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The Return of the Engine Driver



EDITORIAL

that soma people were offended by the use of overly crude
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THANKS 
Midge, 
Cosmic 
entire

SIR Roland tried to convince i 
SCEPTICS OF THE POTENTIAL OF 
L1GHTWE1GHT •JMINI-SHIELD ....
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TO......Me, The man on the bus station,
George and his amazing apple, Bo Diddley,
Charlie, A:F, Hoffman La Roche, The DHSS, 
population of Papua New Guinea
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after the first Magazine we've 
you. Anyone whosread the first 
lots of areas. Mainly because
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Frank Despicado,P K and
The; spores correspondent
John Lee Hooker and. the
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Well here we are again, nearly 12 months
got another load of sleaze and filth for
one will hopefully see an improvement in
the Editor, after undergoing extensive training in how to fuck up Re- 
Start Officers,, has decided to abbandon his diet of alchohol, dangerous 
mind expanding 'drugs', excessively strange sex, black magic,terrorism 
and painting by numbers to get his head together......... man.

Most people seemed to like the last one,however one thing we did take 
note of wa
language, rest assured there won't be half as fucking much in this one. 
However if you are easily offended- DONT read the red triangle page. 

Whether the Engine driver returns remains to be seen. He was last 
seen inserting a prominent local National Front,member into the rear end 
of a sheep whilst chanting the lyrics to obscure Gratefull Dead songs. 
In a hastily scribbled note left at the Editors plush penthouse appartmen 
in downtown Little Hulton he said. " l'*m hacked off with this festering 
country, I’d sooner live in Outer Mongolia than spend another second in 
the poxy place. Anyone with any sense sho.uld get on the first boait out 
to somewhere warmer and leave the dump to the fascists and lunatics in 
the firm hope that they die long, lingering, painfull•deaths. Me, I’m off 
to Morroco to sample the Kiff, so Fuck You."

Fine sentiments I’m sure-you’ll agree.....
AND NOW, BROUGHT TO YOU BY POTTERS BILE BEANS, A SUBSIDIARY OF SKULLFUCK 
ENTERPRISES..........WE PRESENT, AT GREAT EXPENSE,
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OF THE TWENTIETH CENTURY .
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London. On December’ I, 18BY; July 7, August 8, September 
30, one day in the month of October and ob the Sth ol Novem­
ber, 1888; on the 1st of June, the 17th. of July and the 10th 
of September 1889 . . . ‘ : ‘ ,

The disguise was perfect; !.<* • •• • . •
Nobody ever saw him, except, of course, th©; victims. 

They saw him. . . ’ . • »
Who would have expected 7 • ■ ' ’
He wore a costume of trout fishing in Aperies. He wore 

mountains on his elbows and bluejays on ,the-collar of his 
shirt. Deep water flowed through the lilies that were entwined 
about his shoelaces. A bullfrog kept croaking in hl* watch 
pocket and the air was filled with the sweet smell ct ripe' ’ 
blackberry bushes.

He wore trout fishing in America as a costume to hhb 
his own appearance from the world while he performed Ms 
deed? of murder in the nighiJ

Who would have expected?
Nobody I
Scotland Yard?
(Pouf’U
They were always a hundred miles away, wearing hallbut- 

stxiker hats, looking under the dust.
Nobody ever found out. r t \
O, now he's the flavor of the Twentieth Caininryl A razor, 

! b‘knife and a ukeleie are his favorite instruments^. ■
Of course, it would have be a ukeleie. N’ofec^y else 

would have thought oi iu pulled like .a plow thretHgy the intest­
ines. tt ’ ■ <\

. f . k .V 

’ • .

0

* A X

- • 7 . V £<3^ Jf tP

* I

-

cpVf6d^,,

- • ce & " '

*TS»* «

.. . • • •
• • — . A

• • •



*

DEAR SIR OR MADMAN,
I am writing about all this ozone, with holes in it that lady Di 

and all them other Royal brothers keep going on about.
I reckon it's got summat to do with all that ozone we used to 

have in that washing powder. Them firms must have got it from somewhere. 
It could be what all them spaceships was up to. They probably collected 
it when they was on their way up and down. There'll be holes all over 
the place up there. What about them Russians sending them stations up in 
space? If they're as big as all them stations we've got in Bolton there 
won't be anything left in a bit.

Another thing was all that ozone at Blackpool, the corporation 
must have got that from up there as well. Then all our mams and dads used 
to tell us to sniff it all up because it would do. us good, clear our heads 
or something. All them people walking up and down the prom sniffing up the 
ozone.'It's no wonder there's not much left.

Then there's this greenhouse their on about building up there. 
If they1 do the tomatoes will be massive. We'll only need one slice for 
each butty. It'll be hard getting them in the fridge though.

Mind you, all these kids who walk around in the middle of winter 
with just T-shirts on will stop shivering. There won't be no rain neither 
so we can all sell our macs.

