung
during bee escape chaos


Curiosity

At least one
man suffered a painful sting, when "A bee landed on my arm, and
used its arse to stick something sharp in me," during an incident
at a bee factory, in Kent.  The man, a postal worker from
Cambridge, was being shown around the factory, when he "Noticed a
weird buzzing noise, coming from a box," and decided to take a look
inside, because he thought that "It was someone's phone that had
been left on vibrate."  Upon opening the box, the postal
worker got "The shock of his life," when a large number
of Apis mellifera bees flew out, and started "Flying around,
and around."

"It was like a
scene from a film," the wide-eyed Cambridge resident told us.
 "More specifically, like that scene in The Green Mile, when
the big black guy blows the insects out of his mouth, after
grabbing hold of Tom Hank's willy."  Things took a turn for
the worse, when "One of them zoomed down, and landed on my arm,"
and despite "Begging him not to, he hammered a little spike into me
with his backside."


Attire

Tour guide Sam
Wells knew something was up, when "I noticed a member of the party
was missing," and panicked when she "Saw the bald guy with the
dodgy moustache, opening the Bee Transportation Receptacle."
 There was widespread panic, and within seconds "All the women
were running around, screaming," with it being
"A particularly distressing time, for anyone who chose to
wear a skirt that day."

23-year old
student Mark Monday, was mostly calm as "I’ve been to loads of zoos
in my time," and also "Thrown plenty of stones at bee’s nests, and
run away," but conceded that "Even I had a nervous few
seconds, until I put my hoody up, and pulled the strings
tight."

It is not known
how many bees survived the encounter.

***






I am Silvio
Berlusconi, boss of Italy and major pervert

Hey ho, Anglo
Saxy peeps.  My name is Silvio Berlusconi, and as a real-life
pervert I consider myself lucky to be an Italian.  Not only do
Italian ladies have very sexy faces, but the police are corrupt,
and useless bastards, which means I can do whatever.  My
favourite trick, is to dress up as a park keeper and do a
shuffle-walk around the park, until I find a lonely lady on her
lonesome.  I will then say "Hello lonely lady, how are you?"
and engage in short conversation whilst moving around, so I can see
down her top, or in between the buttons of her shirt.  I have
experienced many fine examples of cleavage, and side-boob, due to
my expertise in this area.

Usually, I
admire German people and race, but their leader, Angela Merkel,
looks like pig-dog.  I would guess that her lady parts are
very, very hairy and messy, which means I get sick when flirting at
EU meetings.  EU meetings get very boring if I am sitting next
to French boss Nicholas Sarkozy.  I believe he is gay, and he
has a strange face that scares my children.  His wife is jolly
sexy though, and I often make jokes with her, and she laughs like
princess.  I once called her a princess, and she smiled at me.
 I then put my hand on her leg, and she gave me look of death.
 I sent her flowers to say sorry, she then send me text
message, saying to pisses off.  I looked up French word
'piscine' in dictionary, and it says is meaning swimming.  I
have bought lovely bathing suits for me, and hers, to go swimmings
with some day.

I am off to
England soon, to says hello to posh twat Dave Cameron.  There
are some mighty fine ladies in Parliament Houses, and I often stay
hidden on balcony with binoculars, to get good looks at
fine ladies.  I will carry tissue with me so that I can unzip
my trouser, and do what I call 'cheesing the pizza' if I see fine
ladies, in fine underwear.  Many years ago, I see Margaret
Thatcher in underwear, and I had to run to toilet to be sick.

I see now why
she is called iron lady, her lady parts look like steel wool.

***






'Atkins diet
doesn't work' says piranha


Mundane

A
red-bellied piranha has claimed that the Atkins diet is a
"Whole load of old bobbins," that he is now "Utterly bored of."
 The 7-inch fish was first introduced to the diet, "When I
was, but a small nipper, if you’ll excuse the pun," and for a while
"Had great fun with it."  Most people end up eating platefuls
of bacon and burgers when on the diet, which he found "A bit boring
and shite," and much preferred his own method of "Devouring entire
animals, in a matter of minutes."

After a few
years, however, he noticed that he was "Still the same size as
everyone else," despite making "A shed load of sacrifices, and
changes, to my lifestyle."  The most frustrating thing
was seeing everyone else "Just tucking into whatever fell in the
river," whereas he was constantly having to "Wait for the right
buffalo, or wild boar, to come along."


Future

Feeling upbeat
about the future, he is "Looking forward to biting into a nice,
greasy bit of crocodile arse."  Talking about the pressure his
diet put on his social activities, the piranha won't miss "The
horrendous wind I sometimes had," and will no longer be "Asked to
stand in the corner, until the smell goes away."

Currently, his
number one priority is "Getting back into the dating scene," and he
believes that he is "Only a haircut, and a splash of aftershave
away," from "Getting down and nibbly, with a loose-finned femme
fatale."

"I plan on
going to a bar, have maybe a glass of bucks fizz for a spot of the
old Dutch courage, and then I’m set.  My friends, you ain’t
seen nothing, yet."

***






iPhone
bereavement hotline set up, as Samsung outsells Apple


Shock

Recently
released sales figures, had Apple corp. rapidly expanding their
Indian call-centre operations, as news that Samsung managed to
outsell the iPhone earlier this year hit home.  Apple fan
James Frank, was left "Dazed and confused," as he was left
considering "Whether I should be stocking up on beans, and sardines
again," like he did "Right before the Y2K millennium bug hit."
 Already reeling from the news that Steve Jobs is "No longer
around to give me confidence in my purchases," James has been
phoning the helpline "Every other hour, since the news broke."
 This is partly down to the fact that "I can't understand a
word they’re bloody saying."

Call centre
worker Bob Patel, told us that call volumes have "Increased
five-fold," that most callers are "In tears, and a state of mild
depression," and also that "One person called up to say they were
sharpening their iPad, to slit their own throat with."  The
caller was tactfully reminded that "Such activities, would probably
invalidate the warranty."


Courage

James remembers
the times when he could "Sit on the train, safe in the knowledge
that my choice of smartphone was the right one," and that he would
"Wield those apple-white earphones, with pride."  In an effort
to regain the confidence of the past, he has been "Re-watching old
clips of Apple Expo," and making sure that
"My turtle-neck sweater is properly starched."

A Samsung
spokesmen told us, that whilst the company was pleased with the
news, he said that "We can't sit back and relax, just yet," as
"Apple fans are already organising themselves, and prowling around
our in-shop display stands.  I think they’re looking for
weaknesses, because they are roaring and flexing their claws,
like the velociraptors from Jurassic Park."

James Frank
spoke philosophically, as he said "This must be how
Austin Powers felt, when he lost his mojo."

***






Beauty Baggins
fortune tells

The
daylight-saving, clocks-going-back-an-hour thingy, means an extra
hour in bed.  Huzzah!  Thing is, the owner of my local
shop got it the wrong way round, and opened an hour later.
 What a pleb, I was standing there in me slippers for
ages.

Pisces, Taurus, Gemini

Go to the
bakers, and buy one of those steak slices.  Look, I don't know
what they call them.  Steak bakes, steak supreme, steak pie,
all the bloody same.  Smear the contents all over the floor,
and convince old people that a dog was in there earlier, and did a
doo-doo all over the floor.  See if any of the blokes put
their coats down on the floor, so the women don't ruin their
shoes.

Cancer, Leo, Scorpio

Have you ever
built a wall?  You should learn to build a wall.  Start
off with just big piles of leaves, or something, to get the
neighbours used to the boundary markers.  Then, maybe some
logs.  Budget allowing, you could have a massive concrete wall
about 15-feet high.  Encourage the neighbours to graffiti
their side of it, and you have your very own mini Berlin Wall.

Capricorn, Aquarius, Libra

Try and get a
rumour going, about your local area.  Something like 'roaming
pervert dwarves at night,' maybe.  Start talking about it on
that Twitter bollocks, and setup a Wikipedia page.  Talk to
the neighbours about it, and organise a meeting at the town hall.
 Write to that overweight, self-serving local Labour MP and
get him involved.  Then move house, and start all over
again.

Virgo, Sagittarius, Aries

"Oops I did it
again," sang Britney Spears.  I can't remember if that was
before, or after she shaved her head, and went a bit mental.
 Anyway, what with Halloween coming up, you might want to make
sure you greet the kids with a bit more enthusiasm this time
around.  Last year, they egged your house and slashed your car
tyres, after you answered the door in your underpants.

***






Agony aunt
Nurse Ratched

Good morning,
to you enfeebled lot.  The other day, I watched two magpies
fighting over a piece of bread, and it was a delight to see nature
at work.  The bigger bird won, and rightfully claimed his
prize.  I would normally applaud such a display of bravery,
but once it was all over I was bored, so I set the cat on him for a
laugh.

Dear Nurse Ratched

My husband keeps leaving the top of the toothpaste off.
 I have reminded him about this constantly, but he doesn't
listen.  What should I do?

Your husband is
an atrocious human being, and should be dealt with
accordingly.  I recommend swapping out the toothpaste with
shaving foam to start with, and then escalate up to super glue or
battery acid, as required.  Perhaps write a warning in
permanent marker on his forehead whilst he sleeps, he should see it
when he looks in the mirror.  If that doesn't work, you should
kill yourself.

Dear Nurse Ratched

My shiny new car is attracting birds, and other animals which
means it gets dirty, and scratched.  My car was expensive, so
I can't afford a proper cover for it.  What should I
do?

You are an
atrocious human being, who spends far too much money on vanity
items.  I recommend ten years service in the Foreign Legion,
as punishment for your feckless approach to personal finances.
 Failing that, you should setup a dead zone of sorts above
your car, so that anything that sits on, or flies above it, dies
instantly.  Be sure you deactivate it when you want to wash
the car, and it might be an idea to email your local airport to
warn them as well.  Or not, it's up to you.  If that
doesn't work, you should kill yourself.

***






A woman's work
against men, is never done

Hello, my name
is Bridget, and I am chairwoman of The Female Support Group for
Equality of Life for Ladies.  I am proud to say that no man,
living or otherwise, has ever entered into my thresholds.  Of
that, you have my word.  Apart from lifting heavy boxes, there
is not one thing that a man can do, that a female cannot do.
 Even if there was, (like changing a plug, or chopping up bits
of wood) us females have other skills, that are just as useful.
 Sure, you might be the screwdriver and blowtorch type who can
advise me why my car is making that noise, but I can spot, from a
mile away, whether someone has taken too many Malteesers from the
box, when I wasn't looking.  That, my dear penis-owning
friends, is a time-honoured skill, that only a true female can
have.  Penis-owners should note that I am not actually your
friend, it was just a turn of phrase.

Penis-owners
make my life hell, as everywhere I look I see the remnants of the
penis-dominated world we live in.  If I go to the bakery for a
baguette, I am reminded of an engorged penis.  If I want a
bread roll, I am reminded of a shaved, swollen testicle.  If I
want a ring doughnut, then I am reminded of what
penis-owners like doing with their penises.  Don't even get me
started on the double-cream chocolate éclairs.  I am
constantly surrounded, by penistry architecture.  At least if
I go to Greece, the statue builders made the penises really small,
though non-existent would have been better.  Whenever I
come back from Greece, I always want to go around with a chisel,
and knock off all the penises of the men that pass me, in the
street.

In the
headquarters of The Female Support Group for Equality of Life
for Ladies, we have taken great lengths to decorate the interior
properly.  There are no pictures of men, at all.  There
are no pictures of married women.  There are no pictures of
single women, who are either dating a man, or suspected of dating a
man, no pictures of any women who have been photographed in public
with their father, or expressed admiration for their father.
 Currently, we have pictures of Mother Theresa, Attila the
Hun, and myself.  Personally, I prefer the pictures of me over
the other two, but not everyone agrees.  Those people are
weak, and I have my suspicions that they have been in the
company of penis-owners recently.

Now, if you
will excuse me, I need to go to the butchers.  They said that
they would save the last turkey in the shop for me.

***






Raw chicken
fights on ladders legalised; health and safety laws, scrapped


Elfin

Ice skating
sword-swallowers were rejoicing last night, as the British
government announced its plans to "Get rid of that political
correctness gone mad stuff," so that "Employers can go back to
using cats to rescue children, that get themselves stuck up
chimneys."  A spokesman said "We want businesses to know that
they once more, have freedom to operate how they want," and not
have to worry about "Mother Theresa sticking her mop and broom in,
all the time."

Builder Dave
Worrall said that it was only last week that he "Threw some bricks
at one of me mates," and was shocked to learn he would be held
liable when "They smashed the back of his skull in, 'cos his back
was turned."  Worrall is hoping that the proposed changes in
the law will be retrospective, because "Christmas is expensive
enough, without having to worry about this soppy crap."


Safety

Local employer
Simon Wall recounted the horror he experienced, when one of his
workers "Fell down a cellar, after I turned the lights off to save
on electricity."  It was particularly distressful, because
"All the H&S forms were somewhere inside my filing cabinet,"
and it took "A good few minutes to find a pen, as my wife had moved
them again."  Simon is hoping that soon, he "Won't have to
worry about making sure the smoke alarms work properly," just like
the "Good old days, when third degree burns were healed with a bit
of butter, and jam."

Not everyone is
happy about the changes, though.  Health Inspector Greg Raw of
Raw Inspections of Health and Safety, said that "Health and safety
has had a bad rep, over the years," and that whilst he admits "Most
health and safety inspectors are annoying fat bastards," it
shouldn't be forgotten that "Even anally retentive jobsworths
with clipboards, have feelings."

"Now excuse me,
but I think I see a naked drawing pin somewhere in the distance,
someone might tread on it and die."

***






Lord of the
Rings hobbit extra worried about being typecast


Bitter

22-year old
Kevin Barner has lashed out at Lord of the Rings director Peter
Jackson, for "Utterly ruining my life," after "Casting me aside,
once I had finished playing my part of 13th hobbit on the left,
sitting at Table D."  The then 10-year old Kevin initially
thought that he "Had really hit the big time," but has not heard
from Peter Jackson since collecting his £73 appearance fee, back in
January 2001.

"I showed a lot
of guts doing that part, and I even threw in some improv to show
them what I could do.  If you look closely, near the start of
the film, when the fireworks are going off, you can see that I
raise a mug to my lips.  You would never guess it, but that
part wasn't even in the script, it was all my own work.  I had
a bellyache that day, but the subtle belching was so well
controlled that it just looks like part of what is happening in the
scene.  No-one else could have pulled that off, so
naturally."


Pain

The neglect
that Kevin has felt, ever since appearing in the critically
acclaimed multi-million pound grossing film, has "Permeated every
aspect of my life."  Even something as simple as "Sitting at
the back of the bus, and minding my own business," leaves him
feeling stressed, due to the fact that "Everyone is staring at me,
knowing that ten years ago I was sitting down in the exact same
pose, and pretending to be a hobbit."

A recent summer
BBQ was ruined, because "The moment I sat down and picked up a
drink, a girl asked me if I wanted to take my shoes off, and go for
a paddle in the pool with her, clearly poking fun at the fact that
hobbits go around bare foot all the time."  Kevin was so
distraught, that he "Stormed out in anger," and almost screamed,
when someone asked where he was going, as it was "Obviously a
reference to the bit where Gandalf is shouting at the fire
demon."

"Still, I had
the last laugh, because I stole one of Legolas' fake ears."

***






Q&A with
the editor of Horse and Hound Magazine, Max Hopper

Got a horse?
 Got a hound?  Then you need Horse and Hound Magazine!
 We welcome newcomers to the world of horse and hound
ownership, but please, no part-timers.  If you own just a
horse, or just a hound, then this really isn't the place for you.
 Don't get me wrong, walking your dachshund in the park
has its place, and sometimes I want to do nothing more than pop
down to the stables, and feed Gertrude a handful of Extra Strong
Mints, but the real zest comes from mounting your mighty steed and
having your faithful wolf-hound bounding alongside you.

Dear Max

I’m new to the world of horse-and-hound ownership, and I
think I have messed up, probably because I didn't pay enough
attention to your handy pull-out-and-keep wallchart that you kindly
included with last week's issue.  I made some manure for my
garden, but the plants aren't growing any faster.  I have been
measuring them hourly, but the only change is the increasing number
of flies around the tulips.  Can you help?

Do not fret,
this is one of the most common mistakes that newcomers make.
 First of all, you should be aware of the difference between
horse droppings, and hound droppings, for they are very different.
 It's horse manure for your garden, and dog manure for
everything else.

Now, I am no
expert gardener, but I believe you need more patience.  As
great as horses are, the perk of free manure should be seen as a
bonus extra, rather than the main attraction.  Any excess dog
droppings should be put into an envelope, and posted to local goat
owners.  Goats are hideous and ugly creatures, and their
procreation should be discouraged at every opportunity.

Dear Max

What with the recession and everything, I am looking for an
economical way of getting into this horse and hound world.  If
I buy a poodle, would it be possible for me to rent a small horse
on a part-time basis?  Or perhaps alternate between horse and
hound ownership, every other month?  Can you
help?

Now look here,
this sort of thing really gets my goat.  You cannot cheat your
way into horse and hound ownership, and your excuse about the
recession isn't good enough.  It's a way of life, a state of
being.  You can't do it part-time.  We don't tolerate
donkey owners, pony lovers, mule sympathisers or zebra fanatics.
 Poodles are ugly creatures, and it is my belief that they are
nothing more than the bastard offspring, of confused goats and
sheep.

***






Queen
Elizabeth II replaced with robot clone


Iron

Scandal has yet
again struck Buckingham Palace, with the news that Britain's most
famous OAP has been replaced with a "Ghastly robotic clone, that is
nonetheless jolly convincing."  Suspicions about Her Maj. were
first raised a few weeks ago, when she "Suddenly started winning
the arm-wrestling competitions," and developed a "New-found
affection for cannonballs, and motor oil."

Prince Philip
said he noticed that something was up, "When I first overheard her
flirting with the cutlery."  Maintenance engineers were
initially surprised, when she started asking questions about the
Palace showers.  "She seemed really fascinated about whether
we were in a soft water, or a hard water area, and what effect it
had on metal exo-skeletons.  I thought that Wolverine from the
X-Men might be coming to sta,y but it all makes sense now."


Truth

Robert Willow
of The Royals Are Aliens Society, has said that "This is further
proof that we’re under attack," and it is yet another example of
the monarchy being behind the times, after it was discovered that
"Some of the flowers at the Golden Jubilee, were made of
plastic."

Security has
been ramped up at the Palace, and the paranoia means that "The
occasional false alarm is raised."  One nervous maid passed
out with shock, when "I saw a tall, skinny zombie with a droopy
face, making strange noises in one of the bedrooms."  Everyone
was evacuated, and Scotland Yard performed a full sweep of the
area.

"Turns out it
was just Prince Charles, stepping out of the shower."

***






Colour blind
man mows his lawn for first time in years


See

33-year old
Matthew Benson surprised his neighbours last week, when he dusted
down his lawnmower, and finally mowed his lawn.  Matthew, who
confesses he "Really isn't the horticultural type," has been scared
of stepping into his garden, ever since he "Watched a nature
documentary, showing how zebras and tigers
are camouflaged, in the long grass."  Knowing how
territorial some animals can be, he "Decided to avoid the garden
altogether, just in case."

