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ered in a bizarre sexual threesome.
“Marlanne was wearing a shaw! and
nothing else.” '
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Rolling Stones by Tony Sanchez.

June, 1993
THE DIARY

It may say June above but I'm putting this together 1n
early July. We are introducing more sub-sections —-
like a tongue-in-cheek It's Grim Up North and other
one-offish bits. Keep the articles coming -- we've a
few this issue -- also cuttings, letters and comments.
Urban legends are our mainstay but anything vaguely
folkloric will find a place. Nor do we attempt to
categorise material -- your editor has been a Fortean
for too long for his leopard spots to change.

The story on the right tickled your
editor. From the diary in The Guardian,

11/6/93, it is about Jack Dormand, the |FOBeHt Xe

ngton, wh
former Labour MP for the colliery area |jumped into the nga:gscfggr}:
of Easington, in South-East Durham. They t‘::f: of an already moving

‘ll " .
weighed his ballot slips rather than window s;m:hstl::ﬁix; °E‘Tﬂ’l§
count them.

compartment reserved for pa-
STARTING WORK FOR THE FIRST

tients from Haswell Hospital
for . disturbed "patlents'.p At
TIME? 10 THINGS YOU MIGHT BE SENT
TO FETCH

that moment a nurse came in
wl(tih a white hcot;(t, white hat
and so on, checkin h

1 A tub of elbow grease charges. She: startegd ocr:m::

2 Some invisible nalls ‘

3 A palr of rubber sclssors

4 Two dozen sky-hooks

ing, ‘One, two, three.’ She
looked at me and sdid: ‘Who

5 A left-handed monkey-wrench

6 A glass hammer )

are you?' I sald ‘I’m from the
7 A long welght
known) your telephone number are now stored In a retrieval system

House of Lords’, and she con-
.| tinued, ‘four, flve, six, seven,’

8 A horlzontal ladder

9 A right-handed mug for Folklore Frontiers corr pond purp only. Should any-

including me.”
10 A tin of striped paint  ©"e Wish so, their entry will be removed.

bothersome In Parliament
this week.. Here’s a quleter
moment, from Lord Dormand

DATA PROTECTION ACT 1984. Your name, address and (where

I TS ALL been very noisy and

Year's ag6 the editor of a prstlglous po-
etry magazine thought my brief one-liner

MARSBARIANNE FAITHFULL

wasbrilliant. SodidIatthetime

As years go by, the reality I will relate —
or the myth — remains as potent as ever.
The claim is that when drugs squad
officers ralded the home of Rolling Stone
Keith Richard/s, a girl was present, clad
only in a fur rug. She was not named at the
time, but a picture of Marianne Faithfull
arriving to visit Mick Jagger in jall, jux-
taposed with a headline referring to the
basically naked girl, left the reader to
draw the conclusion that Marianne had
been the girl present. For those with poor
memories, or too young to remember, in
the mid-Sixties Richard was sentenced to
one year's jall for permitting his house to
be used for smoking cannablis (quashed on
appeal) and fellow Stone Mick Jagger
faced three months in prison for
possessing pep pllls (given a conditional
discharge on appeal — they were
Marianne’'s anyway, honourable fellow).
The sentences were unnecessarily savage
and the 1ssue was ralsed to national debate
status by a lengthy and fair editorial in

Marsbariann¢




Jagger enjoys a Mars bar fr
- from
Uncyclopeadia of Rock by AnJ::
Deayton, J.eremy Pascall and Geoffrey
! ?grkms (Ebury Press, 1987).