- Yours Lovingly,
A. Knob-Ender.
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nearest tree.
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Meanwhile back in Silver City the posse returns. Marshall Marshal runs to
"Where’s Black Bart,.the judge is waitin’ to string the varmint up from the
'•*Bad news Marshall Marshal, he escaped in tike latest Soviet fighter bomber, it was %

equiped with wire«:guided missiles and secret posse detecting radar.” The Mayor stepped 
down from his horse and began to thrash one of the Chinese waiters with his riding crop. 
"There's only one thing to do. Alert Sheriff Delgado."
“Why of coarse r we'll send the poney .express. they1 ve got a

' down there. Black Bart wont stand a: chance.”
£•
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MONEY, MONEY
MONEY.

MONEYt .MONEY,
MAGGY, MAGGY

applause), corporal
cheers)
stocks, ducking stools, <
thumb-screws and hanging (hysterical cheering)•

camps I say. Camps,
(thoughtful
contx ibute,
out, don’t look

1

(applause)
applause),
(quite loud applause) 
wheel, noses to
fingers in pies
applause).

Spirit of
Scargill (boo's)
real freedom,
(serious applause), 
no respect for authority 
aids (hexe-here‘s), 
(nervous applause).
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MAIDEN SPEECH TQ THE TORY PARTY

Friends, friends,
camps for these yobbos to concentrate in
nodding). For those who won’t work, wont
■tfon’t take part, dissent, disagree, drop
right, don’t spend, don’t bend, moaners,
whingers, whiners, le.fties, pinko’s, perverts.

% •

Yes camps., for those who think, stink 
9

trace, speak with one face, opt cut of the 
and fall.crippled and small, put their
wall, make them all crawl (rising manic

•

I
%

lysteria).
• /

GRACIOUS LEADER, GOD, SCEPTERED ISLE, GREEN AND 
?LEASENT LAND, QUEEN AND COUNTRY, MONEY,
llong delirious cheering), MONEY, MONEY,

I

(crazed .screaming, clapping and frenzied
out of seats)
MONEY,

*

2

Fellow Conservatives, I support .the.motion, 
, for caring Conservatism, one nation. (niore 
rolling back the dead hand of socialism• •, hard times, shoulders -to the

the. grindstone, backs to the wall,
and straws breaking camels backs (loud

c
f

the blitz, Dunkirk (here-here’s), Arthur 
, loony left .(.laughter) , lager louts

no turning hack, active citizenship
freedom’/ free to fornicate anywhere

, permissive society, drugs, VD 
identity cards, isolate homosexuals •

’ J :-u

• «r

(applause), long sentences (loud 
punishment .(cheers), thrashing (loud

, birching (louder cheers),, cat’o’nine tails,
ducking stools, iron maidens (very loud cheers), <
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Dr.

it could have been a

For 
real

It seems that at the other end of the rainbow there’s 
than the one we’ve all grown to know and love. This

James, adding greatly to the pressure

Blackpool airport without having •undergone the life-

SOMEWHERE OVER THE RAINBOW.

crowds
song » 
lilting

a different god
itself proved quite a shock to St
he’s under as right hand man to the Almighty.

For unlike ours, the God over there actually got his 
finger out. He didn’t. just ”do a bit” for six days then go into, what 
amounts to permanent retirement. He did everything to make life decent 
for his flock, even down to doing their washing.

However, a good few years ago he heard Maralyn Monroe 
on Two-Way Family Favourites and you can guess what she was singing. Yes 
it was “Somewhere Over The Rainbow”. He immediatly fell in love with our 
own goddess of the si ver screen and, more importantly, with the song. 

It was this that led to a dramatic downturn in the for­
tunes of the people over there. It wasn’t that he stopped doing everyth­
ing, but that now they have the onerous chore of a daily routine of PIE- 
WHEIGHING.

For just as many others have done in the past, the god over the- 
other side took the words of the song literally. After three playings of 
smashhit disc, which confirmed what he'd heard on the “tranny", he began 
a programme of compulsory pie weighing for all over sixteen.

The mootony and forced nature of the job has led to* the 
emereance of a variety of dissident groups. Things have got so bad that 
a recent rally of god worshippers was savagely disrupted by an angry mob 
of anti-god lefties, chanting "God God God, out out out”. While placards 
calling for the abolition of pie si aery/ have appeared everywhere.

Responsible leaders of the community have tried various! 
ways to moderate the crisis. They negotiated early retirements and and a 
wedks extra holiday, but this has faileed to satisfy the demands of mil­
itant pie floor workers.

One strand of hope.lies in a theory put forward by
Sid Jackson, a leading expert in the field. This is to play some, of the 
best songs, sung by the best singers in the universe, all: on the hope 
that their god will be weaned away from his 'disturbing habit*.