Neighbour Terry
Nutkins, said he heard a "Lawnmower-type noise coming from next
door," but at first thought he was just hearing things.  After
looking out the window, he saw a nervous-looking Matthew sweating
it out in his garden.  "He seemed really twitchy, as if he was
expecting something to jump out at him.  I started clapping,
and wolf-whistling at him, and he spun around looking really
scared.  He even got his penknife out to defend himself, bless
him."


Known

Matthew, who
was born colour blind, said that he was glad that there "Was one
less horrible job for me to do now," and that his condition has
caused him to "Be a bit of a paranoid nutter for a long time."
 Often mistaking the gravy for coffee, his dinner parties
usually "Descended into chaos, once the guests realised I had
accidentally put spinach in their BLTs."

Often the
target of bullies in school, Matthew was never able to tell if
"Someone had put cling film over the toilet seat, until stuff
started bouncing back at me."

"Is it really
true that urine looks just like apple juice?  That's one joke
that I’ve never really understood."

***






Beauty Baggins
is here, with cheer

Yeah, it's
getting cold now and that's annoying on my face after I have a
shave.  I had a great idea of smearing my face with Vaseline,
to cancel out the wind chill, but the lifeguards threw me out when
I went swimming in the afternoon.  It's one rule for those
with beards, and another rule for the rest of us.

Pisces, Taurus, Gemini

"A finger of
Fudge is just enough, to give your kids a treat," so went the
advert for Fudge chocolate bars.  If your family are having a
19th century themed Christmas, then you should heed this advice,
otherwise steer well clear of such nonsense.  Unless you like
bullying your kids, of course.

Cancer, Leo, Scorpio

"Sticks and
stones, may break my bones, but words will never hurt me."
 Yeah, right.  Tell that to the kids in the orphanage who
took my 'joke' letter from Santa too seriously.  Tempting as
it is, I advise against telling kids that Santa hates them, and
that he won't be doing any more house visits.

Capricorn, Aquarius, Libra

"The world was
made in seven days," so said my Sunday School teacher.  I then
asked why it takes Santa a bloody year to deliver a wonky Bugs
Bunny toy to me, and the miserable sods told me never to come back.
 Parents should be wary of mixing religion, and children, for
the next few weeks.

Virgo, Sagittarius, Aries


"Fee-fi-fo-fum," said the Giant to Jack, as he glanced up at the
beanstalk.  Tip for parents: if your kid is playing one of the
three wise men in a nativity play, make sure he knows his lines,
and doesn't decide to ad-lib something extra in.  He will be a
social outcast for months otherwise.

***






Archaeology is
fun, and exciting

Hi there, my
name is Anthony Hope, and I am a professional archaeologist.
 What most people don't realise, is that archaeology is
actually an art form.  Nothing tickles my cockles more, than
slowly brushing away a few specks of dirt, and finding the remains
of an ancient homoerectus skull gradually exposing itself.
 Getting a homoerectus is a rather enjoyable experience, and
it can happen at any time.  I once got one first thing in
morning, and I was so surprised that I almost trod on it!  I
generally hope to get one or two homoerectuses popping up each
week, or so.  Sometimes, I take them in the shower with me,
and scrub away at the dirty bits.  I once asked the
receptionist if she would like a bit of my homoerectus, and she
slapped me round the face; evidently, she is more into those
dinosaur-digging palaeontology idiots.

I tell you, that damn Jurassic Park has got a lot to answer
for.  Ever since Spielberg made that film, people
are always asking me if I have found any dinosaurs.  Let's get
one thing straight: palaeontology is complete balls.  I don't
care how much they go on about your t-rex this, or your raptor
that, everyone knows that Jesus and Moses planted those bones, and
I said as much at the time.  I was in the cinema, handing out
leaflets and yelling, yelling, at people saying none of what
they were watching was true.  You know what?  I got
chucked out, no matter how many extra tickets and boxes of popcorn
I bought.  Some people just can't handle the truth.

Archaeology is
a very rewarding experience.  You know that fresh feeling you
get, when you brush your teeth in the morning?  I get that
feeling all the time!  Down on my knees all day, with my best
buddies, a well-placed toothbrush can be
an exhilarating experience.  Once those bristles
have been worked into all the nooks and crannies, there ain’t no
stopping me from whooping, and hollering in delight.

It can be
tiring work though.  When I come home, my wife often asks if I
will tend to her lady-garden, but after 35-years of marriage it's
really not my thing anymore.  The begonias create an awful
pong, if they aren't looked after.

***






Nurse Ratched
in festive spirits

Good morning.
 Everyone keeps telling me that it is the season to be jolly,
and thankful.  I completely agree.  It was only yesterday
that I gleefully watched, as an elderly person slipped over on some
ice.  It is ample punishment for wearing such unsuitable
shoes, and hopefully they will learn a lesson or two.  The
replacement hip might be a bit pricey, mind.

Dear Nurse Ratched

I bought the turkey, the vegetables, and the gravy stock for
Xmas dinner, but my husband has refused to help with the cooking.
 He won't even peel the carrots!  What should I
do?

Xmas is a time
for families, so this is the perfect opportunity to
humiliate your feral beast of a husband.  Swap his sherry for
a mixture of lemon juice, vinegar, and battery acid.  Then
introduce him to aunt Geraldine, the self-righteous, and heavily
religious relative you see twice a decade.  When his
inevitable gurning, and spluttering starts, she will be offended at
what she believes to be an attempt at flirtation.  She will be
spraying mace in his face, and setting off her rape alarm within
seconds.  The police will take ten minutes to arrive, in which
time she will have sliced his testicles into a dozen little strips
of ham.  If that doesn't work, you should kill yourself.

Dear Nurse Ratched

Every year, I drop hints to my husband that I want something
nice, cute, or fun for Xmas, yet he only ever buys me pots and
pans.  One year, he even bought me a Zippo lighter, despite
the fact that I don't smoke.  What should I
do?

We need to
teach this awful, awful man a lesson.  On Xmas morning, make
him breakfast in bed, and coat each one of his cornflakes with
ex-lax, and smother his toast with Night Nurse.  Lead him out
into the garden, under the pretence that you have a nice
surprise present for him, and then leave him in the shed.
 Within a few minutes, he will fall into a deep slumber from
which he won't awake for days, and he will be swimming in a
quagmire of his own, selfish shit the entire time.  If that
doesn't work, you should kill yourself.

***






Kim Jong-il
dies after heroic golfing hole-in-one escapade


Is Ill

North Korean
dictator, leader, cuddly bear and inspirational Jesus-type Kim
Jong-il, passed away after scoring yet another hole-in-one on a
golf course.  A North Korean spokesman was in tears, and
mourning, as he confirmed that "It was just too much for him in the
end, he’d only just got back from wrestling with a giant badger."
 When asked to confirm which golf course the fatal moment
occurred on, he said "All of them, he was a natural."

The secretive
nation is due to release a commemorative fact book, about
their beloved leader.  New details about Kim have already
leaked out, including the previously unknown point that he is "A
2089-year old immortal, crafted from the finest North Korean
corrugated iron."  Construction began on him over 5000 years
ago, when "The mighty North Korean space agency first went to the
moon, and found it was made of North Korean corrugated iron."


Is Ok

The Guinness
Book of Records is set to confirm, that Kim Jong currently holds
the world record for "The largest number of unconfirmed world
records in the world," and that it was "Only last week that he
supposedly spent three hours, blowing out all the candles on his
birthday cake."



Pyongyang, the
capital of North Korea, is going to be where the state funeral is
held.  The design, and construction of the special wooden
coffin, has been kept under close wraps, but the work is known to
have been given to the North Korean Corrugated Iron Corporation, as
they are "A highly skilled company that can do anything,
anytime."

"The story of
Frankenstein?  That's based on Kim's life."

***






Christmas Eve
is no picnic for me, Mrs Claus, either

Hello there,
Mrs Claus here.  Or Green Claws, as the kids in school used to
call me, when they caught me picking my nose.  An elf called
me that when I was putting a load of mistletoe up one year, and I
soon wiped that smile off of her face, the skinny little bitch.
 I don't tolerate sluts in my household, and she was one of
the worse, always strutting about in those tight red legging of
hers.  Always giggling, and poking her thin ears, and
pronounced cheek bones around whenever a man was within earshot.
 Let's see what a month of barn duty with the reindeers does,
for her complexion.  Dasher's digestive system goes to hell if
he isn't given his medication in time.

This evening, I
have to make sure that Santa's costume is kept warm on the
radiator, before he goes out.  I swear, he never listens to
me, and one day he will catch the death of cold if I am not there
to make sure he is wrapped up tight.  One year, he went out
with odd socks on!  Can you imagine it, he looked a right
state.  Good job that it was in the days before iPhones, and
Androids, so there were no spoiled, or snotty little brats to take
pictures for YouTube shenanigans.  I tell you, it is
divorce time if some clever dick catches him looking like a scruff,
and makes a George Bush video of an Iraqi throwing shoes at
him.

I used to wait
up for hubby each night, worried sick about what might happen to
him, as he flies over enemy territory such as Russia, Iran, and the
South Pole.  I tell you, those penguins down in Antarctica
hate him for some reason, and I don't care how cute they look on
TV.  David Attenborough, typical man, thinks he knows it all
on those BBC nature documentaries, but the moment his back is
turned, those waddling birds go back to plotting dastardly deeds
against us.

He better not
go anywhere near that Easter Bunny, I have seen the way she looks
at him.  Sometimes, I just wish he would crash into a wall and
leave me in peace.

***






NHS staff
still recovering from Prince Philip's heart surgery


Stable

Hospital staff
at Papworth Hospital in Cambridgeshire, are said to be
"Recovering well," ever since performing heart surgery on Prince
Philip a week ago.  The 90-year old Prince initially terrified
staff, when he insisted that "I get the same bed that the fat bitch
from the Princess and the Pea had," but calmed down once "Someone
told him his favourite racist joke."  Soon after being
introduced to the surgeon, he voiced his displeasure at "Being
treated by the sort of soppy bastard that wears slippers to
work."

Ambulance crews
drew lots to decide who would be transporting the Prince to the
hospital, with free counselling being offered to those
who required it.  Paramedics had been briefed to "Remove
any jewellery, and personal items that may have
originated from China, India, Russia, Iran, Japan, Africa,
Argentina, or Germany, so as not to upset the Prince during the
journey."


Sorted

There was a
brief respite from the Prince's barbed words, once he was put under
anaesthetic, but upon later waking up, it wasn't long before
he was demanding that "One of you stupid bastards must have some
gin, or at least a few drops of port on you."  When an orderly
asked if he needed another pillow, the Prince replied with "Who let
this spikey haired twat in my room?"

Although the
Prince is now back at Buckingham Palace, he is being kept
under strict observation.  This has been met with indignant
retorts such as "Are you going to stand there, whilst I have a
shit?" and "Even without my glasses, I can see you are an ugly
bugger".

Usually an
active person, the Prince is often complaining about how he has
nothing to do.  "Christ, I am bored.  I fancy shooting
something.  Someone call Fergie."

***







Charlie Sheen
to release build-your-own Charlie Sheen magazine


Sneeze


Madcap heartthrob Charlie Sheen has announced that he is
in talks with publishers to "Put himself in every household, and
news-stand in America," so that "Everyone can see what makes
Charlie Sheen, Charlie Sheen."  He wants the very first issue
to come with a fully-assembled head as it will "Get me right there,
in your face, and watching you at night."  Ever the gentleman,
Sheen said he "Promises to close his eyes when you are getting
dressed."

Several name
suggestions cropped up during a recent brainstorming session, with
'The Sheen Machine Magazine' and 'Charlie Foxtrot Alpha Sheen'
being the most popular.  Sheen himself is particularly keen on
calling it 'Hello, my name is Charlie Sheen, and this is my
magazine' because it is "Simple, and to the point.  And it
rhymes.  I like rhymes, and I like baked beans, it's why the
'beans means Heinz' slogan was so good.  The more you say it,
the better it gets.  I’m going to be saying it all day,
now."


Cough

Always on the
lookout for an innovative approach, by week 15 he hopes to "Include
removable penis attachments, each one having a different porn
star on the end of them."  Each issue will have "A small
picture of a bag of cocaine, hidden somewhere among the pages,"
with "A special prize of baked beans, going to the first person to
find it each week."

This latest
venture comes hot on the heels of numerous other endorsements, and
brands, such as 'Sheeno Beans', 'Sheeno Beans on Wheels' and an
investigative documentary on supermarket price fixing called 'How
much are you paying for your beans?'

Responding to
rumours about the state of his mental health, Sheen cryptically
stated that he "Tends to feel a bit cranky, if I haven't had my
morning coffee beans yet."

***






Veteran road
painter's shame, as he runs out of paint


Mishap

57-year old
Gerald Markford told of his "Utmost shame, and embarrassment,"
when he realised that he had run out of paint, whilst marking out a
3-mile stretch of road, in Devon.  The experienced
road-worker, who was first employed by the local authority in 1958,
said that he had been thinking about his niece's Christening that
was taking place at the weekend, when "I looked down, and realised
that there weren't any bleedin' paint in the roller thing.
 I’d been walking for 300 yards, overalls and all, with not a
drop of goodness coming out of my thinger, no matter how hard I
pulled, and tugged on it."

The road, which
has since been repainted fully, was missing numerous important
markings which "Could have caused a terrible accident, if one of
them wonky knocker-lorries had come busting down the road, like
they sometimes does.  They might have crashed into something
big, and spilt all them nice apples all over the place."  This
would be particularly shocking as Gerald is "Very fond of apples,
especially them fresh ones.  My dear old Marjorie says, that
she likes to polish up a big red one until it looks like it's going
to burst it's sweet goodness all over her face.  Chance would
be a fine thing, I says!"


Shaken

Gerald has
promised to make sure that this never happens again, by "Taking an
extra tin pot with me, a practice that I had abandoned back when
Saddam started the Gulf War.  He was a terrible bugger, he
was.  Scared me stiff whenever I thought of the things he
could be doing to me, if I was tied up in his chamber of dirty.
 Marjorie would have a fit, if she knew about the things that
go through my head sometimes".

Speaking about
his fear of being called up by the army, and sent out to fight in
the Iraqi desert, he said "If they captured me, all I would ask was
that they let me keep my overalls on.  They are special to me,
just you ask my Marjorie!"

"I got years of
secrets hiding in the folds of them things."

***






These days,
it's the cakes that are the real terrorists

Pssst!  It's me, Jon Bon Jovi.  Not
the real Bon Jovi of course, it's just a pretend name that I
use, to cover my tracks.  I was in Sainsbury's supermarket the
other day, perusing the delicatessen, when I heard a rustling in
the Bon Bon Cake section.  It sounded very suspicious, so I
did what I always do when I feel threatened, which is to shout "Not
now, Marjorie!" at the top of my voice.  It's a defensive
reaction that has always served me well, and I got the idea from
hedgehogs.  And why not?  If a hedgehog hears a twig
snap, or an amorous couple engaging in a spot of
noisy, impromptu coitus on a picnic blanket, then he will
roll himself up into a ball, until the threat has
passed.

It's been about
twenty years since I last got on a plane, and with good reason; I
am scared to death!  The authorities spend all that money on
X-ray machines, metal detectors, and bald men who want to sneak a
digit up your backside, yet none of that is going to stop anything
with a biscuit buttery base, is it?  What will these security
bods do, if some chocolate fingers and sultana croissants team up,
and start sneaking through the air vents?  Are they going to
go after them, armed with cups of warm, sugary tea, hoping to
dissolve them before they get anywhere near the fuel tanks?  I
think not.

Even the roads
aren't safe, anymore.  Cats eyes?  Street lights?
 Toll roads?  Like, hello!  A baked lump of flour,
sugar and egg simply isn't going to take any notice of those
things.  They are masters of strategy, they will simply
outflank anything that put in their way.  No-one ever listens
to me, they just roll their eyes and call me a nutter.  Wait,
hold on.  Why are those security guards looking at me?
 Why are they surrounding me?  Good Lord, not even Bon
Jovi is safe from these tasty snacks!  Somebody, please
help!

Not now,
Marjorie!

***






Health advice,
with physician Dr. Lemon

Hello, dear
readers!  A warm welcome to you all, with an extra warm
welcome to those who are permanently bed-ridden, with no
chance of recovery. I trust your bedpans have been emptied, and
your sheets aren't too soiled?  I often get people asking me
how I manage to look so fit, and healthy all the time.  Well,
the secret is simple: cleanliness!  All over my house, there
are alcohol-free, anti-bacterial soap dispensers that I use,
every time I move from one room to another.  It means there
are no bedroom germs in my bathroom, and certainly no garden shed
germs in the kitchen.  I always make sure to have a quick
rinse, and a shower, after I have a bath. There is nothing worse
than ruining a nice soak by standing up, and covering yourself in
your own muck again.

Dear Dr. Lemon

Last week, I sprained my ankle when I was doing the gardening
in my high heels.  This isn't something that I normally do,
but I had locked myself out of the house, and the secateurs
where in my handbag anyway.  However, no matter what
medication I take, the pain and the stiffness won't go away.
 What do you advise?

Ouch!
 Sprained ankles are indeed a nuisance, not least because it
can be awkward trying to balance yourself properly to brush your
teeth, or when waving away a persistent wasp.  I would
recommend regular warm, soapy rinses for this troublesome joint of
yours.  The body thrives in a clean environment, so if you
happen to have a small oxygen-free tent that you can rest your foot
in, I suggest you make use of it.  Be sure to have a bath, and
a shower, before leaving the house as well.

Dear Dr. Lemon

Recently, I have been suffering from awful toothache, despite
the fact that I rarely eat anything that is sugary, or sweet.
 I have been to the dentist, but he can't see what is wrong.
 What do you advise?

Deary me, that
sounds terrible!  A sore mouth makes it hard to order a coffee
in the morning, especially when trying to explain to the server
that you want them to use the specially sterilised cup that you
brought with you.  First things first, make sure your wife
isn't using cheap, discounted lipstick.  Some of the chemicals
that go into budget cosmetics are frightfully dirty.  I would
also recommend that you make frequent use of steamed flannels, like
you get in some Indian restaurants.  This opens your pores up,
allowing your body to cleanse itself.  Lastly, make sure you
keep your mouth closed whenever you have a hot shower. The steam
will be chock full of grime and muck, and you don't want any of
that nonsense swirling around those unbrushed molars of yours.

***






Steve Dog
writes 50 Shades of Grey, for blokes

Oy oy, saveloy.
 Steve Dog here, and I have to say, I've been proper busy
lately.  A man's world is never finished, and I'm living proof
of that fact.  If I'm not working on a business venture of one
kind or another, then I'm out making sure people ain't taking the
piss.  It was only last week, that I heard some aggro going on
outside my gaff, and I had to go and put a stop to some teenage
mischief.

Not too long ago, I was relaxing in my front room, when some
woman came on the telly.  Normally, I don't take much notice
of what women have to say, 'cos it's usually about shoes, or wasps,
or something.  Anyway, this chubby bird, she was
called E.L. James, and was talking about some book she had
wrote, called 50 Shades of Grey.  From
what I could make out, it seems that it's like a porno mag, but
with words instead of pictures.  Sounds a bit rubbish, but
somehow she has made a bloody fortune, 'cos womens are loving
it.