-

ceurred when Keith Richard’s home was

aided by the police and Mick Jagger wa

ceded them to The States and caused a
PRy

The Times, wrltten apparently by the
editor himself, Willlam Rees-Mogg. (*) A
full account published immediatly after
the appeal was a first-class record of the
trialsand furore which followed. (**)

The rald took place at the home of
Richard, Redlands, in West Wittering,
Sussex, on Sunday evening, February 12,
1967. Malcolm Morris, Q.C., prosecuting,
described a young lady on a settee. ‘'All}
she was wearing was a light-coloured fur
skin rug, which from time to time she
allowed to fall, disclosing her nude body.
She was unperturbed and apparently

ROBOTRON,
s TS

70 MY PLANET AND 0PEN,
L)

OH, yov MEAN
MAR

Euest, a majority ofthe Press Juxtaposed

nude girl” headllnes with pictures of
Marianne Falithfull bearing gifts for
Jagger In jall. As Oz summed up the situ.
atlon: ‘‘The cruel Innuendo was basic
Press strategy — too ungenerous to pro-
tect her completely, they were too gutless
to name her outright. The Times, the so-
called newspaper of record, was the worst
offender, with a fuzzy headshot directly
beneath ‘Young Woman Wearing Only Fur
Rug'.” (x)

Since penning a rough draft in 1991 on
the topic, I can now do no better than in-
troduce at this point the most complete
and falr commentary on the Mars bar

rumour. To paraphrase would
flow and thrust. 3 2 ¢ epollslis

Within hours ot the revelation about Mananne and the rug. a crazy story
began (o spread through the country. It was said that at the ume police nter-
rupted the house-panty. Jagger was pertorming cunnilingus with Marnianne who
had a Mars bar inserted between the lips of her vagina. It is not known from
where the falsehood originated but it is believed that it was either from one of
the police officers involved in the raid or a fellow prisoner at Lewes with a need
10 embroider the tale of his meeting with Jagger. It caught many cyntcal tmagt-
nations, including the staif at the satirical magazine, Privare Eye, and they
dedicated their next cover to the theory. with the credulous heading of *A Mars
bar fills that gap’. Sniggering adolescents began asking shopkeepers for a
‘Maranne Faithfull instead of a Mars bar.

Like the foremost rumours. the Mars bar story took on a life of its own and
2rew increasingly fantastic. Some versions had all the members of The Rolling
Stones nibbling away at it (even though three of them were patently not at

=]

Redlands on the night) and in the United States. the very same incident was sup-
posed to have taken place at Woodstock. Christopher Gibbs. after the tnal.
consented to several newspaper interviews in which he rebutted the smutty
claims and his assertions were briefly accepted, because as an Old Etonian and
nephew of the Governor of Rhodesia. he was eminently credible.

[ thought it was all a lot of nonsense. all the stupid Mars bar jokes. [ thought
it was rather childish and ungallant. [t was all down to the glamour of the partic-
ipants and the nature of vulgar journalists. The way everyone was painted by the
press was ridiculous. | found it hard to understand at the time, but now, of
course, [ realise that people are always looking for victims to get their teeth into,
and victims offer themselves up unknowingly all the tume. | don’t think
Marianne and Mick were comprehending it all. [ don’t suppose you do unul
you've had the full glare of the searchlight on you. [ did what [ could to protect
them. | protested, but one is made to feel useless. Their lives and Jestinies were
betny intertered with by forces outside anybody s control und there was nothing

anyone could do about 1t.” says Gibbs.

Other 2uests who had been at Redlands ~iotly defended Mananng but the
myth stuck with tenactous might. There seemed 10 be 4 honed atteinpt (0 4ssas-
stnate Maranne's character and the ndicule ot the rug and the Mars bar was w
repeat tself for many vears. Clearly, there had been a concened attempt 10 erode
Jagger's reputation but the combined force ol the police. press and judicial sys-
tem subsequently failed and had to seule for the next best. his girltriend. who
was always by his side and obviously sanctioned his sneering defiance anyway

Reponers were frustrated by the Mars bar story because to relate it properly
they needed to use banned words like vagina. cunnilingus and oral sex. These
days. they would refer to it as a “perverted sex act with a chocolate bar’ but in
1967 they had enormous trouble making themselves understood because of their
own sanctimonious check-list of forbidden words. Gossip columnists made
snide allusions to it for months and the fact that it remained partly clandestine

only added (o its attraction. Unfortunately for Marianne. the joke became part of
her biographical fabric and understandably wore paper thin. In an American
magazine interview in 1987 the subject was broached again and the response
was the same as it has always been. [ just sat there in my fur rug, with no Mars
bar. It's a folk legend, and if people want to believe that when the cops walked
in there was this incredible orgy going on, they will. but get it straight.”