To this end the moderates have tried everything. From 
our own Ruby Murray and Alma Cogan, to foriegners such*as Roy Rogers and 
Frank Ifield. They’ve tried Cliff Richards "Summer-Holiday", Russ Conways 
“Side Saddle", along with the "coloured" Tiger Bay beuty Shirly Bassey’s 
"Hey Knob Ender". All without much success.

However, the shake up in music brought about by the "punk
revolution" has begun to reap rewards unforseen by Jhonny Rotten.
the recent hit waxing by our very own Queen has brought the first
signs of a shift in gods devotion to lovely Marilyn’s words.

The song was inspired by. Newport Counties massed
chanting of "We are the champions". Our lovely Queen recorded the 
in the beutiful way only she knows. God was charmed by her soft, 
voice and the sensitive words. He immediatly stopped the pie-wheighing , . 
for a day and ordered everybody to hold striped scarves above their heads 
instead.

Some people see this as a good thing, saying

"Somewhere over the rainbow" has been near the top of the 
hit parade for many years. But rot many people know of the sad, almost 
tragic story this song brought aboutIt’s revealed in a report by the 
Pope, .Mr. James Anderton, commenting on his recent visit to the other 
end of that ’rnulticoulered archway in the sky’.

He*d gone on a House of Lords sponsored trip of mercy 
inan attempt to have his head screwed back on the right way up. Shock­
waves swept round the ermined corridors of power, when the worshipful 
James landed at
saving cosmetic surgery and having to persue a mercy mission himself.

• • • • • • ••



<1

*

/■

♦

%

9

r

more
be

*

I
■ ■'• J '■

9

*

>

y

I

»%

/

t
»•

•<

4♦

• '

✓ 
• •

A

I

u

• •

♦

♦

<c

♦<

♦

•• 
♦

*

/

r •

♦

>

- <• * 
*•

>

•t

I
!

I

kl »■

■ i

, J-

may be able 
accordian.

«.

•f.

4‘ 
>Y 4

< ..

right way up* He 
able to platy the

r >

»

r

A

* * 4 * ♦
• • h< '.

r

• > 

. * 
* 

• • 

- •

4 
. f. 

r*‘

*

- 
* •

, sib

•.

• ■ f I 
* .

<r

♦
* 4 •

- •;

4

*

’ i

»

• ?. 
....

1• 
*

t’

I ___  _

clearly.

» ’S.

to see things

4

t

lot worse# They could have been fac^d to watch Newport in the freezing* io 
cold with just a tT*-shirt on. Moderates think it’s a small price to pay 
to get their washing done# But many of the more militant activists regard 
it as a backward step and have stepped up their opposition, calling for 
widespread strikes and public disorder.

It was during one of these periods of near anarchy 
that the ArchangelJames arrived. Unable to have his operation due to a 
sympathy strike by hospital saw doctors and realising there were no laws 
against secondary picketing, he made a very forceful complaint to the 
hospital management.

After saying he4cl report them to god, while at the same 
time asking why they’d not personally disembowelled the leftie thugs as 
he would have, they carefully explained the situation and asked him for 
help. They begged him to use his well-known unsurpassed knowledge of 
music to find the right singer and song, in order to bring peace and . 
harmony back to the other side of the rainbow.

A press conference at Blackpool's inter-galactic airport 
revealed that James Beatific Anderson believes devoutly that he has the 
right solution. This was after secretly held discussions with our own 
god. The results will prove a badly needed shot in the arm for a young 
crooner who was left in tears after the. recent "Best Singer In The World 
Competition".

Yes, from being left a distraught blabbering fool after being 
ousted by ex drug-crazed super group ’The Who’, Dick Astly is now being 
shot to inter-stardom, along with the sex-goddess and singing free-kick 
specialist Diego Maddona.

They have recieved a special decree to record as a duet, 
but deitific leaks have given 

"Water- 
"When I’m Cleanin’ .
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As yet the title of the song is unrevealed,
a few hints. They include such family favourites as our own Abbas 
loo", Moterheads "White Line Fever", George Formby’s
Winders" and the Houghton Weavers "Lion of Vienna".

tet’s all wish Sir, lord, St. James the Almighty the test
of luck in his crusade and that he suceeds in getting his head screwed 
back on the
may also
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PARENTS PAGE
Here by popular demand is our new feature for parents.
Dr. What? explains some of his revolutionary new techniques for
child care. Dr. What? studied child psychology in 1944, under the 
tutorage of the famous surgeon, Dr. Mengle (Angel of Death as he was 
whimsically called by his patients.) . He is now consultant paediatrician 
to the Dutchess of York and Rupert Murdoch. He currently resides .in
Buenos Aries where he is professor of torure- at the Emporer Bocassa 
University. He is currently employed by the Governmernt compiling the 
next Conservative manifesto.

■ .1

2

w •

3.

4.

5

to this tricky 
asleep, to avoid 
case..

