


chuffed through there on a regular basis in the Sixties. Apparently
there was to be a "timid" debate at Speakers' Corner, Hyde Park,on
"anoraknophobia.® Vasn't the last issue well timea?!

Secondly, the man we bemated last issue for scorning the spotters who
made his fortune, lan Allan, received an OBE in the Queen’ s summer
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The Diary ‘Mildre ay
DIARY columns can offer rich pickings for urban mythologists (bring ' =
not naturally naive. So the following lead item came as a surprise. He ( Death o l a - bv pa ul
swears a senior health committee representative told the tale to the
editor, who beliving it too, passed it on in good faith. You, dear
Realtireh.-agggﬁolilcgﬁﬁl?e& i scam last issue. FF reader Peter Rogerson

ad to
ofa long bus queue. -« | consulted the Peter Underwood book I was

back Peter Tory, all is forgiven). Vhere I work, the Hartlpool Mail, we
have Phillip Hickey (pictured), a grand lad, news editor to boot, and
(]

reader, can decide its veracity or otherwise. :

y , ’ eeton
ITwasthemost .
embarrassing moment of | STILL withthe Mail, remember our gay ghost
1 was saddened to learn that my old chum Lord Clancarty had shuffled
off this mortal coil and been abducted by St Peter and the Men in Vhite.

Generous to a fault, this : unable to locate, A Gazeteeer of British

esswoman - ts (Pan, 1973)
}ieﬁ;dm l:‘tl:xk?erpulseasmni Ghosts (Pa atd s200hd Better known as Brinsley le Poer Trench, the four times married peer
a;shﬁsalv‘la rlyou{‘sgleza [ “IN 1967 a miner and his wfe, living at ) was a ufologist with an ancient astronuat pitch, but without the
giairﬂe{);of%ll?tcl?i;gaogn 4 number 4 Eden Street, were so terrified by b razzmatazz or dubious self-justification of Erich von Daniken. His

books, such as men Among Mankind and Operation Earth were relatively
popular and he promoted the Glastonbury Zodiac terrestrial figures and
was sympathetic towards earth mysteries.

She dropped in 20p, confldent many "ghostly incidents" they were totally

';g::x:‘::g‘et:\n: zﬁ?ﬂ:my@ly unable to explain that they called in the
' : vicar, the Rev T. Matthews. Vhen his prayers

E ol
ﬂtﬂﬁﬁgfﬁﬁ,ﬂﬁoﬂéﬁ‘_‘g‘“ ’ did not end their problems they decided to 1

fact, went mad. ThetinT ~ move and did so. The family were reluctant to
was her can of Coke, the talk about their experiences but insisted that

ﬁ\pdﬁnag:é'leandour “ghostly presences" had mada thamsalves
generous - but - indisputably felt in the little house.*
anonymous - charity
E:L‘;‘;“;:.‘gg;‘::gﬁl;f’"f Thanks Peter. Legibility was iar better
another tin. “I knew - than the “"automatic writing" Join Rizmer Las
straight away It would AccuBG you Of.
be one of those days,” -*
she said. § ozt

ALSO, reifarring tcfZlS, two things L0 wmeitica on the anoraknophobia

theze
fay 2% wa: Wir.l ancrak Lay. Glad to see my pal Screaming Lord Sutch

“43 appearing at a concert the day afterwards with funk band The
Anoraks. On the day 1tself, trainspotters were gathering at London’'s
Clapham Junction “to talk numbers and gaze lovingly at the choo-choos.
For Joan NcJannet's intormation (D Sfar, 29/5/95) steam power last

Aok o

P
Ve met at a British Unidentiﬁedf&]ects Research Organisation lecture

in the very early Seventies when I was a panellist for a debate on leys

and UFOs, along with John Michell, Jimmy Goddard and Phillip Heselton.

The two bits of instruction
were passed to me by
Brinsley during the BUFORA

%OL.W\ q\d\vv\‘[ You.
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Atfaola anc urpana, he adeptly held the evening's proceedings together.
[ don't remember much about the zeeting over tLkis span OI time, except
an axcitaole The Ley Hunter contribubr Mollie Carey having somaone te
very rude to her and a convivial drink in a pub opposite the Kensington
venue to wiad up.

Shortly afterwards, as then editor of The Ley Hunter magazine, [
pudblished a briet mention tbat a particular book of Erinsley's was to
appear in paperback trom Universal Tandem. [bat company's managing
director wrote to me saying this was untrue and demanded a retraction.

| knew | had every reason to stand by the veracity of my brief
announcement, but being such a trivial tin terms) event, | had discarded
the letter irom one ot the firm's minions announcing this forthcoming
event.