On the last day of Richard’s trial. a final mention was made of Mananne's
alleged immorality. Morris asked Richard whether he would expect a young girl
10 be embarmassed if she had nothing on but a fur rug in the presence of eight
men. “We are not old men. We're not womed about petty morals.” was
Richard’s famously indignant response.

SCULPTOR Sara Byres reckons
ahe's got the art world licked with
her latest work—s giant chocolate
tongue made from 150 Mars Bars.

terday, chocoholic Sera’'s exhibit
under close gusrd—to stop food
fans getting a taste for art. The 8ft by
3ft tongue, called Com-
fort Eating, shows the
temptaton of tuming to
chocolate in a crisia.
As student Sare’s work
, went on show st the
Cheltenhem and
Gloucester College of

| ’ i Higher Educaetion, she
e k- said: “It was great—!

rwenes 4 4 7- could eat as | worked!

gt A i ~

maRS .

enjoying the situation ... We are not in any
way concerned with who that young lady
wasor may havebeen....”

It seems that though the judiclary
guaranteed the anonymity of the female




John Hind and Stephen Mosco

Critics now agree the band are
at their most creative since the 3
release of their 1962-2007 compi-
]ation, Slipped Discs & Mars Bars
Indeed last night, during Mid-
night Rambler, as Jagger bayed Vi
wildly on harmonica, Richards %5
coughed, and Ron Wood goofed J%
with holographic dancing girls,
the audience became ecstatic. .

Futures: The Rolling Stones, 2010

Biographer Mark Hodkinson was too
young for the Sixties, like Marianne’s son,
who also felt he had missed something.
“It's hard to imagine Kylie Minogue doing
something indecent,’”” added an inter-
viewer of Marianne, ''let alone with a
Mars bar, but Faithfull maintains there is
nothing wrong with today’s squeaky clean
image of pop.’’ (b)

I can’t remember when I first heard the
Mars bar story, but recall it
metamorphosed to a banana. Also that
when Ms Falithfull’'s film ‘‘Girl on a
Motorcycle'’ was screened by Anglia TV,
Rowntree allegedly advertised the popular
product during one of the commercial
breaks. It continues to crop up in the
media — three in two months during 1987
even. Recalling the Summer of Love, one
magazine editor recalled it as the time
when the Rolling Stones were'’ forever
getting busted and strange allusions to
Marianne Faithfull and Mars bars.”
(x x) Nina Myskow, commenting on
general election TV coverage, snidely
noted: ‘‘We all know what kept David
Dimbleby going: the most famous Mars
Barsince the Sixties.’ (***)

And a sex fetish article referred to ap-
plying butter as in Last Tango in Paris and
""if we wish, stick a Mars bar in a sexual
orifice a la Marianne Faithfull and invite
your lover to partake of it.”’ (xxx)

I also mentioned the incident in an
articles anthology I put together over a
decadeago. (¢)

Marianne Faithfull is still occasionally
in the public eye, almost inevitably with
the gratuitous confectionery reference.
Such as: ""Her name and a handful of
things the name triggers -- As Tears Go
By, fur rug, Mars bar, Mick Jagger -- are
buried deep in the collective British
memory. And they show no sign of de-
composing.’”’ (d)

A younger colleague had heard the tale
but had heard it attributed to a mutual
snack involving Mick Jagger and his then
wife Bianca.