• •

Bed Wetting. . . • <
Bladder removal is the only option for complete cure 
problem. Try to perform the operation whilst baby is
unnessesary noise, which leads on nicely to our next

Crying.
This is a particularly difficult problem to deal with if blinding 
the baby is not desirable. Various tests on defenceless babies have 
proved that Silver solder carefully poured into the babies tearducts 
can substantially reduce the flow of moisture. Serious Psychological 
side-effects may occur if the molten solder is allowed to contact 
the babies skin resulting in facial disfigurement. If this method 
does not produce the required effect removal of the lower jaw may be 
necessary to augment the first step. It might be advisable to give 
baby a toy to play with as this will distract his attention' away from 
the Tenon Saw, which I personally find the easiest to implement.

Spitting out food.
This is an irritating little habit that.most children go through at 
some time or other, so it is in the parents interest to nip it in the 
’Taste Bud' so to speak’. Children spit out food for a variety of 
reasons, but mainly because they simply do not like the taste of the 
food you might have laboriously cooked for them. Removal of the babies 
taste buds is a quick, simple and relatively painful task easily carried 
out by any parent with a modicum of experience in solvent abuse.
We at the University have found, that a common or garden domestic funnel 
forced down the babies throat, and filled with caustic soda and
raspberry milk-shake quickly has the desired effect, namely stripping
the taste buds completely from the inside of the little ones head. • •
First day at School.
This, of course, can be equally upsetting for both child and parent 
alike. Here at the University we have come across no practical
solution. However, one can deal with .the problem•before it arises 
by simply placing the child in a weighted bin liner and immersing both 
child and bin liner in water, preferably in a pond or convenient lake, 
(lakes tend to be deeper but more populated, therefore a night drop 
may be preferable.) If by any chance the child is returned, he will 
be in an appalling condition, ie: smelly, covered in weeds and algea 
and may be suffering from chronical halitosis, which leads nicely to 
our next condition
Personal Hygene. ? . ...
Firstly, remove all the childs teeth, hair, fingernails, birthmarks etc, 
and place in a preparation of sulphuric acid and vim.
The resultant sludgy mess can be practically used in a manftr of ways.
a) An economically sound and environmentally safe additive to dog food 

for that extra fibre we hear so much about these days on T.V.
b) Soap c) Sexual lubricant, d) Face pack. ‘
Poured into small jelly moulds, the sludge makes delightful and delicious 
nove table decorations for those ..special evening meals with friends.

• ♦ * •
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The liquid slithered

eyes

••

to floor level
>

Despicados'

tell me ?"• 9

*

v«

I'

him making 
his gun

*

and shoulder 
his face,

• • •

• ■*

• <4

K *

s, Yes she was Mr. Despicado. She knew it was Sunday. She should have known, she must
That was all he could manage as Despicado released the gun 

his-’gun orgasmed a 
the surroundings with

<•

*

merit any more of

b •*

Frank Despicado teasingly blew away the ring of smoke hanging lazily around the nozzle
of his very impressive9 very hard >357 platinum plated Magnum. A bastard of a weapon.
This one was owned, as it happened, by a bastard of a human. He unpursed his lips, coughed 
up what soundedlike a pint of bile and phlegm and spat it noisily onto the now twitching 
and wailing body of the old woman he had just casually holed-in-one.
into the wide sloppy hole peering from the side of her body where her left lung used to be. •• • ’ • •
"Get up you stupid cunt^, :drawled Despicado, "Get up before you lose the other side". 
Looking around at the crowd of fellow passengers, daring any one of them to even think of 
taking him, he raised the barrel of his baby and brought it down straight onto the bridge of 
the old womans nose, splitting it wide open and dragging face muscle to the skin surface. 
She yelped like a run over dog and slumped onto her front., opening the already gaping and 
flapping hole in her side even more. Her left kidney slithered out onto the floor only to 
be squashed flat by Despicados’ size twelve mercury tipped jackboot.
Ro-one moved,.of course. This person with liquid hydrogen burning through his veins, was 
a very confecttencious worker. And the passengers new it, without his unearthly demonstrZitions. 
" This fucking old cow has taken the difficult path. You are probably asking your selves, 
why she just didn't show me her ticket in the first place. So is she. Now folks, shall we 
carry on where we left off ?"
Despicado bent down over the motionless body and wrenched the purse from the nw anemic finger 
wrapped rigidly around it. Opening it, with no consideration for the zip, lie delicately 