Now, I've written a few books meself, and you may have heard
of 'em.  My most famous was Uniforms for
Bouncers: How to wear a suit and tie, without looking like a
ponce, though my personal
favourite is Time Management and
Prudence: Buy new cutlery instead of spending money on a
dishwasher.  I've decided to
have a crack at this word porn thing, and here's a chunk of what
I've done so far.  It's aimed at blokes, rather than womens,
'cos that's my main area of expertise, like:

“Dave came
home from work, feeling a bit tired, but not too tired to have a
quick look at some porno websites.  The lads had been talking
about some new, Swedish site that was now up and running, and he
wanted to check it out.  For dinner, he was planning on having
a variety of bacon sandwiches, (one with brown sauce, one with red
sauce, and one with both) and then maybe a sausage roll for
dessert.  He had been down the racetrack all day, using a
drill, a hammer, and other industrial power tools, so his day had
been 100% manly.  Anyway, he closed his front door, and
immediately noticed something different: the place didn't smell of
farts like it usually did, but of perfume, and he could see why.
 Right there in front of him, was some Swedish woman,
completely naked, doing all kinds of sexy faces at him.  She
blatantly wanted it that was for sure, and Dave got stuck in right
away, no messing about.  She didn't even ask him to light any
candles, or anything either.  She had a massive pair of tits,
and they did all three positions, and she even let him spurt all
over her face.  Dave was the sensitive type, so he taught her
how to say 'blowjob' in English, to save her the indignation of
having to do hand signals all the time.

Did I mention
her tits?  They were massive.”

Good stuff so
far, yeah?  It's proper erotic, and destined for some top
awards.  Probably a few top shelves as well, actually.

Peace.

***






The 2012
London Olympic stadium does your horoscopes

Hi there, gang!
 I tell you, I'm so glad that this sports malarkey has finally
got going, as it means I now have a chance to stretch my legs.
 For the past seven years, I've had all manner of smelly
builders climbing all over me, sticking their bits in my nooks and
crannies.  Some of them don't even wash their hands after
going to the loo, and the amount of hairy arse-cleavage on show was
enough to make me heave.

Pisces, Taurus, Gemini

Um, I'm all
nervous now.  Stop looking at me like that, you're making me
go all shy.  Okay, that Bulgarian female weightlifter has put
her clothes back on now.  All that hair, and testosterone was
making me feel ill.  Do any of you have tickets?  If not,
just say you're with the Jamaican bob-sleigh team.
 There was a documentary about them once, they had a riot of a
time.  I wonder if that mad one has still got his lucky
egg...?  Avoid the Germans though, they're a bunch of
dicks.

Cancer, Leo, Scorpio

Erg, have you been looking around in those awful charity
shops again?  That dress is hideous.  Look, I know
it's been nicknamed the 'austerity games', but really.  And
why is your husband wearing those faded, green socks with his
sandals...?  Is he trying to look like a German paedophile
tourist on purpose?  Shoo, shoo, away with you!  Tout
your tickets for three times their face value, and never return
here again, not even when I'm nothing more than a forgotten,
rotting husk once the Games have finished.  Olympic legacy?
 Olympic leprosy more like.

Capricorn, Aquarius, Libra

Ah, little
Sammy!  I remember you writing me that letter last year,
asking if you could bake me a cake.  I had a bit of trouble
reading your childish scribbles, but I got there in the end.
 So, did you remember the cake?  Oh, it's a mud pie?
 Well, I guess you have to make do with what you have, and
your mummy won't let you use the oven yet.  Okay, see that
security guard over there?  Throw the cake at him!  He is
always whipping his willy out, and going for a piss up against my
walls, because he can't be bothered to walk to the gents toilet.
 Kraut bastard, I bet his wife is really fat.

Virgo, Sagittarius, Aries

A quick tip for
you guys: bring a cardigan, as the weather hasn't been as warm as
it should be.  Might want to bring some wellies, and a brolly
as well, just in case it rains.  It's summer though, so shorts
are ideal if it gets hot.  The food is shockingly expensive
inside, so hide some biscuits in your socks.  Oh, and the
security is a complete shambles, so if you've got your own
explosives sniffer dog, bring him, just in case.  And a gun,
if you have one.

***






David Cameron
reviews a slice of ham

Hello there,
fellow compatriots, D-Cam here! Or 'Wazzock Chops', as they used to
call me, back in my days at Eton Posh Boarding School for Posh
Boys. So then, ham. I've never actually seen a slice of ham before,
so this is all very exciting, and new for me. However, I do know
that the common British peasant loves the stuff, and I'm beginning
to see why. Just the name of it is an inspiring bit of joyousness:
ham, spam, spim, spom, bam. See? It just rolls off the tongue! It's
a perfect word, and I can imagine someone using it to name their
dog, or even their favourite handkerchief. It even works as an
insult. "No, Smythe, you can't go on the top bunk again! Sometimes,
you're a real ham!"

Okay, let's open the packet.  I'll use a pair of
tweezers, just in case there's a tropical spider trapped inside.
 Easy does it, and... by golly!  There's SIX SLICES OF
THE STUFF!  How did that happen?  Has it mutated, en
route?  Has it managed to breed with itself?  It must be
French, they're bloody mad about having sex with themselves over
there.  I remember back in Eton, there was a French chap who
did it all the time.  He had a torrid time at the hands of the
prefects, I tell you.  They were always waking him up in the
middle of the night, stripping him naked, and then forcing him to
do press ups in the middle of the courtyard.  Still,
it's all part of the character building.  I thought it
was a bit harsh when they threw his clothes into the river, but the
one time I stuck up for him, they threatened to revoke my midnight
feast privileges!  I'd earned the right to have the red Fruit
Pastilles, and no way was I going to let some Froggy rotter get in
the way of that.

Right, the ham.
 Well, it's kind of floppy, and doesn't seem to be doing
anything at the moment.  Most things that run on electricity
come with a pre-fitted plug, but I can't find a lead of any kind in
the packet.  Hmm, it sits kind of nicely on my head, actually.
 It's nice and cool, which would be good for a hot, summers
day.  Ah, of course!  That's why there's so many in each
pack!  You put one on your head, and then another in your
glass of Pimms, to keep it cool as you lounge around, out on
the sun deck.

Well, it's top
marks for ham from me.  Join me next week, as I uncover the
secrets of Blu Tac, whatever the bloody hell it is.

***






Snivelling
toads really get my goat

My name is
Joseph O'Reilly, and I am a self-made man who just gets on
with things.  When confronted with a problem, I can make my
mind up very quickly about what needs to be done.  I can yay
or nay an idea, in seconds, bish-bosh!  I juggle the ying, and
the yang, of everything around in my head, and the entire world
slows right down to a crawl.  You know the slow motion stuff
in the Matrix?  It's kind of like that, but without the guns,
and all the crap acting; it's all happening in my head, baby, and
in my head I am the Lord of the Dance.  Lord of the Dance?
 Oh bejesus McMurphy, why did I think about that?  It
reminds me of my arch enemy from Lord of the Rings, Samwise the
hobbit.

Oh mercy me, he
is the worst person on the planet.  I hate his fat face.
 I hate his whining voice.  I hate his
splaying, dirty feet.  Of all the people in the world who
manage to never step onto an upturned plug, why him?  He goes
around barefooted the whole time!  I hope he dies
of verruca poisoning after trying to scratch his ears
with his big toe or something.  Why do I hate this creature,
you ask?  Because he is nothing, but a snivelling toad, of
course!  "Oh, Mr Frodo, shall I share the burden?"  "Oh,
Mr Frodo, can I comb your hair?"  "Oh, Mr Frodo, can I stick
my finger in your ring?"  It's nothing short of snivelling
toadery, he is like Ross from Friends, but without any
testicles.

Oh sweet Mary
Jesus, you got me going now!  Ross from Friends?  A
horrendous toad, if there ever was one.  He is the sort of man
who has to ring his mother when he wants to put a set of shelves
up, a horrendous drip of a person.  He reminds me of a nephew
of mine, another utterly atrocious example of a man.  He will
stare at the contents of his fridge for ages, before deciding what
to have on a sandwich.  For God's sake man, just grab the
cheese, and the pickle, and get slicing and slopping!  It's as
easy as bish-bosh!  Spit-spot!  I have usually eaten, and
put my slippers on, before he has chosen between butter,
or margarine.

And before you
ask, yes they were on a break.

***






Agony Aunt
Nurse Ratched

Hey there, my
little friends.  I have been away for a few months, did you
miss me?  I damn well hope so, or you will be getting a dog
turd sandwich sent to you, in the post.  My daughter paid for
me to have a Swedish massage, the other week.
 The masseuse was a big, muscular guy so I asked him
to do me hard.  I could tell he was holding back on me, so I
asked him to do it even harder.  It still wasn't hard enough,
so I throttled him with the towel.

Dear Nurse Ratched

I have been having money troubles lately, and now the bank
have written to me demanding that I pay back my loan, or they will
send the bailiffs round.  What should I
do?

Well deary,
perhaps you should pay what you owe?  You could always get a
second job doing something useful, like shoving iPhone owners in
front of buses.  But don't you worry about those bailiffs,
they are human just like you and me, and their soft vulnerable
flesh is just as susceptible to a well-placed rubber
mallet as everyone else's.  I suggest moving to a house
at the bottom of a cliff, so you can roll huge boulders onto their
big, fat heads if they actually come, and bother you.  If that
doesn't work, you should kill yourself.

Dear Nurse Ratched

Sometimes when I buy satsumas from the greengrocer's, they
are dry and full of annoying pips.  I have tried talking to
the owner, but he says he can't do anything.  What should I
do?

Perhaps you
could try a less stressful fruit, like a banana.  With any
luck you will slip over on the skin, and smash your stupid head
open on the floor.  What I suggest you do, is collect up all
those nasty pips until you have a whole load of them.  Then
take them down to the greengrocers, and pour them on the floor, so
he slips on them.  As he lies there on the floor, nursing a
broken leg, use a pencil to shove the pips into his ear.  If
that doesn't work, you should kill yourself.

***






I am a dustbin
man, and I have to be careful

'Yo ho ho, and
a container of rotting cabbage' as the saying goes down at the
depot.  We are a tight-knit group of lads down there. We have
to be, otherwise we would all go stark raving mad, with Lyme
disease.  Citrus-based drinks, and cakes are popular in this
town, and people just throw away the peel without a second thought
about who has to take care of it afterwards.  The younger,
more aggressive ones among us think that these people are taking
the pith, but the wiser ones such as myself just see it as a
natural hazard of the job.  It's about perspective; there are
brave soldiers getting blown to smithereens in Afghanistan,
whereas all I have to do, is make sure my jacket is zipped up
tight.

Being a dustbin
man is strangely hypnotic, and if you are not careful it can take
over your life.  One Saturday afternoon I popped into town
with my wife, to go shopping.  I spotted a pile of discarded
clothes on the floor, and before I realised what I was doing, I had
hoisted the entire bundle up onto my shoulder ready for disposal.
 I even yelled out "Hold up there Bazza, got some old rags
here," such was my state of confusion.  Even as the store
security guard was bundling me to the floor, I was twisting his ear
round to start the crusher machine up.  Still in a daze, I
then banged my fist on his groin as I always do when I want Bazza
to open the passenger door for me.  The handle don't work,
see, and it can only be opened from the inside.

Sometimes, if I
have to take a step backwards, I start making a beeping sound and
move very slowly.  If I am in a daze and thinking that I am
charge of a ten-ton vehicle, I don't want to be stepping on some
little doggie's toes.  I once accidentally stepped back, and
knocked over a garden gnome a few years ago.  I hate garden
gnomes so I wasn't actually that bothered about it, but the owner
went bleedin' mental at me.  Shouting and hollerin' he was.
 I told him to calm down and get some perspective; there are
women out there, carrying around rape alarms lest they
get harassed by dirty old men.

All he had to
was move his shitty garden furniture out the bloody way, and all
would have been fine in the world.

***






Vladimir Putin
reviews a glass of Coke

Hail, comrades!
 Today, I take special delivery of Coca Cola, elixir of taste
and fizz.  Coke is symbol of Western propaganda, so it
delivered in secure box, and guarded by KGB agents who ride atop
mighty steed of grizzly bear.  If Coke manage to escape and
run away, it setup camp in woods and organise democracy rally
march.  I make sure all doors and windows closed, plugs in
sink and bath stuffed with wax, and chimney blocked with carcass of
starving horse.  I also leave key in keyhole, so it not able
to sneak look outside of room.

I unscrew lid
of Coke, and immediately I see it froth up and try to escape.
 I let it out slow, so as to keep it in bottle cage.
 When pour in glass, it take me by surprise and froth up much
faster and this time it escape over rim of glass!  I shout,
and call in guards so they stop it run away.  They get
hairdryers, and shoot hot air at Coke so it dry up and no trickle
on floor.  I worry that if it get in ground, then Coke plant
sprout up and have lots of Father Christmases grow from branches.
 Father Christmas well known for emptying his sack in sock of
children, much like Catholic priest.

Now come to
taste Coke, but I worry that Coke is like virus, it infect me to be
host for something bad.  I get guard to drink Coke, and then I
smell his burp to see if I like or not.  Guard drink it but
not burp.  I tell him drink more, but he still no burp.
 I have guard shot for being traitor, and decide to drink Coke
myself.  It quite nice, and tasty, and make me do loud burp.
 I hear guard laughing at my burp, so I set bear on him.
 Then I kill bear, by getting in headlock.

Next week, if I
manage to get tin opener back from neighbour, I review Heinz tomato
soup.

***






'I want to be
a battering ram, when I grow up' says billiards cue


Smash

An ambitious
young billiards cue has spoken of his "Burning desire," to quite
literally "Be at the head of dawn raids, all across the country.
 All you perps out there, had better watch out 'cos I might be
smashing your back doors in, soon.  The moment that
back-and-forward motion starts, I get a rush of blood to the head.
 Ask anyone from around here, there ain’t no stopping me once
I get going.  I don't even blink at the point of impact, I
want to see the whites of your eyes."

The cue, who
currently resides in a pub in Walthamstow, said that he first got
the idea "When a pirate version of Lord of the Rings was being
shown, on the TV in the bar.  There was this bit, where the
ogres where using a massive log, to smash a castle door down.
 It was so exciting, the battering ram worked his way right
inside, and was shouting at all the perps.  He had definitely
done it before, he was such a pro."


Shot

The cue told us
"I can't wait to get out of this place, it's full of scumbags.
 Once I just lying there on the beize, minding my own
business, when someone threw up on me.  I had only just had a
fresh bit of chalk put on my head, it was humiliating. Sometimes I
can still hear the screams of the pool table in my sleep.
 Just thinking about it makes my skin crawl."

"It wasn't
always like this.  I remember when I first came here, every
night was an adventure.  The boys would look me up and down,
and hold me towards the light to see how straight I was.  I
was full of confidence, back then.  They would stroke, and
caress me, like I was their own."

"Then they
would let me headbutt the shit out of the cue ball all night.
 It was marvellous."

***






Q&A with
British athlete Linford Christie

Hello, and good
evening.  Sorry about the mess, but I dropped my steroid
needle in this here haystack of shoelaces.  No doubt the last
time you saw me was when I was roaring along the racetrack at
the Olympics.  They were good times, but I am much more
snazzy and sophisticated when I run these days.  A bit less
'roidy, and a lot more tidy.  It's out with the lycra shorts,
and in with the nice Marks and Spencer cardigans.

Dear Linford

My son will be starting secondary school soon, and I want to
know whether he should take his own lunch, or have school dinners.
 What do you suggest?

A man should
never let someone else handle his lunch, it's uncouth.  My
lunchbox is practically part of me, and I never let it out of my
sight.  If I have time in the morning, I will give it a good
thrashing in the sink, to shake off any crusty residue that has
built up during the night.  Sometimes, my wife will slip in a
juicy bit of lettuce under the meat when I am not looking;
it's always a big shock when I put it in my mouth, and take a big
bite!  Trust me, your son would never get that with school
dinners.  His lunchbox is worth its weight in gold.

Dear Linford

My hands are very sensitive to the cold, and I often
get chilblains just from popping out to the shops for a
loaf of bread.  What do you suggest?

Your best bet
is to find somewhere warm to put them.  Personally, I tend to
stick my hands down my trousers when they get cold.  You would
surprised at just how much warm flesh there is down there for your
fingers to latch onto.  My hands have a life of their own, and
seem to have no problems finding the warmest nooks and crannies to
settle into.  Sometimes they even manage to knit themselves a
nest!

***






A chat with Mr
Sellotape

John Sellotape
here, head of the mighty Sellotape stationery empire.
 Interesting fact: did you know that last year, 16 billion
rolls of Sellotape were sold?  That's quite impressive, yes?
 But hold on, this got me thinking.  How much of that
Sellotape sold, was used to package up other boxes of Sellotape,
ready to be sent out to shops and newsagents, all over the globe?
 So then I got thinking some more, and started wondering what
was used to seal up boxes, before Sellotape was invented.  I
came up with the answer all by myself: spaghetti.

It's true, it
has to be!  Think about it. Spaghetti is Italian, and several
thousand years ago the Romans ruled the earth.  Them Romans
was Italian.  It makes perfect sense.  They must have had
a huge cauldron that they cooked all the spag' up in, and then
wound all their gold up with it.  Maybe even used it to string
their bows in an emergency, as well.  In fact, they probably
even whipped their slaves, and crucified Jesus Christ with the
stuff.  Say what you want about the Roms, but they knew how to
use their spag'.  It kind of makes you wonder where it all
went wrong for them.  Maybe they overcooked it.  Nothing
worse than going round someone's house for dinner, and finding that
they have overcooked the pasta, it totally ruins the night.
 Heaven only knows what effect it would have, on an empire
quite literally built on the stuff.

Although I talk
about the Romans ruling the earth, this was long after the
dinosaurs went extinct.  Now I tell you, them bally dinos
where a strict lot.  All teeth and claws.  I wonder how
the tyrannosaurus rex would have used Sello, or spag, if
it existed back then.  Those arms of his are quite short, and
not really suited to finding the end of the tape.  Plus, that
big chin of his would get in the way, and maybe even knock the roll
out of his hand by accident.  I reckon he could probably scoop
up a load of spag quite easily, and twirl it into a manageable
clump.  He could even make a giant spider's web with it, to
catch any low-flying pterodactyls.  Would probably have to get
a helping hand from a passing diplodocus though.

Man, I love
Sellotape.

***






A Walmart
store does your horoscopes

Hey there, my
little humanoid friends, how are you?  It's been fairly
mundane for me this week, really.  Other than a family of
uglies, who were desperate for an extra-large bag of cheesy sticks,
and a Harry Potter book, no-one has done anything outlandish so
far.  Mind you, that family were all in their pyjamas, so I
guess I get extra points for that.  They wanted to pay for
everything in vouchers as well, bleurgh!  Call me old
fashioned, but I prefer my tills being filled with cash.
 There is less chance of a coin being used as toilet
paper.

Pisces, Taurus, Gemini

You know when
your backdoors suddenly stop working, for no reason?  One
morning you just wake up, and the buggers won't budge, no matter
how much you prod and poke at them.  Yep, that's right, you
got constipation.  I recommend you give the GO-NOW ex-lax
tablets a shot.  Aisle 14, shelf 5.

Cancer, Leo, Scorpio

I am feeling
generous, so if you are moving house this week I will let you
borrow one of the shopping trolleys, that have been left stranded
out in the car park. Don't go abusing this offer though. I don't
want you returning it with a wobbly wheel, or using it as a grill
on your BBQ.  If I catch you dumping it in a river, then I
will come and break your legs.  Yeah, I watch those gangster
films too, so don't screw me over. Capiche?