As for Marianne, notoriety has followed
her everywhere. Heroin addiction and
booze; then there was an alleged suicide
attempt in Australia — ‘‘I did not con-
sciously try to kill myself. I just happened
to swallow 150 pills.”” Interviewer Jean
Carr noted Marianne believed she was in-
fluenced towards that near-fatal act
having just completed the role of Hamlet's
suicidal girlfriend, Ophelia, at the
Roundhouse. The profile also mentioned
her second marriage to punk musician
Ben Brierley, who called himself Ben E.
Ficial, a joke which had backfired when a
gossip columnist wrongly reported
Marianne was pregnant and mused
whether the baby would be called Super
Ficial. (+)

Then there was the 1979 ‘‘Broken
English’’ album containing ‘Why D'Ya Do
It?"", sexually-explicit cunnilingus jeal-
ousy which was offensive to some and a

SADIE Frost has been
signed up . to star in the
British answer to the hit
movie Thelma and Loulse.
She will play a psychotic
oung woman who goes on
{he nmpaﬁ in her car in
London’s West End. Her
partner In crime will be
played by Jude Law.
The film, Shopping, also
features 1960s singer
1 in her
c : “a tough
policewoman. "
Shopping has been tipped
as one of tﬁe biggest Blggsh
flims of the year and it is
already Fatherln a lot of
interest In America.

Thelma and Loulise go ram-
raidln!" a movie Insider
'sald. merican audiences
love movles like that.
N “Thef're even talking
about It being a possible
Oscar-contender. In the
light of The Cr{lnf Game's
success, Britis Ims can
do well in America now.”
Sadle and Jude play two
streetwise women who are
driven mad by the boredom
of their lilves. They steal
a high-performance car and

destruction In their wake.

“Everyone is saying it's i

across the capital, leaving a trail of

SADIE FROST: Motoring mayhem
o wild ©daily Sport  3/6/93

a wheel?, July 1, 1967.
(**) Hewart, Tim, Rolling Stones File,

Heathcote Willlams’ song with Falthfull Panther, 1967.

additions.

(x) Oz, No. 4, 1967 (sheet insert).

I Interviewed her a couple of times (a) Hodkinson, Mark, As Tears Go By,
during the mid-Sixties. Slim and buxom,  QOmnibus, 1991.
honey blonde with seductive smlle. Ap- (b) Rowe, Glilllan, The Guardian, May 17,
proachable and candid. She's still all of-  1990.
those things, but the volce is husky, cheek (% x) Midweek, June 4, 1987.
scarred from being twice broken, a golden (***) News of the World, June 14, 1987.

girl tarnished having foughtknocks.

(xxx) Sterne, Belinda, ''What's Your

As for the future, she was heard hoping  Fun?’’ Flesta, May, 1987.
to particlpate In record producer Hal (¢) Screeton, Paul, The Ballad of
Willner’'s project for an album of songs Marianne Falithfull & other Star Profiles,
from Walt Disney, ironically having Qutlaw Press, 1982.
thankfully been spared from playing an (d) Popham, Peter, '"As Years Go By",
incest scene as his mother with Sex Pistol  The Independent Magazine, May 5, 1990.

Sid Viclousin “Who Killed Bambi?'’

(+) Sunday Mirror, November 18, 1979,

Prediction — I can’t see her entertaining () The Guardian, August 8, 1987.
long-term planning, for as she sald: “I
project negativity into the future auto- + Foot(fanny?)note: The first Mars bars

matically. It's an alcoholic trait."”” ()

References:

were made by hand on Bank Hollday
Monday, Algust 1, 1832, on a Slough
trading estate. Forrest Mars, an elderly
American living in the UK, made and sold

(*) The Times, ‘“Who breaks a butterfly on  them for two old pennles each.

page after page.

tnater neuthorised o1 Theauthorchums ouCive
r er rsen (Simon .

& Schuster, £16.99) Mars Sar story, Maganae
JUMPIN’ Jack Flesh would
have been a better title as _
Andersen throws in every’
sexual scrap he can find,
desperately trying to shock on

ithfull The drugs, the sex,
+ the cOuTt cases, etc etc etc with
| boring repetitiveness — but
barely touches on the music
and Jagger's writing
partnership o Journaf , Newcaatle




“When old news

iravels [asl
By Martyn Harris

FEW weeks ago
there was an inter-
esting letter in this

paper about New Age trav-
ellers from Mr Nicholas
Peto of Oxfordshire.