. extruded the crumpled piece of paper he had previously, politely he thought, requested. 
Staring at a young boy, twelve, thirteen at the most, he prodded the ticket into the air in 
front of the boys face. The boy tightend his grip round the seat rail waiting for Despicado 
not to say something to HIM. The rest of the crowd silently sighed relief. ®not me1 
The ticket moved towards the boy at eye level then stoppped an inch from his face, blotting 
out his view of Despicado and the other passengers. This made him piss in his shorts. He stil 
didn’t move. Suddenly Despicado came into view, un-necessarily close to him. Ratatouille 
or Lasagne vapours dripped through the air and assaulted the boys nose and throat. The toy 
hadda revolting feeling that Despicado would slit his throat to make an example of him. 
Luckily he felj£ a hot spiky pain down his shin as he realised Despicado had scraped his tipped 
heel downnit. ” Read the Fucking ticket out loud”. Frank Despicados1 voice pulled the boy 
out of hist,trance state. Despicado Rabbit punched the boy to the floor and straddled
his feet across his tiny tody. ”Read the fucking ticket” he bellowed, blazing his 
around at the almost white gathering. • •
He threw the ticket onto the boy, too scared to wipe the dark blood from his neck
Peculiarly reserved, the small pained toy grasped the ticket and held it close to
the small windows allowing a minimum of light to filter through
"Seventy pence”.
wRicimnond Lane”.
"Saturday only”.
Read the toy confident that it was loud and clear enough not to 
wrath.
"Exactly right toy* Seventy pence, Richmond Lane, Saturday/’
^She was going to get it any way wasn*t she ?w He lunged at the nearest person to 
everybody jump un x>ntrolably, grabbing a fat man; of about Thirty years. Be pushed 
up into the groin, twisting it so the gun sights tore siireads off the fat mans cheap pants 
ard also off the fats mans soft testicles. The following scream stopped short as its owner 

. heard the hammer of the- giant magnum cock in unison with the grin that manoevered its way 
over Frank Despicados® coarse lips*
"Wasn’t sheAfat bastard The muzzle almost broke through into the fat mans stomach bag, 

- threatening to spill its contents into the stinking mess that was rapidly becoming a human 
cocktail.
” Yes, Yes
have known what would happen?^
and allowed him to fall and nurse his agony. BLAM ! "Stupid fat cunt”,
few ounces of fat man fucker into the fucking fat mans head, splashing
the fat mans last few thoughts of relief.
fTNow then”, said the bus inspector, "has any body else got anything to
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Semi Serious
•« •

*

cute exhaustion, insipfent migraine and turbulent intestinal activity 
re not conditions norm,ally associated with enjoyment. But these
rritations are mere trifles, forgettable, transitory setbacks when the 
hance to see the semi final of the African Cup is at hand. It is 
unday, 4th of November 1984, and Egypt’s finest, Zamalek,face the 
lgerian champions, J.E.T.. Hidden reserves of adrenalin and anticip­
ation compel me to;see the match. Got to be there. •

mpunctual as ever, I’ve left only ten minutes to travel from Fit Kat 
o Tahrir, to meet my Egyptian escort. But my obsession with the minute 
and of my watch is threatened by tumultuous distraction. The taxi is 
urrounded by hordes of Zamalek supporters, a motorised infantry 
ivision of rumbustious fanatics.

'he ubiquitous cacophony of Cairo traffic is augmented by the carhorns 
rums and vocal chords of a fiesta of flamboyant flagwavero, some sitt 
ng on car windowledges banging on the roof, some standing on minibus 
•indowledges hanging on the roofrack. Tahrir rendezvous accomplished, 
he fanfares of a fan filled bus carry us t,o the ground, and a major 
low to our expectations ~ no tickets. The ticketless swarm round 
eticent touts ; posing as a football correspondent crosses my mind 
midst numbing, anticlimactic apprehension.

'e amble lethargically through the accumulating crowds. All around, the 
ncessant inouisition 'Fee Taskara? ’ - Got any tickets ?. At the North 
ntrance a serpentine queue of the fortunate ticket holders has formed, 
larshalled by reams of soldiers and nolice, equipped with riotshields 
nd menacing bato ns. On the other side of the road stands an awesome 
ollage of the have nots - we take our place among them.

incursions,
• 1 • * •

J ■ •

'he Scargillian scenario recurs
undreds more seep irresistably
ccent our chance only to be confronted by the next obstacle - 

■ metre high inner wall. Bodies
ike surge,
ituttering

for^twenty minutes. With each onslaught 
through the outer gate. We gratefully 

the
bruise, limbs distort in the lemming, 

as the marauding invaders lurch over in a stumbling, 
scramble.