Capricorn, Aquarius, Libra

Those damn kids
have been at the fire extinguishers again, and got water
everywhere.  I swear, one day I will refill them with fart
gas, and THEN we will see who has the last laugh.  Anyway, if
you need to mop up any spills, then I recommend the tea towels as
they are on offer at the moment.  They are right next to the
beef jerky corn dogs, on aisle 20.

Virgo, Sagittarius, Aries

Argh, who
knocked down that big stack of baked beans? I bet it was that
miserable git in the wheelchair again, he is a disgrace. I swear,
he steals things as well. Right, if you need legal advice, check
out the ambulance chaser who hovers around the toilet, waiting for
someone to slip over.  And stop looking at me, I hate you.

***






Hook cleric
Abu Hamza al-Masri reviews his favourite Transformers

Hello there peeps. Today, I welcome both infidels, and fans
of The Sharia, as I take break from shouting about things I hate.
For now, I speak about thing everybody should love: TRANSFORMERS!
They my favourite toy, and I often sing words like 'Robots in de
skies!' when I am get ready for preachings of hate. Film was bit
rubbish, as they no make proper noise. Michael Bay is asshole, and
double infidel so I shout lots of hate about him, and
family.

Optimus Prime

Prime is brave leader of Autobots. I no mind Prime much, as
he transform into truck which handy for popping to curtain rail
shop, if need spare hook for hand. He also have holo-projector,
which good for holo-project The Sharia on buildings, and backside
of infidels.Megatron

'Tron is bad
man of Decepticons.  He transform into gun which good for
stopping infidel, but where he keep spare copy of The Sharia?
 I always carry emergency spare in pack of fannies, in case I
leave on train, or when shouting hate in local non-halal
butchers.

Arcee

This is lady
bot, which make me feel offend.  She turn into car which
stupid, as women no allowed to drive.  Car boot would be good
for keeping spare veils for ladies, in case they lose theirs when
eating snack of Pringles.  Pringles nice and popular with
Ladies of The Sharia.  They use empty tube for handbag,
or kaleidoscope.

Sharia Hate Infidelbot

This new
Transformer, that I invent myself.  I once try to draw him,
but I get too excite and tear paper with hook-hand by accident.
 He turn into megaphone, so can shout hate and say The Sharia
very loud.  It also have grill turny thing, so can make halal
kebabs when hungry after Sharia roadshow.  Sometimes people
dress up as hobbits from Lord of Rings when they hear about The
Sharia.  I no mind, but wish they would put something on
feet.

***






'Big balls
ruined my life' claims shot put enthusiast


Shot

38-year old
amateur athlete Bryan Richards, has spoken out after realising that
"Treating everything as if it was a heavy metal ball, resting
against my shoulder, isn't all that it’s cracked up to be.
 It's given me a permanent crick in the neck, and shifted my
Adam's apple all over the place.  My social life is in
tatters."

"All those shot
putters, they look so wily and strong.  I wanted to be a part
of it," Bryan said.  However, it turns out there is an unknown
darkside to having such well-developed shoulders.  "If I was
on the phone, I would find myself involuntarily hurling it across
the room.  None of the mobile phone companies will sell me
insurance, any more."


Smash

"I once had
some friends round, and cooked them dinner.  I fried some eggs
and couldn't help, but lob them into the frying pan from the other
side of the kitchen.  All the yolks ended up broken, and full
of bits of shell, it was a disaster.  Afterwards, we played
that game where you pass an orange around under your neck.
 When it was my turn, I squeezed too hard and covered everyone
in juice.  By the end of the evening, the walls were covered
in peel and pith, it was humiliating."

Bryan's
fixation has even resulted in bannings from pet shops.  "I was
in Pets 4 U, and picked up a little baby hedgehog.  It started
moving around, and then curled itself up into a ball.  Before
I knew what I was doing, I had thrown it across the shop. It even
burst a little girl's balloon.  She started crying, and then I
noticed my hands and neck were all scratched up."

"It's a good
job I hadn't picked up a porcupine."

***






Six months
after the wedding, I now see that Kate Middleton is a real
honey

Hi there
subjects, Prince William here.  I hope you are
all receiving my message loud and clear, on this here
web-interface-blog thingymejot, for I have something I need to say.
 About six months ago, I married a jolly nice middle-class
girl called Kate Middleton, and do you know what?  She ain’t
half a pretty one!  It's an extraordinary occurrence, but
there it is and I have only just noticed it.  I haven't yet
decided whether to tell her this, as I am frightfully worried of
giving her the wrong impression of me.  So far, we have mostly
exchanged friendly pleasantries in the hallways, and the occasional
friendly smile from across the banquet table, but other than that I
don't really know much about her.  Which is a damn shame,
really.

Now, I don't
claim to be an expert on girls, but what I want to know is where
has this pretty face of hers come from?  It definitely wasn't
there back when we got married.  I have heard many tales about
the tricks, and craftiness of women, but had always poo-pooed them.
 Now, however, I am not so sure.  I have to consider the
possibility that she is trying to gain full access to my princely
crown jewels, and it is no joke when I say that they are very
delicate things indeed.  They have several hundred years of
vintage heritage behind them, and when I asked the man in the tower
about them, he said that they shouldn't be handled too roughly.
 Worst case scenario is that they could disintegrate, and turn
to dust!  What a horror of a thought!

One thing that
I have noticed about Kate, is that she keeps carrying this little
leather bag around with her.  Grandmama Queeny told me that it
is a ladies handbag, and I have to say I am utterly enthralled with
the concept of such a thing.  What on earth is inside it?
 Fountain pens for signing the servant's overtime slips?
 Choccy treats for the corgies?  Frogs legs and beetles,
for making mind-control spells...?  Perhaps I could ask Prince
Harry about it, he seems to get on well with her.  I often see
them laughing, and joking together and I believe they go
horse-riding as well.  He always knows about these sorts of
things.

I have also
noticed that her sister, Pippa Middleton, has a cracking little
arse on her.

***






Bathroom
weighing scales sick of being treated like a door mat


Neglect

A vintage set
of Salter-branded bathroom weighing scales, has told of its "Utter
despair," at being "Treated like a piece of dirt," despite "Twenty
years of faithful service to the Jenkins household."  The
scales, which were bought from a shop in East Brighton during a
closing down sale, freely admits that "My glossy silver finish,
isn't as refined as it once was," but that his "Years of experience
means I can still mix it up with the best of them."

The scales
recounted the day he was "First picked up by Miss Jenkins in the
shop," and explained "I broke out in goose pimples, as
she looked me all over and then smiled in satisfaction.  She
was so confident, and happy, in those days before she married that
jerk from across town."


Change

Reminiscing
about old times, he said "At first, I had my own place right under
the sink," and that "I was always polite enough to avert my gaze,
when she stepped out of the bath, until she put a towel on."
 "It was never cold, because she kept the heating on, and she
always sprayed air freshener right after doing a doo-doo."
 Things took a turn for the worse once they moved house, and
he was "Thrown into a drafty cupboard, like a piece of
rubbish."

"These days,
the kids just stamp on me, swear in front of their mother, and
no-one ever bothers to clean me, or thank me for doing a good job
all these years.  I have watched the boy grow up, yet he
humiliated me when he once threw me down the stairs when he was
eight years old.  He has always had a temper in him, and he
had just been grounded for playing with matches again."

***






Surfer takes
ironing board by accident; doesn't notice any difference


Mistake

Gnarly surfer
dude, Fraggles Rock, recently caused "Epic waves, man," when he
accidentally mistook an ironing board, for his "Bona fide Maxtor
G600 surfer extreme," surf board and didn't notice any difference,
until he got a frantic phone call from his mother "Asking if I knew
where her 'board that she got in the Spring Sale at Debenhams, had
gone."  Rock said that he thought his surf board seemed "A bit
heavier than normal," but he put that down to "Being a bit stoned,
and tired still."

He met up with
some friends, and noticed that "The 'board made a sort of clanking
noise, when I put it down," and also couldn't figure out why it
"Wouldn't stay standing upright in the sand, like it usually did."
 He also thought that the legs were either "Bits of seaweed,"
or "Parts of an old shopping trolley, that had somehow got
stuck."


Board

Rock, and his
friends, then decided to go out into the sea, and it was when Rock
laid down on the 'board that he "First noticed the floral pattern,"
which he was almost certain "Wasn't there, the day before."
 The change in vehicle didn't affect his performance, however,
as he "Has always been one to go with the flow, man.  Whatever
happens, I just improvise."

Red Fraggle,
Rock's girlfriend, told us "His new 'board really made a difference
out there, the whole sea seemed to come alive.  He had
dolphins following him and doing loops in the air, the birds were
flocking around him, and then all the fish baked him a cake because
it was his birthday."

"Hey, I ‘m out
of weed.  Can you sort me out?"

***






Beauty Baggins
has your Zodiacs

Morning kids,
how are things?  I entered myself into a gardening
competition, the other day.  Now, I am usually rubbish at
gardening, and my horticultural skills tend to begin and end with
pouring weed killer over things, but the prize is a 2000 watt Flymo
Chopatron lawnmower.  It sounds bloody marvellous.

Pisces, Taurus, Gemini

You should
either grow a beard, or purchase a fake one this week.  What
with the rising food prices, they make ideal 'stray food catchers'
so that if you get hungry, you can just have a munch on that
sausage that fell out of your mouth, earlier.  Or, you could
just refrain from burping so much whilst you eat your dinner, the
choice is yours.

Cancer, Leo, Scorpio

Do you like
watching Formula 1 races?  You do?  What an immensely
boring person you must be.  Get yourself outside, and do
something for once.  Either repair the puncture on your bike,
or, if your bike is working fine, give it a puncture and go for a
walk instead.  Go to a shopping centre, and put bits of bubble
wrap on the floor, see how many old people you can scare.

Capricorn, Aquarius, Libra

Hamsters like
sunflower seeds, chimpanzees like bananas, and you like sugar in
your tea and coffee.  You should write a book, and call it
something like "Typical eating habits of the daft, the stupid and
the hairy," it would be a best seller.  Any profits would be
wiped out with you repeatedly buying a copy for yourself,
though.

Virgo, Sagittarius, Aries

The tree that
is near the front of your house, is looking a bit dangerous these
days.  Before cutting it down, you should try and make a tree
house in it, and hold a street BBQ for the locals.  If anyone
gets injured, you can all claim compensation from the council, and
get the tree chopped down for free as well.  It's win-win all
round.

***






Facebook
suicide survivor tells his tale

Hi there.
 My name is John May, and until recently I was a Facebook
addict.  For a long time, there was no activity too minor, or
mundane that didn't warrant some kind of a status update.  I
would take screenshots of unposted updates, and save them for a
future 'out-takes' compilation.  Of course, this dedication
meant that other aspects of my life suffered.  Once, when my
dog pooed on the floor, I posted pictures of it rather than clear
it up.  I then kept everyone updated on the amount of flies
coming into the house.  I was getting friend requests from
animal cruelty groups, and people with scat fetishes for weeks
afterwards, it was great.

Despite the
fact that I have now deleted my Facebook account, I still get the
cravings.  Recently, I got thrown out of a restaurant because
I used the mustard to draw a smiley face on the carpet, and kept
shouting out about what a good time I was having.  On the
pavement outside my house, I wrote in chalk "I once fell over here
lol."  I saw someone take a picture of it, and I wondered if
they uploaded it to Facebook.  I spent ages imagining what the
people in the Facebook Irony Group would have said about it.

I’m having to
relearn the social etiquette, that used to be so easy for
me.  For instance, I now know that a solitary daffodil, or
some sunflower seeds, are not acceptable birthday presents.
 Likewise, going up to a stranger in the street, and telling
them that you have the same jumper as them has some unfortunate
consequences.  I got pepper sprayed when I told a girl that if
she had blonde hair, she would look like Sharon Stone in Basic
Instinct.  She took it as a compliment until I said something
about the leg-crossing scene, and started asking other people if
they agreed with me.

Thankfully,
that's all behind me now.  By the way, are any of you on
Google+ these days?

***






Tips from the
editor of Horse and Hound Magazine, Max Hopper

A hearty hello
to my dear horsey-hounders, and a cautious nod to the few remaining
houndy-horsers among us.  I know we have our differences, but
broadly speaking I guess you could say that we are all neighing in
the same barn.  Or barking in the same kennel, if that's more
your thing.  Christmas has been and gone, and what a
delightful time it was!  I gave Gertrude a new set of
platinum-plated horse shoes, and a box of limited edition mint
Matchsticks as a treat; I was thusly rewarded with some spritely
show jumping, and a hint of playful courtyard prancing.  Fido
woke up to a hefty slab of the finest sirloin Argentinean steak,
but I don't think it had been tenderised properly.  He was
sick all over my shoes an hour later.

Dear Max

I made a New Year's resolution to spend more time with
my trusty steed, but each time I approach him, he barely
acknowledges me.  I have tried dressing up as a shepherd, and
coating the sheep in aniseed, but he doesn't take any notice.
 Can you help?

Of course I can!  First of all, you appear to be getting
your animals mixed up - aniseed is a special treat for your
hound, usually on
birthdays, bank holidays and at Christmas.  Maybe during the
Queen's jubilee as well if you are feeling particularly frisky, but
don't overdo it or he will be wanting it all the time.  The
last thing you want is the little fellow poking, and prodding you
in the back, in the middle of the night wanting another round of
the good stuff.

Secondly, have
you tried giving your horse the old mint and coconut treatment?
 Start off by putting some mint leaves in your pockets, and
spending a few minutes at a time with him.  Keep building this
up, and then start feeding him actual mints.  Start with the
gateway stuff like Tic Tacs first, and then move onto the Trebor
Extra Strong.  Once he is showing an interest in you, go for
the jugular.  Get two halves of a coconut shell, and just when
he isn't expecting it, bang them together so that they sound like a
galloping horse.  Get the timing right, and he will think an
entire herd of mint-laden horses are coming to see him.  He
will be utterly thrilled!

Believe me, the
pair of you will be rolling around in the hay in no time.
 Feel free to take some pictures, and send them in!

***






Fooling people
is easy

Geoff Broccoli here, and I am going to let you in on a little
secret: fooling people is very easy, and is the key to getting what
you want.  I first realised this, when I came back from lunch
rubbing my stomach and said "Mmmm, what a lovely apple."
 People then asked me what type of apple I had eaten.
 Here is the thing: I hadn't actually eaten
any apples at all.  I had fooled
every single person with that little lie, and it served as my wake
up call.  Eager to capitalise on my success, the next day I
announced "Oooh, the price of Mars Bars these days is shocking," to
which everyone around me agreed.  It had been a good three years since I had last attempted to
purchase a Mars Bar.

Soon, the whole town was under my spell, and deeply woven
among my web of lies.  I told a bus driver I had been waiting
for thirty minutes, when I had in fact only just arrived at the bus
stop.  I got a free sachet of tartare sauce in a cafe, even
though I didn't order any fish.  I told the girl in the coffee
shop that I wanted a receipt for my medium latte, and
chocolate caramel slice, so I could claim it on my corporate
expenses account.  When I got outside I threw the slice away.
 I am diabetic, and cannot eat
sugary snacks.  I was also unemployed at the time, and so
couldn't claim it on expenses.

The gullibility
of mankind is breathtaking in its naivety.  This has even
spread to the machines that we build for ourselves.  Even the
GPS in my car can be fooled, by telling it I am going somewhere
that I am not.  This resulted in me crashing into a wall, so I
haven't experimented any further with it.  I went into the
ladies changing room at my gym, and pretended to take photos of the
women taking a shower.  The camera on my phone was broken, so
the police could only charge me with voyeurism, and not trespassing
with intent.  That's six weeks in jail, instead of eight
months.  It also meant I qualified for legal aid.
 Win-win all round.

I have even
managed to fool you, as my name isn't Geoff.

***






Nurse Ratched
New Year

Hey ho, people.  Yes, it's well past mid-January so the
year isn't new anymore, but I have been away.  Been busy.
 A band of gypsies recently turned up on a village green, and
so I was called in to help get rid of them.  It was a lovely
little place actually, and they invited me along to Sunday service
at the church.  One of the choir members ruined it by singing
out of tune, so I decided to burn the entire village down.
 The sound of their screaming was marvellous.

Dear Nurse Ratched

After gorging on cheesecake, beer, and cheese over the Xmas
period, I put on a fair bit of weight.  I have been trying to
shift it, and get back down to my normal size, but I am finding it
hard.  What should I do?

First of all,
you should utterly ashamed of yourself.  I recommend sleeping
outside in the garden for a week or so, preferably next
to any ants nests that may be in the vicinity.  With regards
to weight loss, your arse is no doubt a heavy beast, so I recommend
sandpapering it down a bit.  It will sting at first, but after
a while your body's natural pain suppressant will kick in.  If
it doesn't kick in, then you will probably pass out, and slip into
a coma.  If that doesn't, work you should kill yourself.

Dear Nurse Ratched

After gorging on cheesecake, beer and cheese over the Xmas
period I put on a fair bit of weight.  I have been trying to
shift it and get back down to my normal size but I am finding it
hard.  What should I do?

Okay sonny, you
have made me angry now.  Did you think I wouldn't notice this?
 Do you think I am stupid?  I hate queue jumpers.  I
hate gluttony.  I hate you.  I hate everything by
default, but you have managed to actually piss me off.  I will
make sure your car never starts.  Your socks will always be
odd, just like your face.  Your hair will always be on fire.
 Dog shit will be a permanent feature on your doorstep, and
you will never, ever be able to use a hammer and nail without
bludgeoning your fingers into a useless pulp.  You should kill
yourself.

***






Lightbulb has
no regrets, as filament finally burns out


Ignite


An incandescent light bulb has stated that, although he is sad
that his life as a light-provider is now over, he is "More than
happy with the life I led," and is proud to say that he "Probably
managed to prevent a rape, or two."  "This is a pretty rough
area," he warned.  "Plenty of scumbags around, just waiting
for a prolonged period of darkness, so that they can carry out
their scumbaggery.  Well, not on my watch they didn't.  I
like to think that every lady who walked within my sphere of
bulbousness felt safe, the entire time."

Describing the
penultimate moment, just before his filament finally fizzled out,
he said that it was "Not as bad as I thought it would be.  I
could definitely sense it happening.  There was a kind of a
silence, and then what sounded like a train coming towards me.
 You know that feeling you get, when you’re about to burp?
 It was like that, but with a few thousand volts of
electricity running through your backside.  And then that was
it.  It went all dark, and I just stayed there wondering if I
was going to get a gold watch, or a certificate, or something."


Burnt

The bulb went
on to say "Some people really don't understand bulbs at all, which
surprises me.  Once someone tried to unscrew me, right after
turning me off.  I sat there the whole time thinking 'don't do
it man, don't be stupid'.  All he had to do was go and check
on something for a few minutes whilst I cooled down, but no.
 He got a nice set of burnt fingers as a result.  You
know what they say, more haste, less speed."

Speaking about
the new energy-saving lightbulbs that are swamping the marketplace,
he said "Yeah, those new guys are definitely the future.  Guys
like me, we’re just dinosaurs now with our delicate little filament
wobbling away every time we are moved.  The traditionalists
will miss us.  You can tell by the way they sometimes put us
up by their ear, and shake us to see if we are still working, that
there is an emotional bond there.  It's sad, but there you
go."