‘‘LLast year the Home
Office assured the rural
community that it would
not be subjected to the
indignities of these people
in 1993, but nothing has
happened.

‘‘Recently some of these
travellers urinated in deep
freezers in a Gloucester-
shire supermarket. When
the food was thrown out as
a result of their revolting
behaviour, they stoleit."

Mr Peto was out when I
phoned, but I knew such a
good story would have
been covered by the local
papers. A headline like
‘‘Hippies surprise pees'’
would be irresistible. Curi-
ously, neither the Glouces-
ter Echo or Gloucester
Chronicle knew anything
about it, so I tried the Wilt-
shire Times, which is an ex-
cellent paper at the heart of
New Age traveller country.
They said they loved my
headline but had never
heard the story. *‘Infact we
don’'t get many horror
stories about the travel-
lers. The only problems
seem to arise when the
police move them off a site

suddenly, and they have no

time to clear up.”
Eventually I got hold of
Mr Peto on his car phone
(he is an insurance broker
who commutes to work in

i

London). Where did the

hippies commit their foul

deed? Mr Peto said readily

that he hadn't actually

seen the incident himself.

“It was hearsay. Someone

told me it had happened, -
two or three Sundays ago,

at Moreton-in-Marsh.”

To tell the truth, I wasn’t
surprised, for I had read
the story ages before — in
fact I fear I may have
invented it. The year was
1986, and the travellers
were a newish terror to the
respectable citizens of the
south-west.

CYCLING tour had ;
led me to the village
of Liphook in Hamp- |

shire. The travellers were
camped up the road at
Stony Cross and were
widely expected to march
on Liphook at any moment.

The landlord of the pub I

.was staying at had barri- -

_caded the doors and win-

. dows, and terrible rumours '

!were flying about. Hippies
. had made love in the laun-
tderette; they cooked rat
soup; they practised Satan-
ism; they had beaten up a
farmer who had a bad
heart, they fired shotguns

from the windows of their .

trucks; they had even —

yes — they had even uri--

nated in a supermarket
deepfreeze. ;

Next day the Hampshire .
police broke up the travel:

lers’' camp — which was on
a desolate common miles

from anywhere. They con-

fiscated the vehicles, most
of which were perfectly
legal, and announced a
startling haul of contra-
band: drugs, knives, occult
apparatus and — most dra-
matic of all — ‘“‘a high
velocity rifle, equipped
with sniper sight’’, which
was of course Erominemly
reported in the national
media.

The rifle sounded so sen-
sational that [ spent sev-
eral days trying to find it,
but as I searched it grew
ever more elusive. First
the police said it was at one
station, then another. Then
they said it was not a high
velocity rifle, but an ordi-
nary one, and finally they
said it had been returned to
its owner. '‘So it was
licensed?'’ 1 asked, and
they said no, it didn't need
alicence. It wds an air gun.

WROTE up a heavily
Iironic story for the

Observer, repeating the
stories of the rifle, the
freezer, the rat soup and so
forth, as examples of the
ridiculdus fantasies people

"were willing to believe

about the travellers.
Within a year I heard sen-
sible people repeating the
freezer story as true — ‘It
was in the Observer 1 tell
you'' — and now here it is
again, tome back to haunt
me.
This year the travellers
are camped outside Bath,
near the university, 1n a
patch of common land
called Rainbov Wood. As

2 e ~.
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DEAR MR THOMS. Non-profit making
folklore miscellany, distributed to members of the
British Folk Studies Forum and its friends. Sub is
£7.50 for approximately six annual issves. From
Gillian Bennett, 28 Brownsville Road, Stockport,
SK4 4PF.

No. 29.Paul Screeton on dubious transmissions.
Article on green man depictions; psalm 23
parodies; photocopylore; homilies; cake update.