(impossible) we are all rinping rectangle.; from 
as the official entry 

but this is cun 
, v strategy is already formul-

and our newsorint is soon discarded.The police are suffering an 
■» and our disingeneous confidence 

deferrred as we recoil from their countercharge. The protago 
resumes, the crowd of 
The besieged boys in blur­
scattering stone throwers

'amdullulah! (Thank God!) We’re in! The inner sanctum, and no praetorian 
nprd, ’’baking hands , we rush un the ramparts to our goal. .Reaching 
:he top, a backward glanse reveals that the police have bowed tb the

bme creative soul concieves an.improbable deceptive nloy, and before 
ou can say’mish mumkin'
lewsnaoers, honing they will be misinterpreted
■equirement. About as plausible as a chocolate kettle,
‘ever.However, to our left an alternative ■
ting, ; ‘
.irborne assault of rocks and -stones
rick is
■nists regroup, the cascade of projectiles
ealots surges again towards . the main. gate.
nd khaki respond with mounted 
nd guilty bystanders-.

kJ

D.
D
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100,000 frenetic fanatics-

enjoy
whole
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The crescendo of commitment continue unabatedAgaindt the Latins rtyle 
furore,
staid and feeble
in 4 Dasses,and force the first of many impressive
Algerian e •
in their

• •

After ”39
Zp ma lek ♦
the angst. Fortuitously, it lands 
Just what the doctor ordered

. time brings brief
find the toilets
and stairs.
blocked, our vision impeded

r: ty i e 
the acapella obscenities of the English Football ground look 

. From the kjbck off Znmalek reach the enemy goalmouth
t saves from the aplle 

Goalkeeper- For the first ^0 minutes the Algerians are pinned 
own half, as if’debilitated by the decibel count.

; •• r •

Zamalek trail 5-1 from the first leg and must win 2-0 to reach the final. 
God’s on our side but he’s also on theirs - the balance is swung by

Brums, hands and voices.reverberate round the 
ground in a clamour of•percussion and repercussion. The military band 

- marching round the running track catalyses the chanting of the national 
Anthem in successive synchrony. The followers of Zamalek’s Cairo rivals, 
Ably, voice their empathy in unison. With this kind of backing, Goliath 
could have beaten David.

• • •
inevitable, and the gates have now been opened, as is apparently 
common practice at big matches here. More expedient than repressing 
the irrepressible.

• • *
Pausing only to notice a spectator using a ’Standard Chemlrtry1 text­
book as a sunhat, we grab the only vacant seats in sight, on the 
’North Bank* under the electronic scoreboard and clock. The contennornre­
appearance of the two- tier elliptical stadium belies the fact that 
it was constructed twenty years ago. From our vantage point, the back­
ground is dominated by the pyramidesque 6th October monument, where 
President Sadat met his final whistle. The aberrant mahogany of the 
section behind the opposite goal turns out to be soldiers uniforms in 
the seats reserved for the army. All else is white and red, the 
phalanxes of flagbeares havd arrived, conjuring a diachromic maelstrom.

• » • “ • • • ; . 
Through.the motley miscellany of hands heads and craning necks we dense 
our salvation. In the 52nd minute Ibrahim heads centimetre- perfect 
into the net and Zamalek are winning. Pragmatism prevails over joy a.; 
we deftly manoeuvre throught the delighted dancing throng and occupy 
a newly- vacated step. The panorama, is. again unrestricted. We c^n

the majestic sweep of Zamalek’s two-touch football; using the 
width of the field and coruscating forward, forward, fonward» 

minutes and many close shaves, a *fowi?l# brings a penalty for 
The taker, Hamid, thunders a high, rising shot, exacerbating

it lands just below the; angle of bar-and post- ,t 
, and enhanced celebrations ensue. Half -

respite. Many leave their seats to pray we leave t.o
and find it impossible to return - full house on neats •<

We clatter down to the lower tier but again our path in

Where
time ,

4

I • . •

instinct would tell a European team to sit dm their lead, waste 
defend in deotb, Zamalek stream forward in waves, without

• comounction. In the 62nd minute, a world class beader from the 
Ghanaian Quarshie sends the Algerians into irredeemable despair. 
Finally they realise that they must attack but it is futile. In their 
frustration, one of their number is sent off.

Zamalek create two more clear cut chances to score but are again 
of the -Algerian goalkeeper. For many

contest . is that

Zamalek create two
thwarted by the contortions
watching on .television the salient feature of"the
two good opportunities have been squandered. But they are non believers.

wh<? worshipped at the shrine are further enlightened by a 
resounding, righteous, historic victory.

activity as the Algerians, deafened
!, attack the referee.Exhausted of

ead West and home.
sunset there’s room for another sensory surprise.
construe incongruous silhouettes. It transpires

- are already crammed full, people are standin
Sunday foothall- it’s a riot.

i 

At dusk,, the moon appears in the East to provide added illumination ,
98 slowly sinks, the shadow of the West stand obscures

halt the pitch. The twilight is pierced by thousands of makeshift ’ 
torches, hand held, biasing newspapers.

<■

The game is’^t over till the last ball is kicked and today there’s 
~ curricular activity as the Algerians, deafened, disheartened 

and finally defeated, attack c-he referee .Exhausted of energy and
HjLxitzeTQi>Xon ’tinio “to HchcI U'cs t suid horns * wo W3l.k into the

1 endeavour to
that because the busses

crammed on the roof. * •
• V.
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THEY RIITTO MY ARSE TO BIT’S AND THE B71STARDS MISSED OlUr 
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GO BACK AND HAVt

to fockik;

< •. .