"I just hope I
get put into the correct recycling container this evening.  No
way do I want to end up with the paper waste."

***






Justin
Bieber's Diary

Dear diary

I went round a
friend's house the other day, and we watched a film called Die
Hard.  At first, I thought it was going to be a film about the
crucifixion of Jesus, but it wasn't.  Right near the start,
there was this bit where someone did a swear!  I couldn't
believe it, I was so shocked.  Then some more people did more
swears, and I had to turn it off because I was starting to get
scareded.  After that, me and my friend played draughts for a
while.  Draughts is like chess, but way less confusing.
 I managed to get one of my pieces across the other side, and
make it a king!  It was so exciting, as I hardly ever manage
that.

Later on, we
got a lift to McDonalds so that we could go and get a strawberry
milkshake each.  Mummy had sellotaped the exact money up for
me, so paying for it was super easy.  I love fast food places!
 So many nice people there, just hanging out and being
friendly.  All the workers are always rushing around, and
doing things and shouting things, as well.  It must be really
exciting to work there, and be able to shout "Big Mac" all day.
 They are also really helpful, and ask if I want fries with
it.  I don't actually know what 'it' is.

When we got
back to my friend's house, we blew up some balloons.  His dad
helped us, and one of them popped right in his face, it was so
funny although it did make me jump a bit at first.  His dad
can be really silly sometimes.  Once, he came out of the
toilet and his flies were still open, and some of his shirt was
poking out.  I remember once he let me try his slippers on and
they were really big.  They were quite comfy, and I asked if I
could have them and he said no.

I did have my
own slippers, but mummy got cross when I accidentally wore them in
the bath.

***






Beauty
Baggins' horoscopes

I got some new
porridge the other day.  It had a nice box, and so I thought
"Why not?" and bought it instead of getting me usual brand.
 Mixed it up, and the texture was different from the old one.
 It looked fantastic, and I couldn't wait to try it out.
 Bunged it in the microwave for the usual 3 minutes and out it
came, looking bloody marvellous.  I decided to put some on my
face to see if it was good for me skin.  It felt really nice.
 Anyway, I forgot all about it and three hours later it was
stuck fast like lumpy superglue.  I had to sit in the bath for
3 hours to soak it off.  A bath of petrol that is.

Pisces, Taurus, Gemini

Do you like
salami?  No?  Pepperami?  Still no?  Well what
about ham?  You are a vegetarian?  Oh for goodness sake!
 Well, just have some beans then.  Everyone else should
pop down to their local supermarket, and stock up.  Dr
Doolittle has been taken sick, so there might be a shortage of meat
for a while.  You don't want to be serving cheese on toast at
that dinner party you are hosting, next week.

Cancer, Leo, Scorpio

If you haven't
washed your windows recently, I suggest that you do.  It's a
boring, and tedious job, but you will reap the benefits soon
enough.  Imagine that you fell, and hit your head on
something.  When the neighbours start peeking in through your
windows, you don't want their view blocked with all that grime that
has been building up.  You filthy sods.

Capricorn, Aquarius, Libra

Do you drink
your tea in a mug, or in a dainty little cup?  I bet you
cup-users even have a little saucer as well, and sip at it as if
you are a special little princess.  Man, you lot piss me off
you do.  Just use a mug, like the rest of us.  Throw
those cups and saucers away, and you now have loads of extra
cupboard space.  See?  No doubt you will soon fall back
into your hoarding ways, and fill the shelves with Weetabix, or
something.

Virgo, Sagittarius, Aries

I watched a
Batman film the other day.  It was great stuff, all dark and
moody and everything.  There was this one bit, where he did a
double-backflip somersault off a table, and swung off the
lightshade thing on the ceiling.  Contrary to how easy it
looks in the film, it's actually bloody hard to do yourself.
 I have had this crick in my neck ever since, and it makes
looking at the menu in McDonalds really tricky.

***






Vegetarians
are the real hunters

Hello, my name
is George, and I have been a vegetarian since 2005.  Although
I was born in 1982, I consider the era before my conversion to be a
sort of pre-life.  All that time I was gorging on roast beef
and bacon sandwiches, I now see that I was nothing more than a
caterpilla,r waiting to turn into a butterfly.  Thanks to my
new-found way of life, I believe that I have the potential to be
immortal.  In fact, I can do pretty much anything that I put
my mind to.  If I am ever confronted with a challenge, I will
meditate by way of consuming a juicy bag of Spinach 'n' Lettuce
Crunch Mix, from my local supermarket.

My favourite
vegetable is carrot.  Come mealtime, I will carefully browse
my selection of orange prey, and then strike decisively.  The
carrot has no chance of getting away, such is my prowess.  I
then get a knife - the bigger the better - and chop off the
carrot's head, with one strike.  This renders it utterly
helpless.  I then begin to peel it, slowly, but surely, to
saviour the moment.  As the skin gradually falls away, I begin
to salivate as the glistening flesh is exposed.  Sometimes I
can even feel the carrot struggling within my grasp, which adds to
my excitement.

I will then
leave the exposed carrot on the side, for a while.  Most of
the time I will over-peel one side to stop it from rolling off, and
then running away, to warn the others.  The temperature of the
room provides ample heat for the meat to be 'sealed', a process
that only takes a couple of minutes.  Any longer than that,
and it will be overcooked and ruined.  Some people like their
food well-done, but I hate it.  I consider them to be
barbarians, who want every meal to be like a damn BBQ.

The other day,
someone asked me what the greatest moment in vegetable history is.
 Without a doubt, it would have to be the time when, in 1582,
a potato first discovered Sir Walter Raleigh, and persuaded him to
take his family back to England.

***






Starbucks?
Sickbuckets more like

As a real
coffee fan, I avoid Starbucks completely.  Everything about
the place is wrong, and I despise the commercialisation of coffee.
 The people who work there, are not 'baristas', they are
scoundrels and every night I wish a pox upon them.  Quite
frankly, if the coffee isn't prepared how the Arabian nomadic
farmers had it back in 25BC, then I don't want to know.  These
coffee chains don't even give you the option to have camel's milk,
for goodness sake.

At one time, I
attempted to grow my own coffee beans, just so I could be as
authentic as possible.  It wasn't successful, mainly because
my spare room is not an arid desert, that gets 50mm of rain an hour
during the monsoon season.  I did try to grow some in the
bath, but I think I killed it when I dropped my pumice stone in
there by accident.  I had no idea that my dry skin was so
toxic, and I was devastated when I realised what had happened.

I am thinking
of starting up a magazine, so that me and my fellow coffee
aficionados can band together.  It could even serve as a
support group, for people suffering from comedowns when making the
transition from tea, to coffee.  I was thinking of pitching a
tent in my garden, that could function as a kind of halfway house
for them.  If we register as a charity, it means things like
that are tax deductable.  To be honest, I have never
understood the appeal of tea.  All that bag nonsense, it just
seems so... false.

As for that
instant Nescafe stuff you can buy in the shops, well I wouldn't
even use to grit the pavements.

***






You sold me
queer giraffes

Antonius
Proximo, here.  Yes, the old bloke from the film Gladiator.
 If anyone makes a joke about me looking just like Oliver
Reed, I will smash their face in.  And before you ask, yes I
am still pissed off that someone sold me queer giraffes.  It
was only rheumatism and gout, that stopped me from ripping fatboy's
testicles off.  It's not even the first time he has tried to
con me, either.  Last year, I had an ear infection, and he
sold me some leeches that he said would cure it.  It wasn't
until after he left, that I realised the cheeky twat had sold me a
load of bloody caterpillars.  I did wonder why they were so
hairy.

No doubt you
are dying to hear about Maximus.  By Jupiter, I am fed up with
him now.  Yes, he is great with a sword, and he can fight off
a bloke wearing a bull's head, but there is shit all else that he
can do.  You should see the state of his bedroom!  It's a
tip!  He also spends far too much time with those giraffes.
 Oh, those bloody giraffes I wish they would just die, or knee
him in the face, or something.  I can't even remember why I
bought them, probably thought they would be handy for painting the
ceiling, or keeping an eye out for the emperor bloke who
wants to shag his sister.

Talking of the
emperor, he is a wrong 'un as well.  I don't mean for the
sister thingy, although that is pretty weird in itself, but in
general.  He gives me the creeps.  If he was an animal,
he would probably be a giraffe.  A queer giraffe, at that.
 See?  I can't get away from the damn things.  I
swear they are cursed.  And, no word of a lie, I reckon they
laugh at me.  Every time I go near them, they huddle their
heads together, and start whispering things to each other.  I
try to listen in, but they are too high up for me to hear what they
are saying.  I even have to shut my windows at night,
otherwise they poke their heads in.

It's 110
degrees here sometimes, it means I sweat like a bastard.

***






Queen
Elizabeth II reviews Bambi

This
feature-length film, was first brought to one's attention by way of
a written message, sometime in 1963.  One is sad to say, that
one has not had the time to view it until now.  For those that
are unaware, Bambi is the work of the man who built those
Disney theme parks, and who also sold numerous
Bambi-branded Thermos flasks.  It is my understanding that
Disney also invented Mickey Mouse, and one cannot help, but notice
that Bambi and Mickey Mouse have something in common: they are both
animals.  Not being one to believe in coincidences, one has to
wonder what to make of this fact.  No doubt this is something
for one to ponder at length.

In the film,
there is a ghastly little rabbit called 'Thumper'.  One
quickly realises that he is not a character to be taken literally,
as he is clearly an allegory for a particularly naughty corgi dog
that one once owned.  On many an occasion, my servant would
feed some gin to this dog, and it would run around as crazy as a
ferret.  One found this jolly amusing at first, but it quickly
became tiresome.  One can only imagine that Thumper would make
horrendous company, if one ever had to share a horse-drawn
carriage, or a chariot with him.  When the film had finished,
it was pointed out to me that Thumper is an animal, just like Bambi
and Mickey Mouse are.  One has to consider what was going on
in the head of Disney, at this time.

There was a bit
in the film, where Bambi's father turns around and leaves him.
 One was immediately struck by the similarity of the time I
was in France, and some French berk of a waiter ignored me when I
asked for another plate of olives.  Clearly, Disney is
familiar with the peculiar French arrogance, and one has to admire
his attempt at immortalising it on the big screen.  Whilst on
the subject of France, one feels it is pertinent to point out that
Nicholas Sarkozy has a wonky face.  When one is in his
company, it is most unsettling as one is constantly under the
impression that he is about to sneeze.  He once tried to make
a joke, about whether one had ever considered wearing one's crown
backwards.

It has to be
said, that one was not amused.

***






Small, yappy
dog finally decides to shut the fuck up


Sausages


A dachshund dog called Max, has, after 4 years of excessive
barking, decided to pack it in.  The decisive moment came when
he was standing next to the lion enclosure, during an impromptu
visit to the local zoo.  "There I was, looking at the big
cats, whilst my owners ate some ice cream, when I noticed a lion
approaching me from behind the glass.  He didn't look like
much, so I just stared him out for bit.  Then he opened his
mouth, and roared.  I was so shocked.  I almost shit my
pitty-pants."

Max went on to
say "Now, normally I’m a barky type of guy.  And hey, why not?
 If I saw a bin, I would bark at it.  Just because.
 Same with a lampost.  It's just the way it is.  My
mother always told me that if something looks out of place, you
should bark at it.  If everything looks fine, bark anyway,
just in case.  It's better to be safe than sorry.  Mark
it, and bark it as they say."


Control

Max's brush
with death has prompted him to "Re-evaluate my priorities a bit."
 He says "Right after that lion got in my face, it made me
think.  Is that how I look, when I go on one of my barking
rounds?  Is that how people perceive me to be?
 Just a loud mouth?  Do I want my kids growing up, being
scared of me?  Uh-huh."

"It kinda
reminded me of that Monsters Inc. film.  You know, where that
big, gay, blue bear thing finally sees how much he scares children.
 I have seen that film maybe a dozen times, but it's only now
that I see the wisdom behind that scene.  Big blue guy, I
respect you."

"Talking of
having kids, I wonder if the vet will let me have my testicles
back."

***






Avon
calling

Hello!
 Susan here, your local Avon lady.  Don't worry if you
don't recognise me, as I am used to that now.  No-one ever
sees me.  It's part of the Avon way.  Late at night, I
will skulk in and drop off the latest catalogue on your doorstep.
 Face down for dog owners, face up otherwise.  Then, I
melt back into normal society.  And wait.  Next week I am
back, primed and ready to pounce on any filled-out forms.
 What's this?  Mr Sampson at number 56 wants a tea cosy?
 Watson, something is afoot!

Oh, Mr Sampson
what happened?  I am more than familiar with your usual
tastes.  Did you think this would fool me?  Why, only
last week I was hiding under the table as you ate dinner with your
family.  No, you didn't see me, because that's the Avon way.
 I had a spot of bother with your dog, but I was forewarned by
the catalogue being face up.  As I peered, and sniffed around
under the table, I couldn't help, but notice that you had used the
purple Homer Simpson cheese grater, for the cheese salad.  I
shed a tear of joy.

Yes, I remember
the day you ordered it, way back in 2008.  I took a photocopy
of the order form, for prosperity's sake.  Order number
AV1389-0A.  Look, it's tattooed onto my hand.  That's the
Avon way.  Last month, I was watching you as you sat on your
own in the pub.  You ordered Guinness, and once again you
failed to chastise the barman for not pouring it correctly.  I
wept for you.  When you went to the toilet, I turned over your
beer mat.  I made it face up, as you did not have your dog
with you.  Then I realised that you are still a dog owner, and
turned it back over again.  I battled with my inner self for
days afterwards.  Such is the emotional price of having a
philosophy.

Oh, Mr Sampson,
how I adore thee.

***






Neighbourhood
watch team leader retires


Watchful

56-year old
James Worthington, has decided to retire, after 25 years of
diligent neighbourhood watching, in his neighbourhood.  He has
described his time as a crime fighter, as "The most exciting time
of my life, to date.  Quite simply, nothing can compare to the
things I have seen, and experienced over the years.  This one
time, I was up a ladder peering in at number 45, when I saw Mr
Graham eating a toffee apple.  Since when has a toffee apple
been something you eat indoors?  I found it most irregular,
and recorded it in my notebook.  It wasn't even Halloween,
either."

"I knocked on
his window, to ask what the bloody hell he was playing at, and he
became very evasive and defensive.  He claimed it was just a
snack, as he was hungry.  I said to him 'pull the other one
mate, it's got bells on it'.  A standalone apple, and a
caramel chocolate bar would have made more economical sense.
 I never, ever got to the bottom of that one, despite draining
his fish pond, and sleeping in his shed for a week."


Safe

James' efforts
put a strain on his marriage over the years, that "Often left me
sleeping downstairs, on the sofa."  He said "When my good lady
came back from the shops, I would pore over the details of
the receipt.  If those sods at Tesco think they are
outside of my zone of control, then they have another think coming.
 I know how crafty they can be, sneaking an extra packet of
Twiglets into your basket, when you aren't looking.  They must
think I was born yesterday."

Local residents
had been calling for him to retire for quite some time, and it was
an event last week that led to James calling it a day.  "I saw
the lad from down the road buy some barrier contraceptives, from
the chemist.  I thought he might be using them as gloves, to
stop his fingerprints from showing up.  When I got up on that
ladder, and peered into his room I couldn't believe what I saw.
 It was disgusting!"

"I still need
to check if his parents know that he is courting."

***






More
horoscopes, with Beauty Baggins

I got a new
mobile phone the other day.  Marvellous little device, it is.
 I can take photos of my penis, and stick them up all along my
road at night.  I overheard some people talking about it in
the local shop, this morning.  I crept up on them, hoping to
hear tales of anguish and outrage, but they thought they were
pictures of walnuts!  I bloody hate old people.

Pisces, Taurus, Gemini

There is going
to be locust storm in your area, soon.  I recommend putting
bin liners up in the trees, to try and slow them down.  You
might want to cover yourself in double-sided sticky tape as well,
in case the swarming starts when you are out getting some milk, or
whatever it is you buy in that shifty-looking shop on the corner.
 Seriously, why does everyone always walk out of there holding
a brown paper bag?  Doesn't make sense.

Cancer, Leo, Scorpio

How often do
you eat a banana?  One a day?  More than one a day?
 You beast!  No wonder my local Tesco keeps running out
of them.  Cut back, so the rest of us get a chance to enjoy
this potassium-rich treat.  I don't like kiwi fruits, so
have one of those instead.  You can even use the skin as a
fake beard, if you are that way inclined.

Capricorn, Aquarius, Libra

"A bird in the
hand, is worth two in the bush," so the saying goes.  Yeah?
 Well my niece was sick all over me at the weekend, and it
would have been better if she had done it in a bush.  It's one
rule for the 17th century philosophers, and another rule for the
rest.

Virgo, Sagittarius, Aries

Mickey Mouse?
 Bloody Bastard more like.  I had to wear a costume for a
kid's party once, and after about 30 minutes, I passed out due to
the heat.  How come Mickey himself never had this problem?
 Disney must have had the squeaky-voiced twat jacked up on
drugs, or something.  It would explain the smile that
was permanently etched on his face.

***






Nurse Ratched
returns

Hello, once
again.  These last few weeks have seen a rather severe cold
snap hit the UK, which means everyone has been turning their
heating up, to full strength.  Me?  I don't need to waste
money on that sort of thing.  I get a nice, warm glow every
time I remember that there are people slipping over, on the icy
pavements.  I often sit there, cackling with laughter for
hours at a time so I save money by not having to turn the TV on,
either.

Dear Nurse Ratched

My iPhone screen has cracked, but the people in the Apple
store won't repair it, as I didn't take out the extended warranty.
 What should I do?

First of all
let's be clear; every single person who works in an Apple shop is,
without exception, a complete shit gibbon.  Normally, I would
laugh at your plight, but in this instance I can understand.
 Please note that I am not actually sympathising with you, I
just hate Apple store employees more than I hate pathetic
creatures, like yourself.  First of all, gather up some mud,
and put it in a display case.  Then, stand outside the Apple
store, and announce that you have some of Steve Job's pre-cardiac
arrest shoe scrapings.  Make sure you record all this, as I
want to hear the sound of bones snapping, when the stampede starts.
 This leaves you free to pop into the shop, and acquire a
brand new iPhone.  Make sure you burn the place down, as well.
 If that doesn't work, you should kill yourself.

Dear Nurse Ratched

In the office, people keep using the same spoon for the
sugar, and the coffee.  This means the sugar bowl gets clogged
up with bits of dried coffee all the time.  What should I
do?

Quite frankly,
the people who do that sort of thing should be flayed every single
day, for the rest of their miserable lives.  Now, have you
seen the film Die Hard with a Vengeance?  The bad guy
makes bombs by combining two chemicals, that are explosive when
mixed together.  I have no idea what they are, or where you
can get them from.  Perhaps you could ask Bruce Willis, as he
seems the sort of level-headed chap who knows what is what.
 He managed to dump that skinny Demi Moore wife-bitch of his,
so he is no doubt an expert on this kind of thing.  Replace
the sugar, and the coffee, with these two chemicals, and the moment
anyone tries to use the same spoon in each bowl the entire kitchen
will be blown to smithereens.  If that doesn't work, you
should kill yourself.