No. 30. Jan Harold Brunvand on cat rumours;
with a spate of homilies, Brian McConnell muses
that perhaps the recession brings out the moralists
or is it the approach of the millenium?; single day
school absenteeism lore; media response to horse
rippers; Aussie’s vanishing hich-hiker song.

WEARWOLF. Single copy 60p + stamp.
Cheques etc payable to Wolf's Head Press.
Address P O Box 77, Sunderland, SR1 1ESB.

No. 6. Mainly clusters of clippings -- “conti-
nuing diary of a mad planet via filler items from
the printed media’’ -- under such categories as
month by month short stories, urban folklore,

9.

always their vehicles are
incredibly shabby, their

... clothes incredibly filthy,
£ ;?and their hairstyles incred-

»Z/,..V\(;,H" ibly hideous. As always

‘ /*\M they are gentle and hospi-
g (7, table, offering cups of tea

Y™ and lentil slices to the visit-
& (%’ ing journalist, even though
W they know full well the
2 7 press have done little but
_»¥+ demonise them over the
g years.

I wouldn't like to have
them at the bottom of my
garden, but are they really
any more of a threat to *‘the
rural community'' than,
say, the City insurance bro-
ker spraying carbon mon-
\ oxide on his daily commute
;\\\, 1

Sand

to London, and inflating
country property prices

o o beyond the reach of real
E’;‘ }countrypeople?

.71 told the travellers
about the deep freeze story
which made them laugh,
and they told me a new
one, about a village vet in
Gloucestershire who had
told the locals that the trav-
ellers were infected with a
bug you could only get by
sleeping with sheep. |

o shouldn’t be repeating it,

though, because you never
know what kind of idiot

will believe “.

?'(mos, hostly happenings, crop circles, auction
items,

heshire cat, fishy tales and Matchbox

monster toys. Also mummified cats and
Hallowe’en ~warnings. Editor Kevin also casts
doubts on archaeologists’ methodology through
his Enterprise Training conscript experiences in his
part in orthodoxy’s downfall. Nor did | know that
composer John Cage was an expert m cologist
until Wearwolf notes so in a potted guide.

Hilarious but printed equivalent of staring at the
sun/Sun.

THE WILD PLACES. The journal of strange
and dangerous beliefs. Going bimonthly. Singﬂe
issue £1.65; 4 for £6; US Slg for 4. Payment to
Kevin McClure, 42 Victoria Road, Mount Charles,
St Austell, Cornwall, PL25 4QD.

No. 6. By coincidence editor Kevin McClure sat
in the seat in front of me on a train in Cornwall. He
tells of an even more enlightening happening in
"’The Endless Encounter’’ -- his ferocious personal
conversion experience. Articles on editing Biblical
scholarship/opinion; worthwhile but unoriginal
overview of fantasy proneness alleged in ufo
witnesses.Llarge mags review section with
personal commentaries and reservations/rec-
ommendations.



The Hilling of Doc Shiels

By Tony Shiels

[ am not allowed to smoke in Paul Devere€ix's house. Certain people are
not allowed to eat vegetables in mine. Such {s the way of the world.

Should [ regard Rockville, Maryland, as Dumbtown, USA? Sot entirely
perhaps, but it has strange leanings. One of its =2minent citizens - Mark
Chorvinsky - has fallen for a few snippets of CSICOP-style gossip,
concerning that unrepentant mountebank, Doc Shiels. Mark made the fateful
nistake of maligning a wizard but. eventually, surely he will be forgiven

In the role of 'Doc', [ am used to being attacked - physically,
intellectually, and spiritually - by all manner of upstart insects. [t is a
regular hazard of the thaumaturgic trade. On occasions, a repellent spell
has to be employed. 'Mister ¥ice Guy' becomes faintly irritated and is
forced to take appropriate measures. Michael McCormick will, in the
fullness of time, be forgiven, too. It's too late for the too late Bishop
of Truro.

Such nonsense!