THE DISGUSTING LACK OF
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A SHORTER TIME TOAN QViRUSS AND DI
F
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M1JWHILE THE QUEEN WAS ?

FUCK I TO EQUESTRI AN
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■REITY " Ti

. • • , J
ERIC POSTIjIHWAITE OF 11ALLIWELT., AND ENQUIRED AS TO HIS KElxL 

» • • • • •• • *
WELL FUCKED” SAID ERIC WHO HAD LAST SEES! THE DUKE WREiS HE
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Ve could kill

vay verse

like that we tend to get ignored. However when a 30<
t*

I
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a massive shock 
more

borrb Sudern

besides I've

foot green moose says things

THEYFRE ALL GOING GREEN.
The bastards are starting to shit themselves and it’s not a pretty sight. They've 

suddenly realised skin cancer’s classless -and they’re going to rot along with the 
rest of us. It was probably Chernobyl that set the alarm bells ringing. It must have 

given them the biggest fright since Owsley manufactured half a million tabs of Acid 
and started to give them away for free, allied with a message relayed through... the 
underground that the next batch would be introduced into San Francisco’s water supply* 

The U.S Governments response to Acid was to send the C.I.A to Burma to improve the 
Heroin route into the States. You can imagine Nixon and Kissinger discussing the 
problem*
NIXON. ."We’ve got to stop this Henry. These filthy hippies are giving the stuff away. 
Not only do they not believe in us, they don’t believe in fuckin’ money Henry. Jesus, 
can you imagin£that. .

_ KISSINGER.. "Vot should I do boss.... How aboud eff we send de B-52,s in to
California. Ve could blame it on the Ret Chinese.**
NIXON*."You dumb bastard Henry the Red Chinese want to buy things off us,
got property down there.”
KISSINGER, * "Oh yea das right, How aboud de Mesicans den.”
NIXON.,’’Jesus!”
KISSINGER, * "No.. ..Den how aboud de Dutch,ah fuckin’ hate de fuckin’ Dutch.

• doo birds ,wid one stone. Ve bomb de fuckin’ Dutch bag ento de dark;age, den de- 
radiation drifts all over Europe wiping out all de fuckin’ commies. Fuckin Dutch I 
hate de bastsrds, wid der cloggs ant der cheesy canals unt dykes, who needs de fuckers 
NIXON. ."Calm down Henry* Look if you want to bomb something how about Cambodia, there’s 
nothing there but trees and gooks anyway.
KISSINGER. J’Ya# das right, I hate trees more dan I hate de Dutch. Tanks boss, wad a 
grade idea. Fuckin* trees who needs de fuckers."
NIXON.,"took I’ve got it. How about if we get the bastardsronto different drugs.
Something they have to depend on. Flood the market then control the supply that’s the 
thing to do, make em learn the value of a dollar again. Jesus Henry, we could use it 
on the niggers as well, they’ll be. so busy tearing one another apart they won’t realise 
they’re living in a sewer.”
KISSINGER. ."You done et again, boss, I’ll ged on it ride away.— By de
Cambodia.”

There’s nothing they can do this time, Chernobyl must have come as
.A vicious cloud of radiation drifting all over Northern Europe causing
environmental damage than a train load of American tourists on speed.*

There are reindeer in Finland that are thirty feet tall with vastly ^larged brains. 
The buggers are well pissed off. Imagine waking up one. day with a brain like Einsteins 
and finding it stuck inside a reindeer.

Well the buggers have
governments of the world don’t
from decent people, who can sort
and downright murderina bastards’
them and sort them out.

Now when you or I make threats
like that, people tend to notice.

started to get annoyed. They’ve issued demands. If the
stop fucking about and don’t retire somewhere a long way 

themselves out without a tach of thieves,perverts 
telling them vhat to do, then they would come amongst
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Jesus was
The Bobby
A pile of

a long haired scruffy bastard 
Sands coockbook,
festering shite-

Mother Theresa
A smile a wave
1838-1988,
Shit buildincrs
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Salmon Rushdie
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How to make lots and lots and lots of money
lots and lots of semi-famous• * • •
Miracles made easy-.,- Jesus
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. Swish, a history of caning.

... Jeffrey Archer.
the "Acid years".... Anne Diamond.
and a knee in the groin... . Ahistoi'y of the police Some..

150 Years of fucking people about.. Bolton council handbook. 
The Prince on architecture.

by getting shagged by 
Pamela Bordes.
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of Ca'lcuta but not as pleasant.

lere is
US...

SCARLETS..

sensible"people, a night out t 
£ : ; .
-• l • o.. •

>* i :* 
.. O ri

the Railway.
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hanging the name. About to undergo x>et 
the scumbags who go in
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Debbie and work
se
in.

if i cate<.

MAXIMS..e So bad 
to Hitlers this

dicks on their beads and 
lights if you've taken LED*.