***






Power walking
champ gets stuck in wardrobe


Champ

Three times
world champion power walker, John Davidson, has managed to get
himself stuck in his own bedroom wardrobe.  The details
surrounding the event are unclear, but the 44-year old was last
seen at his mother's dinner table on Friday night after enjoying a
slap-up meal consisting of Findus Crispy Pancakes, broccoli, and a
gravy of undisclosed flavour.  His mother, who was present
during the entire meal, said "He finished his dinner as normal, and
then went upstairs.  I had given him one of my pancakes, as I
wasn't really hungry.  They were the chicken and bacon ones,
which are his favourite, and I was still a bit full from the corned
beef roll I had for lunch.  It made sense to let him have it,
rather than let it go to waste."

The alarm was
first raised, when his mother realised that he hadn't come back
downstairs after half an hour.  "It was raspberry trifle for
pudding, and there is no way he would normally stay away for that
long.  I went upstairs, and heard some banging.  It was
then, that I realised he was stuck inside his wardrobe.  He
must have taken a wrong turning, by accident.  I could hear
him trying to walk around inside, and he sounded delirious."


Cramp

After an hour
or so, everything went silent inside the wardrobe, and John's
worried mother called the fire brigade.  Firefighter chief
Andrew Barlow said "I can confirm that we received an
emergency call out, regarding a 44-year old male who had become
trapped inside a bedroom wardrobe.  We suspect that his
condition is deteriorating, due to the fumes from
the mothballs.  We are still awaiting a response from
IKEA, so we can determine their potency."

The
firefighters thought they had made a breakthrough when they managed
to unscrew the mirror on the front of the wardrobe, but behind it
lay another, impenetrable wooden panel.

"He’s been in
there for three days nowm and he still hasn't had his trifle yet.
 I’m worried sick, I hate to see good food go to
waste."

***






Justin
Bieber’s Diary

Dear diary

Today, I woke
up and saw my light was still on, so I turned it off.  Usually
my mummy does it when I have gone to sleeps, but she must have
forgot.  I went downstairs to get some juice, but my favourite
Donald Duck cup was still in the dishwasher, so I used the Goofy
one instead.  The Goofy one is brown, and I usually save it
for when I have chocolate Nesquik, but mummy says it is too early
for milkshake, so I will have juice instead.  I like to
pretend I am just like daddy, so I put a spoon in the cup as if I
am having coffee.  When I finish, I rub my tummy and say "Yum
yum that was nice coffee," even though it is really juice.

I wanted to
listen to some music, so I put on my favourite Lion King music CD
and danced around, pretending to be the circle of life.
 Timon and Pumbaa, always make me laugh and I would
really like to meet them one day so we could be friends, and have
lots of fun together.  Sometimes I pretend my cat is Pumba,
and I am Timon, and this one time he did a really smelly farty
smell that made me feel sick, but later I found it funny because it
was just the sort of thing that the real Pumba would do.

In the
afternoon, I had another go on my Rubik's Cube toy and almost
managed to match up some of the squares, but I got bored of it
after a while and put it back in my toy box.  I have a Donald
Duck puzzle that is just like my Donald Duck cup, but the cup was
still in the dishwasher so I wasn't able to finish the puzzle
because I couldn't look at the picture to see what it looks like
when it is finished.  I once made my own puzzle, by drawing a
picture on a bit of paper and asking mummy to cut it up into lots
of small pieces, but she shouted at me for drawing on her bank
statement.

***






There ain’t
nothing that can't be fixed with a nice sausage

Although I was
born in 1956, my life before 1978 was empty.  In that fateful
year, I purchased a second-hand, sausage-making machine.  It's
a real beast of a device, proper vintage construction, and if you
aren't careful it will take your hand off.  And I wouldn't
have it any other way.  Sometimes, when it's late at night and
I am just finishing off my latest batch, as I turn that handle I
swear I can hear Queen Victoria singing.  I can just picture
her queuing up at the Royal Palace canteen, plate in hand, asking
for a nice pair of spicy Cumberland bangers, so that she may
put them between two slices of freshly baked bread.

At first, I
kept the machine in the garage, at the behest of my good wife.
 She never liked the thing, right from the get-go.  "Too
dangerous," she says.  "Sort of thing Jack the Ripper used,"
she claimed.  What utter rot.  She changed her tune that
one day, when I served up a sausage trifle dessert when all the
family were round.  She shed tears of pure joy, and happiness.
 She even went and stayed at her mum's for two weeks after,
such was her emotional state.  When she came back, I showed
her that I had moved the machine onto my bedside cabinet.  She
was completely speechless at the thought of me squelching, and
banging away, at all hours of the morning!

Begonias, aloe veras, medinilla and tulips.
 All beautiful plants, and all have made their way through the
cogs, and pipes of this machine of mine.  I likes to
experiment with things, and sometimes it throws up a nice surprise.
 I put a cactus through it once, and it turns out that them
spikes don't 'sausage up' very well at all.  They come through
intact at the other side, and you end up with bits poking through
the skin.  It makes a right mess of your non-stick frying pan,
as well.

***






Welcome to my
Italio pizzario ristorante

Buon giorno!  Come in, come in, my friends there are
plenty of tables for you, and your scummy family.  Let me take
your coats, and oh, what's this?  Fake leather jacket from TK
Maxxies, how very bourgeois of you.
 Here, have some bread rolls and shut up-a your face, as I get
the menu and stare at your slut daughter's breasts.  I make
faces at your ugly wife, as she reads out entire menu over, and
over, again and I let out fart near your idiot son's head.
 Now sir, pissy wine for you, and your fat wife, yes?
 Vodka for slut daughter of course, and a large lemonade for
your son of idiots.  No sir, we no sell Guinness, or
Budweiser, as we are no gypsy restaurant.  We no sell
Twiglets, or Wotsits either, before you ask.

Ah, I see you
get confuse with words on menu.  Your daughter has iPhone, why
not get her to use translate app?  You know, she only use it
to get text message with photo of boyfriend's penis.  Okay,
well 'anti pasti' is like a starter course, but we add £3 to price,
and say it cooked with olive oil.  Everything is olive oil,
including the shampoo I use on head, is nice and shine.
 Sometimes, we clean toilet with it, if carbonara goes bad,
and give people stomach bug.  Okay, so you sir have lasagne,
very imaginative.  Slut daughter has fish, wife has lasagne
too, and idiot son has sausages.  Why he no go McDonalds
instead?

We now have
your order, so me and petite waitress with nice ass go stand
outside, and have cigarette.  We laugh at you, and your family
and then I tell waitress again, that I like her nice ass.  I
want to rub olive oil all over it.  She give me horn, and
makes my Tower of Pisa start to lean.  One of chefs is her
boyfriend, and he is buffoon.  He look like paedophile, and
smell of dog, but she say she love him.  I want to shove that
ponytail of his up his own ass, until he scream and cry like
baby.

What's this?
 You only leave £1.50, for tip?  You English dogs.

***






Sir Francis
Drake reviews his Subway sandwich experience

Hey ho, there.
 Now, before I begin, if there are any French, or Spanish
people reading this, I will have them arrested, and thrown in
prison.  So bloody clear off.  Anyway.  Most of the
time when I am hungry, I jump on my horse and go for a jolly hunt
somewhere in the woods.  However, today it is raining, and
flushing out the pheasants is a ghastly business in the wet, so I
decided to pop along to that new Subway sandwich place, and see
what the fuss is all about.  And by golly, was it exciting.
 I even saw William Shakespeare in the queue!  He can't
write for shit, but his wife has a cracking little arse on her.
 I chortled when I heard him pronounce 'jalapeno' incorrectly,
but the prissy twat ignored me.

When I walked
in to the place, the door made a 'ting-a-ling' sound which I
haven't ever heard before.  I thought we were under attack,
but it turns out that a bell was attached to the door via a complex
rope-and-pulley system.  I had no idea that sandwiches had
progressed so much, over the last few years.  The man behind
the counter asked me what bread I wanted.  "However the Earl
of Sandwich has it!" I boomed at him, and he looked at me as if I
was a Frenchman taking a shit on his doorstep.  Then I saw the
actual bread selection, and asked for Italian herbs 'n' cheese.

Now the
questions came thick and fast.  Do I want extra cheese?
 Would I like it toasted?  I was feeling a bit under
pressure, so I decided to play for time.  "Good God man, are
you the Spanish Inquisition?" I asked him.  I glanced at the
menu and saw 'meatball marinara'.  I had no idea what it was,
but I didn't get to where I am today without taking any chances.
 "And don't spare the marinara stuff either," I said, and
fixed upon him one of my steely gazes.  Annoyingly my eye
started to itch, so it looks like I chickened out when I rubbed it.
 Finally, with the transaction completed, I grabbed my
sandwich and ran all the way home so as to feast in private.

Oh drat, and
blast!  I forgot to get my Subway membership card stamped.

***






Vladimir Putin
does the horoscopes

Comrades.
 As the new, and rightful leader, I here to tell you what is
what.  I divide you up by star sign, and then say what is
happen.  You must not try to get out of it, or else man who
wrestle bear for fun will come, and find you.  I sometime
wrestle bear for fun, and I teach other mans who like to wrestle
how to do it too.  We have fun, and shoot guns for fun as
well.  Then we practise putting people in cage, and no feed
them for six weeks.  Is fun.

Pisces, Taurus, Gemini

Your favourite
TV programme have special omnibus special, this week.
 Omnibus is now cancel, so you do something else instead.
 I suggest learning Judo for fun, or maybe even make mashed
potato for local bear wrestling club.  For every 500 potatoes
you peel, get free bullet for gun of my choice.

Cancer, Leo, Scorpio

Favourite
vending machine at work, is now changed.  No more vending Coca
Cola, and Scampi Snacks, but bricks and cyanide instead.
 Price is doubled too.  You buy brick, and donate to
local martial art dojo, so they buy cages for bears.  Cyanide
is for killing rats in house.  You say you no have rats?
 You will soon, so buy quick before cyanide run out.

Capricorn, Aquarius, Libra

I see you have
nice shampoo, in bathroom.  Soon, shampoo not be in stock in
shop, so you have better shampoo instead.  Is black in colour,
and can be use for paint or wash car as well.  It is like hair
dye too, which is good as I like sexy brunette very much.
 Soon, all lady have sexy brunette hair.

Virgo, Sagittarius, Aries

You have nice
wallpaper, and pictures up in house.  Is nice, but you take
down soon.  Everyone having nice, and smart grey concrete
walls, and lights with no lampshade.  Be good practice for
when you get arrest, and put in prison for being spy.  I know
you spy, as you have pet rabbit or dog instead of have bear, to
practice wrestling on.

***






Come to my
teddy bear's picnic

Hi there.
 People often ask me if I am crazy for collecting teddy bears,
but I don't think I am.  I have 156 teddy bears at the moment,
yet at any one time there can be 50 trillion cells in the human
body.  No-one considers a collection like that to be strange.
 I once arranged all my beary friends into a scene, resembling
that painting of The Last Supper.  I had Berty, my favourite,
as Jesus and all the other bears were listening to him talk.
 I did all the voices myself, and made Judas Iscariot
sound like a Dalek from Doctor Who.  I got very upset at the
betrayal bit, and threw the Judas bear out of the window.  I
later regretted this, as it was raining outside and he got wet.

In the summer,
I love having picnics.  I once hosted one in the park, but it
was fraught with danger.  If the butter gets on their fur, it
can be a nightmare to wash the smell out, and all the infernal
children never leave me alone.  Someone's dog got over
excited, and chewed one of my favourites to pieces.  It was
hot, so I had put a piece of ham on the bear's head to keep him
cool and, well, you can probably guess the rest.  These days,
I tend to use a leaf of lettuce instead, and put some slices of
cucumber on top to weigh it down.  So far, no dogs have tried
to attack my bears since I adopted this measure.

If I go on a
ride somewhere on my bicycle, I will always take a rucksack, and
put at least two bears in it.  If I stop for a break, it means
I can take them out, put them on my handlebars, and talk to them.
 I have a water bottle, but I don't put water in it, I keep it
filled with honey.  If there is one thing that I have learnt
over the years, it's that honey can give you energy and strength.
 I saw it in a Yogi Bear cartoon once.  It reminded me of
Popeye, but Yogi is much better than Popeye.

If Yogi and
Popeye were in a wrestling match, I would be the commentator.
 I would do the voices myself, and Popeye would have a voice
like Chandler from Friends.

***






Q&A with a
pair of Adidas Samba trainers

Hey there, my
hip and happening friends.  It's good to see you, again!
 I have been trapped inside a shoe box for a while, which is
why you haven't heard from me recently.  I couldn't get a
signal for my mobile phone either, it was dreadful.  I got
pretty good at that Snakes game, though.  Somehow, a bee got
inside the box with me, and it drove me potty with all its buzzing
around everywhere.  I was bloody glad when it tried to sting
the lid, and ended up ripping its own arse out.

Dear Adidas Samba trainers

I am having trouble with my gas supplier.  They keep
overcharging me, and I don't understand their website instructions
on how to do a gas meter reading, myself.  Can you
help?

Why yes, of
course I can!  I am no expert on utility suppliers myself, but
I remember the large-breasted woman in the factory where I was
stitched together knew all about these things.  She would get
Jimmy, the local IT bod, to do the gas readings for her.  She
had a bad back, so couldn't do it herself, but Jimmy was a real
wizz with that sort of thing.  I did send the woman a text
message asking if she knew Jimmy's number, but she hasn't replied
yet.  Miserable bitch, I hope her tits fall off.

Dear Adidas Samba trainers

I need to know what sort of t-shirt to wear, down the gym.
 Should I go with a cheap cotton one, or the more expensive
ones that draw the sweat away from the body?

Hmm, good
question.  My only real experience with t-shirts, is from the
factory when the rejected ones were torn up, and turned into shoe
laces for me and my chums.  Most of the time, they were just
cheap imports, but occasionally a box of unwanted Calvin Kleins or
Ralph Lauren tops would come in.  Anyone who got a quality set
of laces like that has really hit the jackpot!  If you are
really strapped for cash, you could perhaps wear a black, plastic
bin liner.  You will sweat horrendously, but it helps with the
weight loss.  Ya fat bastid.

***






Monster Truck
madness, the cultural backbone of society

My name is John
Bobness, and I have been a Monster Truck fan ever since my 12th
birthday.  My dad was unconscious after getting
drunk on the toilet cleaner again, so my birthday was, for the
third year running, once more in the hands of my next door
neighbour.  People often said that I looked very similar to my
neighbour.  This came in handy, as it meant he could vouch
that it was okay for me to buy cigarettes, and whisky at the local
shop.  My dad said I was too young to drink, so I just used
the booze to sterilise the cigarette burns I got when he was drunk,
and unable to control his arms properly.  That was okay
though, because chicks dig scars, right?

I still
remember that first Monster Truck show.  We got a hotdog each,
and I dropped mine as we were trying to squeeze past a family who
were all wearing Cookie Monster t-shirts.  All four of them
had ponytails, and smelled of baked beans.  Anyway, when I
dropped my hotdog, the kid bent down and picked up, and ate it in
one mouthful!  It was so funny, and I asked him to give me
high-five, but I don't think he spoke English.  He just looked
at me, and burped loudly.  I bought another hotdog later on,
but it wasn't until I got home that I realised the sauce had fallen
all over my shoes.  I had to use the whisky to wash it
off.

Since then, I
have been a complete fan of Monster Truck shows, and collect all
the figures and the posters.  Sometimes the back of the trucks
come in handy at dinner time, if there aren't any clean plates
available.  I have to make sure I clean it properly
afterwards, though.  The mould makes it look weird, and
sometimes makes me cough if I fall asleep next to it.  We have
a cat with one eye, and he makes a great obstacle for my truck to
climb over.  If I run the truck over his tail, he doesn't even
flinch.  My dad says it is because all the nerve endings are
dead, from being used to clean coffee mugs out.

That sounds so
cool!

***






Wise-guy door
handle claims to have seen it all


Grip

A veteran door
handle has boldly claimed that he has now seen everything that
there is to see.  The brushed-steel accessory, constructed ten
years ago in a now-defunct factory in Stanley, has spent the last
five years acting as "A guardian angel to the premises.
 No-one gets in, or out, without going through me, first.
 If I don't like the look of you, then, yes, you will find me
a little bit stiffer than I usually would be."

The door handle
claims to have seen into the very souls of the people he has
served.  "I’ve seen all sorts.  All them women who act
all high and mighty, in their posh frocks?  They fiddle around
pulling their knickers out of their arse, just like the rest of us
do.  Even the high up managers like to sniff their fingers
after having a good old scratch round the testes.  Just
remember that, the next time one of them tries to make out that
their shit smells better than yours."


Hold

Remembering his
early days, he said "It was a good six months, before I realised
that there was another handle on the other side of the door."
 He explains his naivety being down to "Just something I
didn't even think about.  And why would I?  I was just
doing my job, and not really paying attention to anyone else was
doing."  Not usually being one for small-talk, he says "Him on
the other side has his way of doing business, and I have mine."

Although he
disagrees with frivolous, expensive beauty treatments in general,
he admits to "Really liking it when the maintenance guy
comes around, once a month.  Sometimes, he takes me apart and
cleans me right up.  Gives me some fresh oil, and discards any
old screws that have started to slack off.  Other times, he
just fiddles around with my loose, wonky bits and it feels
absolutely marvellous."

"It's kind of
like an enema, but without the hose."

***






Q&A with
Harriet Spinster from Mumsnet

Hi there, sisters.  Just taking a break from spying on
my husband (SOMH) and enjoying a slab of my favourite chocolate
(FC).  Last week, I let my guard down, and
the bastard showed his true
colours again.  He came home late from work - no doubt because
he is having an affair with every slut in his office, whilst I
slave away looking after the house - and I made him cheese on toast
for dinner.  He thanked me, and kissed me on the cheek, but I
could see in his eyes that he wasn't grateful.  I would have
made him two slices of toast, but there wasn't enough cheese left
after I had cut the mould off.  It wouldn't have hurt
the bastard to buy me some flowers
(IWHHBBSF).

Dear Harriet.

The other night, my husband woke up, went to the toilet and
then came straight back to bed.  He fell asleep again without
cuddling me, and telling me how much he loved me.  It has been
at least two months since he last bought me flowers.  Am I
being unreasonable in expecting that sort of thing, every single
day?

Mon Cherie, you are not being unreasonable at all.  Your
husband is clearly a complete, and utter bastard.
 I dread to think how many
affairs he is having behind your back, and you should ask for a
divorce immediately.  Actually, no.  Don't ask - you damn
well TELL him you are getting divorced.  He has brought
all this on himself, so there is no need for you to ask him
for anything ever again.

The thought of
him standing there, naked in amongst an orgy of whores and sluts,
pounding away for hours and hours, is too horrible to imagine.
 Just don't think about it.  Cast any thoughts of him
laughing, jokin,g and having sex with a woman other than yourself,
out of your mind.  All those other women, they are all sluts.
 Bitches.  Cows.

Honey, I am so
sorry.  You should have a nice bar of FC, and think about
chopping his dick off.

***






Samantha Brick
does your horoscopes

Hi there, fans
and admirers.  I am in a bit of delicate mood at the moment,
as a cat was sitting in my garden earlier.  I had a shower,
put on some make-up, ironed my stockings, and then when I went to
say 'hello' it had disappeared!  Why would it do that?
 Why are some cats so jealous of me, when I spruce myself up a
bit?  It must have been a female cat.  If it had been a
male, he would have left me a nice dead mouse or something, as a
present.