Ten years ago, [ photographed some aquartic Irish 'oonsters'. At leas:
one of the resulting photographs - when =2nlarged and analyzed - proved =9
bave some very bizarre qualities. All a matter of subjective
interpretation, one supposes. Thea again, 20w can one te zure? Paul
Screeton may disagree (I decubt it;, tut [ Jften suspect that involvement
#ith what [ must call 'anomalous phenomena' sometizes leads <o
psychological prcblems. Qur only de2fenc2, ia such situations, is humour
Yes, I know [ have said this many =imes before, but !t bears rapeating. ..
like classic jolke.

Did you bear the one about the guy from Reckville? Or was it
Albuquerque? Or was it Ponsanooth?

'Doc Shiels' - whoever he, she, or it zay be - deserves to be xnocked
down in a flurry of well-aimed thunderbolts. The character has besza a
problem to me for many years. [ think i should be harpooned, hanged,
and harangued. ['m prejudiced, but let' iﬁhe beaver-hatted bastard a dose
of pure bell! Meanwhile, let's be kind to me.

My name is Tony Shiels and ['m a painter. Painting {s more important to
me than monsters (mythic or otherwise). Most arguments concerning
'anomalous phenomena' are unspeakably dull and dimwitted. Include me out

Surrealism 1s'.the only authentic saviour, but {t abhors such concepts.
[ cannot blame {t.

Nnidnid.

* CHEEKY Scots are trymé Vt‘(-)'hii'acﬂkri'ﬁ'éz
most famous. legend in- Hartlepool’s‘
colourful hlstorv.

So

me now reckon they hanged a monkey
years before people in Hartlepool even

thought of the dirty deed.
But they are being warned to keep their hands off
the monkey tale which has brought worldwide fame
[ to Hartlepool.

News of the cross-b rder raid — to steal Hartlepo I's
claim to fame - comes in the June edition of a magazine

called Scottish - Memaries, . ° °
nesie=« By Phillip
It claims m::& ol . y
sailor’s uniform, wandering o k
Tl ww:a. Hickey
2 |

we had a story like that we

Coun " Brian Smlﬂl' the would have been
Ma; f I, said .
yor gﬂm. Sents. about unt:r yoars,” Helen

come up with this- - News of the “other” mon-

G k.yvh‘n‘ln‘ came
been their-best kept-secret'! from_. Mail - r.m-dann
for the last 260 years: - *~" | C.ﬁunyy'—-

. *Theydeed not thinkn i yre Jiveq in-Hartlepool -
m_.ycn‘minoulhltd? s t-is~ working“on Shall's
now.

Mmm_ -Bmt Charlie North Sea
kny-hnng‘x’:: m; m mlphﬁnnn R )
“thm ﬁ"é‘ ol ';:m. m;l»
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By Peter Christie

Almost by definition, the nativity of urban legends is untraceable.
One of the “oldies but goodies" is where a person swallows an animal,
usually a reptile, which continues to live inside them until vomited up
or surgically removed. A recent example comes from Malaysia, where a man
claimed a foot-long snake he had swallowed was still alive in his
stomach. (Fortean Times, No. 66, p. 10).

Recently I located an interesting series of letters on this legend in
the First Series of "HNotes & Queries". In issue No. 149 (September 1852)
“A Londoner" wrote in to inquire about a paragraph he had seen in the
Doncaster Chronicle where an ll-year-old girl called Vatson, living at
Blaxton, was reported to have swallowed a reptile with some ditch water
she had drunk. This reptile survived and grew inside her "just above the
diaphragm" causing her “incredible pains" especially when it crawled up
her throat "in quest of food." on these occasions friends poured “warm
milk and water" down her throat to keep it quiet

The correspondent asked some pertinent questions; had the editor seen
the reptile?, how did the editor know it was a reptile? and had any
genuine, as opposed to quack, doctors been called {n to the case?