SHITE CLUB ■

CENTRAL PARK.,* Admitance of

BERGERACS..* Plastic shit: ho 
per cent of whome are called

FARTWRTH... .*------- • *

Foul beer* crap music and full of lad
<s«. worth going to loo}

RITZY...
their brains in their boiled

s wn

CHUFFERS...Smaller than the Black Hole

rni yuppies arid brain dead women ninety 
the same travel agent

Very sensible placer with lots of 
very similar to painting your toilet door beige
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Giants,

T h e w e a t- h e i
w e a b h er to

■ t o Mother
A n d e r t o n
J.-F X3
T h e n
w ho
w e a t- h e r y g e t,1 i n g 
t e 1 1 i n g
the
t a r r
abysmal,

<»

left r

? t xur

is so m e t- h i n q t- h 
«4m»

s e n d that
T e r r e s a o r
a m e r e 1 y
wit h
a r e
all t h e i v 

p a i d 
.J & 
this

r. o 11 e n

I

u a a 1 1 
t h r e a. t 
J a m e s 

"i g e r o u s 
human,

1 d i o t s 
n g t h e 
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gleaming Soviet Fighter Bomber Black Bart

0*i Oftit’

*A F C A C

< > 
vs and suN®®ers have all been on offexs in
us. I have .recently purchased several *- A

ve as presents next Ghrlstms. Virile the 
d buys and should mke excellent gifts, the 

a giant at all, but a huge dwarf. 1 had to 
supports

surgical supports wei*en*t staples 
y reasonable about the whale thing

Meanwhile, back in a
On one. matey"» .Gyrating wildly to the latest Acid House sounds Leftyt 

pharmacist hands out Bandilion and Burdock and Ecstasy to the frenzied dancers 
'Tuck Mexico/’ Bart shouts above the throbbing Electro beat-.

Barb dressed in black hat, black shirt, black waistcoat and dayglo lime green 
cycle shorts carves his initials on the breast of a drug crazed teenager*
Drawn .into the web of evil by the k*Mr Big’f of the .Acid party scene these
teenagers, many in their teens, are easy prey for the many nMr Bigs” on the
sordid "Acid scene”.

. • A

"This is what it's ail about” said fresh faced, 15 year old, Debbie from Stoke/ 
Pogos* I watched in horror as this inocent youhg girl lurched evily round the 
fuselage of the evil Soviet aircraft, watered 1l'“' ■ - *-
Ben

Sales e you can. get unusual things cheaply.
Monsters, ®ew years, Spectaoulars ai>d sunase.rs have all teen cm offer
Bal ton over the last twelve matte. I
nonstere and a giant to gf
minsters proved to te guo
giant was useless^ not being
return it to the shop as X had trouble finding the surgical
that were its staple diet, ' it knew the
and refused to eat. The shop was
letting ise return the giant in exchange fur a Vinter.

n a t e f 
a n o n y rr* o u s 

<

w e a t- h e r
i n s- a n e o r 

d e 1 u b 1 o n • o f
w e a t h e r m e n , t- h e «

I i v e s
t- h o u b a V7 c 

a. 1 I k n o w 
c o u 

d e o i

evily by the evil ■’'Mr Big 
I was offered Lucozade by evil "Mr Big" Bart, I made my excuses and

u -b a o m e t- h 1 n g 
w e a t h e r

i b 1 e . a w f u

‘W-

. - r»

> ■
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BEAR

THE IADS WILL BE

DANCE WILDLY TO YOIJR OLD
I' -i• •

OUT THOSE OLD CLOTHES AGAIN. REMEMBER
••

N. E., C ,

1 GET ON DOW TO THE L1E. C r WHERE ’ NODDY

15 th OCTOBER

HERE IT IS MERRY XMAS’

birmingh;^.

FORTH COMING

A FEW WATTS FOR YOUR AURAL DELI CAW? ION.

TOW HALL SQUARE.

BOLTON POLICE OPEN DAY. I

*

”v
*’l * 
I

slaughter by the mounted. police/

Lote of. fun for 
•of the .Kicking 
display by trie 
Display of crox<d

all the family. Public hanging, vicious dog trials, national finals 
he shit out of the suspect without leaving a inark/coir^etit ion.* 

Bolton police British .Moverpent. branch in racial abuse and har.wsn«Kbt
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Playing songs .from 
by the Rotwellers,

* • ‘t

their- forthcoming L.P IRANIANS FUCKED MY PUPPY. k welcoma return 
playing Bold

Quitting light Noto crucified himself onstaoe in. the Trotters
surely he their re-working of that

IN BABY SEALS (DUB VERSION)

9

CROW AND CUSHIONw
GREEN WIAN II01WII.ERS Civ ACID.

*•
ton for the first tine since former lead singer and 

. k highlight will
classic from the. first RotweIlers STICKINC

9 th. IOTW 198

ROBO*. . e.v.
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