Pisces, Taurus, Gemini

There is a
documentary about the suffragettes on BBC1 this week.  I am
not going to watch it, as I always feel uncomfortable when there
are too many women in my front room.  There will always be one
who drinks too much, and tries to turn the others against me ,when
I flirt with their husbands.  You lot should be fine,
though.

Cancer, Leo, Scorpio

The Bank of
Nigeria is setting up a new branch in your area, so you should
check it out.  I am already one step ahead of the game, as a
nice Nigerian prince emailed me specifically asking me for my bank
account details.  I was completely flattered with the
attention, and it gave me a nice glow all day.  It means I can
just sit back and let the lovely, kind man take care of it all for
me.

Capricorn, Aquarius, Libra

The Royal
Scots Dragoon Guards are putting on a concert, this week.  I
went backstage and met them once, and they were very flattering.
 Said I was full of hot air like their bagpipes, which was
obviously a compliment as I wearing my new push-up bra.  The
show was good, but there isn't any point you paying extra to go
backstage, they would just ignore you.

Virgo, Sagittarius, Aries

I suggest going
to the Natural History Museum in London, as I had my ovaries
surgically removed and put up on display there.  Think of it
as a kind of modern day Turin Shroud.  I have asked them to
cordon off an area of about 20 foot around the display, lest anyone
gets overpowered by my ovarian aura if they get too close.

***






I think my
radiator is watching me

Hi, my name is
Larry.  I am not going to tell you my surname, as I am trying
to keep it a secret from something that, under normal
circumstances, I would trust implicitly: my radiator.  My
suspicions about this heating element first started last month,
when I hung my socks over it to dry.  Almost immediately, I
heard a miaowing sound.  At first, I thought it might be my
cat, but then I remembered something. I don't have a cat.  The
only logical thing to assume, is that my radiator is alive, and
watching me.  Waiting for my guard to slip, so it can pounce
and exact its revenge somehow.  One of the precautions I have
undertaken, is to never read any of my mail directly within its
sight.  I usually get a torch, and open the letters whilst
sitting underneath by duvet.  Any junk mail I get, I have left
lying on the floor - hopefully he thinks my name is Dominos or
something.

I have tried to
find out more information about radiators because, let's face it,
no-one really knows where they come from.  When was the last
time you saw one for sale in a shop?  They are always, always
preinstalled in a house somehow.  I have never had a radiator
salesman come up to me and say "Hello, I am a radiator salesman,
would you like to buy a radiator?"  When people used to talk
about bleeding their radiators, I assumed it was a technical term
for fixing them, but now I realise it was a codeword for hiring a
radiator hitman.  I wonder how much
an assassination like that would cost.  Would it
leave much of a mess?

Last night,
when I was making a cup of tea for myself, I shouted out "Oh, I
really fancy a glass of lemonade," to fool the radiator into
thinking that someone else might be in the house with me.  I
don't usually drink lemonade either, so this would have fooled him
twice.  If you think something is watching you, then it is a
good idea to keep it second-guessing all the time.  I
sometimes paint eyes on my eyelids so that when I am asleep, it
looks like my eyes are still open.

I wonder what
happens when I leave the house?  Does it delete all my saved
games on the Xbox?

***






Piers Morgan
reviews his own shit-eating grin

Cowabunga
dudes!  It's Piersy Morgers here, and I have decided to tell
you all about moi.  I am a big fan of cats, and have an entire
shed dedicated to them, and their mysterious ways.  I built
the shed myself, using a combination of blood, tears, and
self-satisfied smuggery.  That last attribute was particularly
useful for banging in the last few troublesome nails.  I
decided to name the shed 'Sheba' and I am it's queen.  Which,
of course, makes me The Queen of Sheba.  I sometimes put on a
robe, and fill the inside pockets with kittens so I can listen to
them mewling in honour of their gracious kingy-queen.  I even
have authentic photographs, to show as proof if you don't believe
me.

I also like
holidays and my favouritest holiday was when I popped over to Iraq,
back in 2004.  I got kidnapped by a gang of Iraqi criminals,
and they threatened to kill me unless I gave them lots of money.
 When I told them I was a celebrity, they soon changed their
tune and it wasn't long before they were begging me for an
autograph.  I then got rescued by some British soldiers, and
the translator informed me that my captors thought that I was the
gay, wimpy one from Four Weddings and a Funeral.  But it still
counts, right?  Celebrity by proxy, is still celebritiness.
 And yes, I have 100% authentic photographs that I can show
you as proof.

Last year some
time, I bought myself an owl, and named it Twitter.  I could
tell right away that I was doing well with Twitter, as it kept
responding to every 'twit' I made.  "Twit-twit-to-WOO!" I
would say, and it would do a twitty right back at me.  If I
leave Twitter alone for too long, I get worried that it has
forgotten about me, so I unleash a mighty T-bomb at him.
 Occasionally, he flies around and does lots of little
Twit-shits on me, but, well, I kind of like the attention.  It
gives me a real feeling of legitimacy among all the other Twitter
owners out there.  But make no mistake, I am the master of
Twitter.  Oh, yes I am.

I have some
authentic photos of all this you know.  They definitely aren't
fake, I can tell by looking at the pixels, and from seeing quite a
few Photoshops in my time.

***






Border watch;
possum denied re-entry to zoo


Blocked

Barmy officials
at a zoo in Coventry, have denied entry to a five-year old possum -
despite the fact that he is one of their own.  The
understandably distressed marsupial, has been left in legal-limbo
ever since.  "I got chasing a moth, and before you know it I
found myself miles from home, with no scratching post in sight.
 It was getting dark by the time I got back, and if I don't
have my eucalyptus leaves before bedtime, then I get
cranky.  Everyone round here knows that."

32-year old
Chief Zoo Security Officer told us, "I can confirm that a
bedraggled possum, attempted to gain access to these premises, at
0200 hours via the main entrance point.  He didn't have an
appointment booked, no-one could vouch for him, and he was giving
off an aggressive odour.  He became abusive, and
started making a loud squeaking noise, so we detained him."


Rejected

The possum went
on "I lost my security tag along the way, as it was chafing against
my arm.  I kept telling my keepers that I have sensitive skin,
but they never listen to me.  I don't know what the security
guy's problem is, he was always happy when he was feeding me
peanuts, and taking photos of me for his kids."

Zoo officials
have said "Anyone seeking re-entry to the premises, has to get
their hand stamped.  It is up to each security official to
show discretion, and in this case the possum was asked to describe
what his sleeping area was like.  Unfortunately, when we
checked his cage it turned out some new bedding had been put down,
and his collection of half-eaten potatoes had been thrown
away."

"He has already
tried playing dead twice this morning, he is a crafty one."

***






Window cleaner
sees fewer naked chicks, quits job in protest


Peeping

36-year old
window cleaner David Simmons, sensationally quit his minimum wage
job after getting fed up with "Not seeing as many naked chicks, as
I used to."  David acknowledges that "Times are tough for
everyone," so maybe people "Don't feel confident about walking
around completely naked these days," but that "Enough, is enough."
 David told us "I’ve seen some great sights in all my years
doing this job.  I remember back in 1992, I saw 22-year old
student Hayley Barb in her bra.  She was a real hot bit of
crumpet, I can tell you, and all the other lads were really jealous
when I told them about it afterwards.  They nicknamed me
'Dirty Dave' after that, a name that I am still proud of to this
day."

Soon after
getting the job, David "Started keeping a diary of everything
interesting I saw," something which he says marked him out as "A
true professional, dedicated to my craft."  "It's one of the
things that marked me out as the best," he told us.  "The lads
would try and outdo me, with tales of seeing Mrs Jenkins bending
over, or Mr Davorak pissing in the corner whilst drunk, but none of
them had any proof of it.  Any time someone doubted me, I
would just whip out the diary and show them."


Downfall

When camera
phones first started appearing on the market, David was "Very, very
excited," but decided to "Wait a few years, because the early ones
were a bit rubbish."  For a while, David's status fell as
"Everyone else jumped right on the camera phone bandwagon," and
"Even a blurry, grainy colour picture of a fully clothed woman, was
worth a lot in them days."  The moment the iPhone went on
sale, David knew his time had come, and he "Queued up outside
Carphone Warehouse for 8 hours to get one," and then "Went straight
out to work, I had my bucket and squeegee with me, the whole
time."

Despite quickly
regaining his status, things "Changed within a couple of years," as
"The hunters over-fished the seas, if you catch my drift."
 Everywhere David looked "Someone was up a ladder, and aiming
their phone at something.  People wised up, which was a real
shame."  A bitter David then said, "You know, it's like they
betrayed us.  Seeing naked chicks was an unspoken perk of the
job.  Yeah, you paid £1.15 per set of windows cleaned, but the
'wink-wink, nudge-nudge' part of the deal was the occasional
glimpse of someone, in their underwear.  They went back on
their side of the bargain."

"Well, let them
reap what they sow, because I am done with the industry."

***






Beauty Baggins
is your fortune teller

Hello, and good
day to you all.  It's been fairly bright, and sunny these last
couple of days, which has meant I can crack on with
some redecorating that I need to do.  The warmish
afternoons have allowed me to open all the doors, and windows, to
let the smell of the paint out.  I am quite sensitive to the
fumes, you see.  Once, I got so delirious, I put socks on my
ears and invited everyone round for a Christmas BBQ.

Pisces, Taurus, Gemini

This week, you
should avoid buying anything that has glass in it, so no posh
bottles of water for a while.  Technically, this also includes
train tickets because the train has glass windows, and scientists
will need to do non-radioactive things.  Double-glazing
salesman can just go jump off a cliff, as far as I am concerned.
 It's all in aid of 'Save the Dolphins Week' by the way, so
shush your grumbling.

Cancer, Leo, Scorpio

All those old
car tyres you have in your garage?  Bung 'em in the garden,
and have a nice fire.  If you have old tins of paint, then
they can go on too.  The smell is great, the tyres make a
weird noise as they burn, and the fun lasts for hours.  Screw
the dolphins, it's all about the holes in the ozone layer and
soaking up those rays.

Capricorn, Aquarius, Libra

Start up a new
animal charity because, as far as I am concerned, there is no
equality in this sector.  Everyone goes on, and on, about the
dolphins, but what about the squirrels?  I bloody love
squirrels, and want one as a pet.  I tried growing a tree in
my house, and sowed some peanuts as bait, but the wife threatened
to leave me if I didn't stop being such an idiot.  Anyone
fancy swapping a squirrel for my wife?  She makes a cracking
cup of tea.

Virgo, Sagittarius, Aries

Right, you lot
clearly use the Internet.  There are plenty of ways to make
money on the Internet, with one of the most popular being a
columnist, or a writer for a web page.  Or maybe even being a
fortune teller on a blog *cough*.  Well, whatever you do,
don't ever try to sell, or swap, or otherwise disparage your loved
ones, on said column, or blog section.  Frying pans are lethal
weapons, and bad for one’s health if used incorrectly.

***






Boris Johnson
to organise Scaletrix competition in Parliament


Fun

Blonde bimbo
Boris Johnson, the elected Mayor of London, has stated his
intentions to organise a night of "Fun and Scaletrix," that
"Everyone, even the boring ones," in the House of Commons is
invited to.  Johnson has often talked about how stale the
atmosphere is in Parliament, and that he wants to "Blow some air up
the ladies' skirts."  He said that Ed Miliband, leader of the
Labour Party, "Looks like a dork," but added he can "Borrow some of
my aftershave if he wants."

Recognising
that it is a time of austerity, Johnson has called upon MPs to
contribute towards the cost of the evening.  "I’m bringing my
own BBQ that I got from Wilkinsons last year," and pointed out that
"Asda are doing a BOGOF on Heinz baked beans at the moment," and he
would be "Happy to twos-up with anyone, who is short of cash."


Contest

Johnson has
also thrown down the gauntlet to Prime Minister David Cameron, and
challenged him to a "Deathmatch game of Halo, on the Xbox," as he
has been "Practising online for months."  He described Deputy
Prime Minister Nick Clegg, as "Actually quite a laugh, after a
couple of beers,"  and that his wife is "A lot of fun, once
she comes out of her shell."

Entertainment
suggestions included filling the old moat with water, for skinny
dipping, but Johnson wanted to make it clear that "Harriet Harman
isn't invited to that, and neither is Anne Widdicombe". 
Johnson was keen to book some celebrities, and he is currently in
talks with "Frank Bruno, and also the short one from the The
Krankies."

"I might even
do some wheelies on my bike, if I am in the right mood."

***






US uncovers
serious 'Iranian pepper pot'


Discovery

US Attorney
General Edward Scissorhands, has announced that the CIA have
uncovered evidence of a "Serious breach of seasoning protocol,"
That has put the nation on a “High state of alert, for meal times."
 CIA agents were sitting down at the dinner table, deciding
"Whether we should have custard, or yoghurt, for desert," when
someone "Pointed at the condiments tray, and asked if the purple
pepper pot, with swirly Arabian writing on it, was really one of
ours."

The whole
canteen area was put on high alert, and a thorough examination of
all cutlery and non-essential food items was made.  Agents
went into "Full-on Rambo mode," once it was discovered that all the
teaspoons had "Made in China," written on the back of them.  A
source told us "It was pure chaos with kicks flying, punches being
thrown, and everyone shouting secret code-words into their
ear-pieces."


Stuff

President Obama
has ordered that "All sachets of sugar, and tomato
ketchup, are to be destroyed," and urged US citizens to "Throw any
of that foreign-looking shit away, just in case," but added
"Any Mexican souvenirs with sombrero hats on them,
can be kept.  They’re kinda cute, and sassy looking."

A similar
security scare occurred in 1984, when a gift box from Sweden
started emitting a suspicious green glow.  "This was at the
height of the Cold War, so we thought it was some radioactive waste
from the Russians," a retired Whitehouse aide told us "But it
actually turned out to be some plastic glow-in-the-dark
Ghostbusters toys."

***






Beauty Baggins
does horoscopes

I bought an
instrument the other day.  Can you guess what it is?
 It's large, it is brown and it can be found in orchestra
buildings.  It also rhymes with 'cello'.  I mean,
'yellow'.  Damn, I mucked the game up.  Soz.  Oh
well, on with the show.

Pisces, Taurus, Gemini

An Xbox will be
your downfall, this week.  Whether it is from being
electrocuted in your own house, one falling from a shelf onto your
head, or just being beaten whilst playing Call of Duty online, I
cannot tell.  I suggest wearing rubber gloves, and a motorbike
helmet for a few days.  Don't fall asleep in department
stores, either.

Cancer, Leo, Scorpio

Pick up a
stick, and throw it really hard.  Wait a few minutes, to see
if a friendly dog proudly brings it back to you.  If he does,
then throw it again, but harder and in a different direction, and
see if the dog brings it back again.  Kidnap the dog, and
claim a reward when the owners notice it is missing.  If no
dogs appear for you, make sure you aren't still in your bedroom,
and try doing it in a park instead.

Capricorn, Aquarius, Libra

Think of a number, and double it.  Then treble that
number, add some zeros and double it again.  That number still
isn't as large as the number of bacteria on your face.  Go and
have a bath, and then rinse yourself off with a cold shower, so you
don't fall ill.  You people are filthy.

Virgo, Sagittarius, Aries

Stock up on
batteries over the next few days.  There is a kleptomaniac on
the loose after escaping from the asylum, and he is out stealing TV
remote controls.  He has a weird OCD thing, where he requires
all these stolen remotes to have fresh batteries, so if you deny
him this outlet he will get frustrated, and hand himself back
in.

***






Nurse Ratched
returns

Sup, y'all?
 I popped to the hair salon the other day, and Sandra, my
usual stylist, was on holiday.  Holiday?  The cheek of
it!  I had to make do with some silly blonde girl, who kept
asking if I wanted highlights in my hair.  She annoyed me, so
I slipped some bleach into the skinny little bitch's tea, when she
wasn't looking.

Dear Nurse Ratched

My husband never puts his dish in the dishwasher, when he has
finished using it.  I keep reminding him, but he just puts it
in the sink, and leaves it for me to do for him.  What should
I do?

Your husband is
an abysmal person, who doesn't deserve the use of his arms.  I
would suggest cooking a spaghetti dish, but use worms instead of
pasta, and kitty litter instead of mince.  You could also
fracture the plate so that it falls apart on his lap, and he gets
scalding hot food all over his legs.  If that doesn't work,
you should kill yourself.

Dear Nurse Ratched

My son won't stop chewing bubble gum, blowing bubbles, and
then letting them burst over his mouth.  What should I
do?

Your son is a
monster.  Soak his trainers in petrol whilst he is asleep, and
then wait for him to start blowing a bubble the next day.  He
won't be able to see you, so nip in under the radar and set his
shoes alight.  Then, you could replace the bubble-gums
themselves with blobs of quick-drying cement and watch with glee as
he develops lockjaw, and the panic on his face is something you
will never forget.  Neither will he, for that matter.  If
that doesn't work, you should kill yourself.

***






Queen
Elizabeth turns down offer of yacht, would prefer vouchers
instead


Grounded

Michael Gove,
the British Secretary of State for Education, has had his
offer of a yacht to the Queen embarrassingly thrown back
in his face, when she remarked "After bearing witness to the
disaster in Italy, one has decided to holiday closer to home, for
the Diamond Jubilee."  A Buckingham Palace spokesman has also
confirmed that the Queen is "Not at all interested in entertaining
Mr Gove's offer, to act out his favourite scenes from the film
Titanic."

This is yet
another blow to Michael Gove's ambitions to be taken seriously,
after last week's disastrous visit to a school where he
mistook a lunch tray, for an iPad.  Sources say he picked the
tray up, and marvelled at the fact that "These things are so
lightweight, and portable these days."  Canteen staff looked
on in amazement, as he asked "So how would I go about ordering a
marmalade sandwich, then?"


Confused

The list of
gaffes committed by British governments towards the Royal Family,
has been growing ever since the 1983 incident when Margaret
Thatcher told Princess Diana that "No, your bloody kids can't have
any free milk."  In 2005, Tony Blair famously asked Fergie
"So, er, were do you get your wigs from?  I’m going a bit thin
on top these days, so need some advice."

Prince Philip
has responded in typical fashion to the yacht offer, by stating
"Boats are a bloody load of shit," and that a better gift would be
"Some twat from the army, to fly us around in a helicopter."

"Gove looks
like Spongebob Squarepants, and always has an expression that
suggests he is waiting for someone to feed him a dog turd."

***






The maverick's
maverick

I am a
maverick, yeah?  I do what I want, yeah?  Spontaneity is
what I am all about, and I don't care about you, or anyone else.
 If I am on the bus or the tram, and I want to do the Lambada,
then I will.  If I am in church, and I fancy performing a
magic card trick, right when everyone else is singing Jerusalem,
then I bloody well will.  And, you know what?  If you
have a problem with that, well quite frankly, I couldn't give a
tinker's cuss.  You can take your complaint, and shove it in a
box, until you find someone who gives a damn.