This query was followed up in issue No. 154 by a letter signed "KPDE®
who confessed themselves "quite unable to give A Londoner an answer" but
who could quote another example. This appeared in the Stockport
Advertiser and concerned 16-year-old Joseph Bailey, of Shadow Moss in
Northern Etchalls, who drank ditch water and swallowed a reptile some
time {n 1842. Over the next 18 months he became very ill and nad to give
up work. On taking some medicine he vomited up a seven-inch long reptile
which “his sister so much crushed and mangled" that “turther inspection
was almost impossible.”
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A further letter on the subject appeared in issue No. 159 signed C.
Mansfield Ingleby who reckoned the story originated from the medical
treatment of hypochondriasis, that they have swallowed reptiles in
drinking ditch or pond water." The only way doctors could persugde such
people they were cured was to induce vomiting and, by sleight-ot-hand,
introduce a reptile into the vomit, thus convincing the patient of the
cure. he added "A feigned accouchement is often the only method of
dispelling one class of these extraordinary delusions" (i.e. phantom
pregnancies) == presumably producing a living child from up their
sleeves!

To my mind both the original story and the explanation qualify as )
urban legends. Has". anyone come across an earlier mention of this story:’
Certainly "KPDE" suggests in his letter that similar stories were fairly
common before the appearance of this particular one.

spanish is the Loving
Tonque (Liquorice in

Pontefract) By Paul Screeton

Vhen I was a child, I would claim to speak Spanish. "No you don't! Go
on then, say something in Spanish." So I'd reply obliquely, "Liquorice."

As we all know, Pontefract, in Vest Yorkshire, is the liquorice
capital of the universe. There they recently created for the local
museum the largest Pontfract cake in the world, almost three feet across
and weighing as much as a ten-year-old, the thick circle of Spanish
baked, lacquered and put in a cabinet with ancient die-stamps moulding
the traditional owl-and-gate symbol, engravings of 17th century
liquorice fields and tins stamped with the slogan: “The sweet that's
good for you.*

Next to the giant cake is a sepia photograph of Emily Money. A writing
course run by Yorkshire Arts Circus produced a book on the topic,
“Talking Spanish." lan Clayton, who led the course, was instrumental in
the tracking down of Emily, who won a fancy dress competition at
Pontefract town hall dressed entirely in liquorice.

She recalls in the book: "All the lads started grabbing the strands
off my skirt and eating them. It was just as well | had black knickers
on."

Sharron Cocker, a Castleford mother who edited the book, said: "It was
always lads down the pit, lasses into the liquorice round here."

Another contributor, Audrey Haggerty, recalled: "I'll never forget
seeing a finger, just one all on its own by the chopping machine used to
cut the allsorts."

Vorkers recalled taking contraband liquorice laces out of the
factories tied around their waists, and moulding liquorice phalluses on
the production lines to initiate blushing newcomers (Pontefract cake
offers a giant slice of the past, Martin Vainwright, Guardian, ?/?/?).

A native of the Meditteranean, the plant is the root of legend. The
Spanish name is colourfully ascribed to a Yorkshire schoolmaster who in
1588 recovered a bundle of liquorice sticks from the wreck of an Armada
galleon. It was alleged that he used the sticks for birching boys, who
y?uld bite on the plant to lessen the pain, so discovering its pleasant

avour.

Academics favour the theory that the root -- Glycyrrhiza glabra -- was
first imported by monks in 1562, but evidence is far from conclusive.

Vhatever its origin, the plant flourished in the laomy soils of the
Friarwood Valley, being highly prized by medieval monks for its

medicinal properties.
From as early as 1614 a precursor of what became the Pontefract or

Pomfret cake was prescribed for stomach complaints. In 1760, local
chemist George Dunhill added sugar to the recipe and created the world- -’
famous cake or Yorkshire Penny.

Its popularity was unassailable until 1900 when a rival treat arrived
by accident. An inebriated salesman from Sheftield hopelessly mixed up
his samples but was sufficiently quick witted to pass them off as a new
line. Thus supposedly Liquorice Allsorts have been firm favourites ever
since (Prospect of Pontefract, The Dalesman, February, 1987).

However, medical experts in Finland claimed those eating liquorice
daily would find themselves turning blue. Sufferers' ski<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>