The other day,
I saw a woman with a small dog.  The dog was going nuts, and
after a fashion it started driving me a bit nuts, too.
 "Lady," I said, whilst clicking my fingers in her ear.
 "Shut your bloody mutt up, will you?  It's driving me
bananas."  You know what?  She zapped me.  That
wizened old crone, with the wonky nose and barbed moustache, done
me up like a good 'un.  I lay there on the floor, paralysed.
 Bloody mutt was going nuts in my ear, and I couldn't do a
thing.  The woman looked at me and smiled.  At least I
think it was a smile, I don't know.  I ain’t a doctor.
 Could've been Parkinsons, or something.  I am a
maverick, so not my area of expertise.

If I was a Doc,
then I would of course be using all kinds of zany, and innovative
treatments.  Those dudes in the 15th century had it right.
 Got a bit of a headache?  'ave some leeches on your
face, mate.  Broken leg?  Get your dirty bones off my
operating table - gently mind, it hurts if you bang it on the floor
- and have a couple of stag beetles in your coffee.  Be right
as rain, by dinner time.  If them beetles are hibernating 'cos
of the winter, then you are a bit stuck.  Try some twigs, or
tiger teeth instead.  Pain is all in the mind anyway, so it's
your own fault if it still hurts.

If your leg
goes bad and falls off, well, I couldn't give a tinker's
cuss.

***






Beauty Baggins
does horoscopes

The bit in the
title bar mentions my name, so need for me to introduce myself this
time.  I hate doing introductions because they are so cheesy
and cliched, you know?  At parties, everyone is standing there
with a wine glass and a sausage roll, or a doughnut, standing in a
kind of circle just looking at each other.  The men try to
position themselves, in a place where they can peer down the
ladies' tops without being noticed, and the ladies... I don't know
what they are doing.  But anyway, introductions are
rubbish.

Pisces, Taurus, Gemini

A film called
'The King's Ransom' is available very cheaply down your local
'Everything for £1' shop, so you should get down there, and buy a
copy.  Your sister is going to ask if you can babysit for her
in a few days time, and this DVD will be a cheap way to keep the
child occupied whilst you mow the lawn, or something.

Cancer, Leo, Scorpio

If you still
have that 'You don't have to be mad to work here, but it helps!'
t-shirt, that you got on a trip to London, then you should get rid
of it, pronto.  Nothing bad will happen if you don't, but you
look a complete plonker every time you wear it to work, on
dress-down Fridays.

Capricorn, Aquarius, Libra

Turn the TV on.
 Yeah, do it now.  Okay, that's good you know how to use
the remote controls now, it only took you 6 months to figure it
out.  Right, whack it on channel 56.  I don't care if
that channel went bankrupt, just do it and stop moaning.
 Oops, it's channel 45 actually.  Right, you see that
woman celebrating her lottery win?  Well, that could have been
you if you had bought a ticket.

Virgo, Sagittarius, Aries

Good news, for
you lot!  If you go out and buy some blankets, they will keep
you warm for when your boiler blows up in a few days.  Okay,
so it's not actually good news, but I like to put a positive spin
on things occasionally.  Make sure you don't get the cheap
ones from the pet shop though, otherwise your dog might do stuff
all over it.

***






Man 'shocked'
that he didn't win the lottery


Loser

22-year old Max
Marthers was left "Bewildered and confused," when he didn't win the
lottery jackpot last Saturday.  Marthers, who is "Usually
pretty lucky," was relying on the £9.2 million rollover jackpot
prize to tide him over this month, after splashing out on crisps,
biscuits and supermarket own-brand cider to celebrate winning the
'Employee of the month' award, at the mobile phone shop he works
in.

Marthers told
us, "When I didn't win, I just went completely numb.  All week
I had been getting one of my special feelings, where I just know
I’m going to win.  I’ve had these feelings ever since I won a
4-pack of baked beans, as third prize at a school raffle when I was
nine years old, and this is the first time they have let me down.
 I was watching the advert on TV, and when the animated hand
pointed at me, I got a tingling sensation all over.  Something
went wrong somewhere, maybe I am just coming down with German
measles."


Confusion

Marthers was so
distraught at the result, that he even sent an email to the TV
studio asking them to check if they "Repeated last week's lottery
draw, by accident."  He added "I just don't understand, I was
so sure I would win.  I even helped an old lady across the
road, and wore clean underwear on the day I bought the ticket, just
to avoid jinxing it."

Shop owner
Sanjay Singh, who sold Marthers the ticket, told us "He bloody came
in to my shop the next day, asking if he could have a bloody
refund!  Can you believe it?  A bloody refund!  I
told him to bloody piss off."

***






Q&A with
TV chef Gordon Ramsay

Hello,
everyone.  Most of you will know me, as the world-famous
purveyor of all things cheese.  And boy, do I love cheese.
 Cheese on toast, cheese and onion sandwiches, and even
cheesecake.  I love it.  I paid a visit to a cheese shop
in London once, and I was very disappointed.  Quite frankly,
the place stunk like a babies nappy, and the man behind the counter
started waffling on about cheese-making techniques.  Steel
needles are used to make Stilton?  Who cares?  Just give
me a lump of cheddar, and piss off.

Dear Gordon

I have noticed that the world economy seems to be in dire
straits, and some people predict the collapse of the entire Euro
zone.  What are your thoughts on this matter?

I recently came
back from a trip in Europe.  Quite frankly, those French
border guards are utter wankers, they wouldn't let me bring back my
collection of erotic videos.  Those Gallic perverts
practically invented pornography, so why are they are so prudish at
the border?  Anyway.  The economy is a bit like a cake;
you need to let it bake for just long enough, but not too long,
otherwise you are in the shit.  Imagine that the eggs are the
banks, the grains of flour are the people, and the mixing bowl is
where your mean old bastard granddad buried his money
before he died.  Yeah, everything is easier with an analogy.
 Right, so the banks are fragile like the eggs.
 Actually, did you know that you can spin an egg, to see if it
has gone bad or not?  No word of a lie, that.  So yeah,
spin the banks and if they wobble around too much, it means they
are bad.  I get all my eggs fresh from the farm, so maybe you
should do the same.

Dear Gordon

I keep reading articles in the newspaper about carbon tax
this, and carbon tax that.  As an owner of a petrol-powered
lawnmower, is it something I should be concerned
with?

A fair
question.  Back in my younger days, I used to open all my tins
by hand using my Swiss army penknife.  I managed to build up
quite an impressive bit of muscle in my foreman, but after a while
I got fed up with it.  These days, I tend to use electric tin
openers and, like you, I became worried about my carbon tax bill.
 For all I know, this tin opener of mine could have been
petrol-powered.  Out on the oil rigs they generate their
electricity using gas, so it stands to reason that some clever dick
figured out how to use petrol to generate electricity in top-end
tin openers.  I actually popped down to my local hardware
store, to enquire about this.  The pervert behind the counter
- he has a beard, he must be a pervert - said he didn't know.
 In the end, I threw the tin opener away and now I just buy
frozen sweetcorn instead of the tinned stuff.

***






Beauty Baggins
new year

New year, new
stuff!  Huzzah!  Out with the old, and in with the new.
 I wish I could do that with the in-laws, the miserable old
sods.  I have decided to give next-door's cat a fresh start.
 I am bored of the turf wars now, and it would make life
easier for both of us if we just get along.  Ah, there he is
now in fact.  Sauntering along the wall as deft as, well, a
cat.  Oh, he jumped down.  Look at him pawing curiously
at the earth.  Now he is squatting down.  What is he- oy!
Clear off you feral little bastard, and do your business somewhere
else!  God, I hate the furry twat.

Pisces, Taurus, Gemini

Make sure you
check out all the sales, as there are plenty of bargains to be had.
 No, I don't mean nonsense like handbags, and power drills, I
mean the HDMI cables that go in your TV.  Get rid of the
cheap, and nasty ones you got, and buy the decent ones whilst they
are on offer.  At half a month's wages, they can't be ignored!
 And stop looking at me like that.  If you are going to
watch Big Brother and Oprah, at least sort your equipment out.

Cancer, Leo, Scorpio

Do you drink
coffee?  You should do, it's great for helping you operate
heavy machinery late at night.  A delivery truck is going to
crash, and overturn in your area this week.  I suggest you
prime and oil your most rugged shopping trolley, and get ready to
smash and grab your way to caffeine excess.  Take a
brolly as well, so you can fight off that fat cow from over the
road.

Capricorn, Aquarius, Libra

Kids love Lego.
 I love Lego.  Hoovers hate it.  Solve this dilemma,
by laying plastic sheets all over your house.  At the end of
the week, when it is hoovering time, just gather the sheets up and
throw them away.  Your hoover will be ever so thankful to you.
 You might need to get another box for the plastic recycling,
though.

Virgo, Sagittarius, Aries

It's time to
clear the loft out.  Make sure you go up there quietly, and
slowly, so as not to disturb the giant wasps nest.  Don't trip
over the Sodastream machine that you got for Xmas back in 1984,
either.  Right, that box of yo-yos over in the corner?
 Get it.  Quickly, before you get stung.  Good.
 Remember that your hand co-ordination is awful, and yo-yos
are for idiots.  Throw them all away you awful, awful
person.

***






George Lucas
keen to dispel rumours, that he is an anteater


Shock

George Lucas'
legal team was on a PR offensive last night, when news leaked out
that the multi-millionaire Star Wars franchise owner might be an
anteater.  A witness has claimed that she saw him acting
strangely in a London restaurant at the weekend.  "I was sat
at my table, when out of the corner of my eye, I saw Lucas bend
down and a long, thin tongue started protruding from his mouth.
 At first, I thought it might just be a loose bit of
spaghetti, but then it started moving around on the floor as if it
was looking for some small insects."

Restaurant
owner Marvin Marv confirmed that his establishment were aware of
the rumour, and he wanted to reassure patrons that they don't
allow any animals in the dining area.  When asked if it was
true that Lucas had been seen scratching, and grooming himself, at
his table, he responded saying "I cannot confirm, or deny that at
this time."


Chew

Regular
movie-goer Fran Rogers stated that it is a well-kept secret, that
something isn't quite right with George Lucas.  "For instance,
have you ever seen him eat an apple?  Or even a pear?  If
you look at the mouth of an anteater, there is no way something
like that would fit in its snout, so it makes sense that Lucas
wouldn't try to eat one.  And what about a satsuma?  No
way would an anteater be able to peel one of those."

A spokesman for
Rentokil stated, that they received an emergency callout
request from a London eatery at the weekend, but they are still
awaiting test results before being able to confirm anything.
 "I can state that we cordoned off an area once we discovered
evidence of claw marks on the floor, and on one of the tables."

"We recovered a
long, thin ivory-coloured object that could be either a claw, or a
beansprout."

***






JR Ewing from
Dallas reviews Titanic

Oh, hello
there.  Sorry to keep you waiting, I was just enjoying a nice
glass of lemonade.  As an owner of an oil tanker or two, I
consider myself an expert on the subject of big boats, so I was
looking forward to this film.  It starts off with some soppy
bloke looking underwater for... something, I can't remember what
exactly.  There is also a fatty with a beard, who looks like
he drinks far too much lemonade.  Then some old bat turns up,
and talks about old people stuff for 20 minutes, and it turns out
that she was a survivor.  Apparently this makes her an
'expert', but I could tell right away that she didn't know shit,
and it all goes downhill from there.

One thing that
must be mentioned, are the special effects.  By Christ's own
Stetson hat, are they good.  At one point, there is this woman
wearing some shoes.  At another bit there is some water coming
through a window.  Some of it is real, and some of it just
special effects, but - get this - you can't tell which bits are
real, or not!  Mind you, I did spot in one scene there is a
glass of what is supposed to be gin, or water, but it is, in fact,
lemonade.  I can tell from some of the bubbles and from seeing
quite a few glasses of 'ade in my time.

After a while,
it all gets a bit far-fetched when the boat hits an iceberg, and
starts sinking.  I mean really, come on.  Then all these
English people suddenly turn up, for no reason.  English
people can piss off.  Actually, I have just realised
something; the old butler man was English as well.  See, I
told you those special effects were good.  I just couldn't
tell at the time.  Usually they have bad breath, and wonky
teeth, but in the film they were perfect.  Then some stuff
happens, and the old bat is talking again.  Then I got
confused, because it ends with a load of people clapping when the
tasty bint and the gay-looking bloke who died in the water, kiss
each other.  Why weren't they clapping when he was drawing a
picture of her, when she had her tits out?  They missed a
trick there.

Now, then.
 Fancy some Schweppes?

***






Frodo Baggins
from Lord of the Rings, on St Patrick's Day

Gandalf!
 No, wait.  You aren't Gandalf.  Oh well, would you
mind helping me with this wooden box?  I am only a short-arse,
and that blasted Samwise is worried about getting a splinter.
 I tell you, ever since we walked into Mordor, he has become a
right hypochondriac.  Okay, just shove the box down there.
 Phew!  That was heavy.  Well then, Patrick's Day.
 Not much to say really, other than it's a nice bit of time
with the family and friends, with the odd bit of drinking involved.
 Gandalf doesn't come to the pub with us any
more, as the bouncers usually think he is a pervert.
 It's the robe and the beard, you see.  I told him he
should try to learn that Jedi mind trick thing, but he won't
listen.  Pity really, as he always got the first round of
drinks in.

Last year, Tom
Bombadil almost started a fight in the taxi queue.  He started
hopping around, singing 'Hey dol! Merry dol! Ring a dong dillo'
which somehow offended some fat bloke, eating a battered sausage.
 We managed to calm it all down in the end, but we told Tom to
stick to orange juice in future.  To be honest, Tom is a bit
of a weirdo so I have stopped replying to his text messages.
 He lives out in the middle of nowhere, and keeps repeating
the same joke about his milk going bad by the time he walks back
with it from the shop.  It was funny at first, but jeez, he
doesn't shut up about it.  I am all for alternative lifestyles
and stuff, but just don't shove it in my face, yeah?

For next year,
I made the suggestion that we get a BBQ, and a fire going.
 Few sausages, and maybe even a paddling pool, it would be
great!  Everyone else said it would probably be raining or
something, and that pissed me right off.  How the bloody hell
do they know?  Can't stand know-it-all smart arses, who try to
shoot down everything I say.  I mean, I love a bit of Guinness
and all, but why not try something else?  We could do the
Pepsi Challenge maybe, or just have some coffee instead.  You
should have seen the looks on their faces when I said this.

I could see the
mad fury in their eyes, as they shouted "Guinness is the
PRECIOOOOOOUS!"

***






My immortality
serum is almost ready

Hello.  My
name is John Bubble, and I am a chemistry chemical EXPERT.
 Ever since my 12th birthday, when I got a Johnson &
Johnson chemistry set, my fate has been in my own hands.  I
was captivated.  The clammy feel of fire-retardant test tubes.
 The smell of the rubber squeezy bit, on the pipette.
 The thump of my pre-pubescent hormones, when I saw the bulge
of the girl's breasts on the front of the box.  Right there
and then, I knew that I was a mere GCSE exam away from being a
full-blown genius.  I told everyone in my class to call me Sir
Anthrax, but they misheard me and started calling me Stiff Anus
Sex, instead.

After braving
the dangers of iron filings, and bicarbonate of soda for a few
weeks, I decided to step things up a gear, by getting some crushed
Trebor Extra Strong Mints, and shampoo.  It wasn't the
baby-kind shampoo either, so I had to wear the safety goggles in
case I got some in my eye.  Down at the bottom of my garden,
wearing my goggles for safety, and Buzz Lightyear jumper for
comfort, I mixed the two components.  Then I fled for safety
and threw myself upon the ground.  Peering through
my binoculars, I was suddenly aware that I had turned the
entire world black!  SUCCESS!  Then, I realised I had
left the lens cap on, and had climaxed somewhat prematurely
again.

Now, on the
cusp of my 14th birthday, I am about to unleash
my IMMORTALITY SERUM upon the world.  Well, upon me
anyway.  Then I shall be rid of these teeth retainers that
make me dribble and spit, like my grandmother ,once and for all!
 I will have the hairiest chest, and the largest Adam's apple
you will ever see!  And Sexy Susan won't dare laugh at my Yoda
impressions ever again, for she will be my wife.  She doesn't
know it, but I can sometimes see her bra through her blouse.
 But enough talking.  Here we go... time to quaff the
serum, and take my rightful place in the world.

Ooooh, it
tastes like chicken.

***






Beauty Baggins
horoscopes you

Morning all.
 I was eating a packet of crisps the other day, when I got
thinking.  It was supposed to be prawn cocktail flavour, but I
have never had an actual prawn cocktail before, so for all I know
Walkers were lying to me.  Still ate the whole packet though,
and then had a Mars Bar afterwards.

Pisces, Taurus, Gemini

Normally,
poetry is a load of nonsense, but this week it might be rather
important for you lot.  The local paper is holding a
creativity competition, and they aren't expecting many poems to be
submitted, so you will be in with a shout of winning something.
 The top prize is a haiku set, and the runner-up gets a slap
up meal in KFC, so get writing.

Cancer, Leo, Scorpio

Do you ever buy
those packets of frozen profiteroles, and then only use half the
chocolate sauce?  You must have loads of excess sachets
hanging around by now, so see if there are any local chocolate
fountain manufacturers running low on supplies.  If not, you
could simply use them as treats for your pet dog when trying to
train him to jump through hoops, and run up slides.

Capricorn, Aquarius, Libra

Sticks are your
friends this week.  If you see any sticks or branches lying on
your lawn, nip out and rescue them, before they get used to make a
bird's nest.  Dry them out and sell them, as logs to midgets
or something.

Virgo, Sagittarius, Aries

Your sink is
chock full of dirty dishes, so get some soapy stuff and clean them.
 The cockroaches and mice, are just around the corner so you
will have to act fast if you don't want them pitching their tents
in your kitchen.

***






Justin
Bieber's diary

Dear diary

This morning,
daddy was reading the newspaper, and there was something about
Somalian pirates boarding ships, and boats that sail too close to
shore.  It got me excited, because I remember when I went to
the Pirates of the Caribbean ride at Disney World, me and
my friend had so much fun!  There was dancing and songs, and
right at the end we were even able to get our faces painted!
 I usually choose to be a tiger, but I wonder if that would be
too scary for people on a boat, as they would feel trapped because
they wouldn't be able to run away from it, unless they jumped in
the water without a lifejacket.  I hope they let you eat Hula
Hoops on a boat, because if they did I would share them with
everyone including Jack Sparrow if I saw him, but not the girl
because she is bossy and sometimes shouts.

At school, my
teacher has been teaching us about Australian aborigines.
 We were shown some pictures, and all of them were nearly
naked with the men only having a small tablecloth wrapped round
them to stop anyone looking at their willies, which would be
quite embarrassing for me, but probably quite handy for
going to the toilet as I sometimes find it hard doing my trouser
button up.  We watched a video where some of them were holding
spears, and dancing round a fire at night.  There were even
some children dancing, which was strange as mummy always makes sure
I am bed by the time it is dark, and the one time I stayed outside
too late with a fire was new years eve as a special treat.

For dinner, we
had my favourite chicken nuggets, and alphabet potato shapes.
 I was trying to pour the tomato ketchup, but none was coming
out so I put a knife into it, and suddenly it all came out at once
and went all over my plate and I nearly did a cry because I like
sauce, but not too much at once.  Daddy laughed, but mummy was
cross because she had cooked it all for me as a special treat, so
she gave me some of her mashed potato, but I don't really like
mashed potato because sometimes it has lumpy bits in it, and they
make me feel sick.

I left my
dinner and had an extra satsuma for pudding which was nice, but it
had some pips in it.
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