Sozmewhat perlexed, [ rang Brinsley at his flat in South Kensington to
sea i1 he could shed any light on the matter.

He expiairad he aad shown the Universal landem managing director a
copy ot The Ley Hunter over lunch, which had led to my dilemma.
Gentleman that he was, he offered proruse apologies for the
embarrassment caused.

Nevertheless, without written evidence, [ had to cave in and carry -- as
far as [ recal -- the only TLH retraction I made.

The would-be litigant (a man called Stokes, it [ recall rightly) was
himselt prosecuted shortly atterwards tor publishing obscene material.
True to :orm, he bouncea back and told the Press his :ine had been the
best £15) worth or publicity ha had ever had.

A= 10r Brineley, ne swoula be rememcered not only for propagating the
belief in flying saucers, but for chapioning earth mysteries.

‘Lord Crackpot’
sowreme voer o QNC the

that flying saucers and beings
from outer space are visiting

Britaln —he’s ‘*“ damned sure” great '
of Jt. :

And, what’s more, he has literally
THOUSANDS of sightings from all
over the world to back his claims.

But the guardians of Whitehall's b

innermost  gecrets  are - implacably . 3
opposed to most of his ideas-and theories. i z
They insist the 70-year-old peer is -

nothlng more than & um.e-wuunz
eccenbric.

Each  time they © - T
recelve one of his - . ] < .
pestering letters, mei L - ) ¢

groan and filnch, duc
and dive. - .

But the correspon-
dence 13 diMcult - to
fgnore when it comes on

i, ok, i Flastteskite
" D.Star 3o/3)22

eighth Earl of Clancarty.

As the eignth Earl ot Clancarty, he died aged 33 in May this year.
His ufological ideas were tairly bizarre even tor that sudject.

He claimed that he could trace his descent :irom 53,000EL, when beings
from other planets had landed on Earth trom spacecratt. Most humans, he
believed, were descended from these aliens. In 1981 he concluded: "This
accounts for all the different colour skins we ve got here." But he also
reckoned others emarged from a civilisation which still existed beneath
the Earth’s crust.

An obituary (D_Telegraph, 22/5/95) claimed he produced a satellite
photograph showing a large circular blob in the North Pole ice which, he
said, was the entrance to a tunnel. He remained adamant even when it was
pointed out to him that he was looking at part ot the caxzera.

His ufological ideas were fairly bizarre even tor that subject. An &ﬁi
ETHer, he installed a UFO detector in his bedroom. “!t did buzz one
Saturday afternoon,” he said, "but when [ rushed out i :ouna that the
sky was cloudy and compietely overcast. Presumably it was above the
cioud."”

dventually he spotted his only UFO: "It was an eerie white light ....

[ had to climb into the kitchen sink to get a good 1pes at it through
the window.*

Rot exactly what one would expect of the fifth son of the Sth Earl of
Clancarty. Villiam Francis Brinsley Le Poer Trench, who was born on
September 18, 1911, and educated at the Mautical Collage, Pangbourne.

At one time he edited Flying Saucer Keview and alsc found employment
selling advertising space tor a garaening magazine housed opposite
Waterloo station. Otfice wags pointed out that Brinsiey earned his
renown by gazing at space and his living by selling 1it.

oldies but Goodies

Here was me thinking New Scientist was a po-faced, serious old farts'
mag like Nature. the ObG file produced three items from it on this
trawl. Our thanks to Peter Christie who asks if the kidney thieves of
Bangalore piece (10/2/95) is "a 'true' urban legend?”

It is published in tull for the reader's assessment, but I personally
think not. There were accounts also of eyes being stolen from bodies at
Rome's San Camillo Hospital and replaced with glass marbles (Sun, D
Star, D Mirror, 23/2/94); in Pune, India, a cook first leared he was
missing a kidney after a routine check-up for persistent abdominal pain
(Newcastle Journal. 24/3/95); and Guatemalans' beating up US citizens

whom they accused of trafficiking in body parts of kidnapped children
(Newcastle Journal, 31/3/94)

1 1] 14 #

A ferroequinological old chestnut next (New Scientist, 29/4/9S5) which
repays retelling in full also. Lucy Fisher also snipped a reader's

letter trom NS (10/4/93) where entombed toads were aired -- no pun
intendad, of course.

Ve always like apocrypha which tairly certainly is actually true. Such
as Beverley Evans, who dreamea an insect was eating her brain, only to
awaken and find her nightmare had come true. An earwig had wriggled into
her ear as she hung out washing. "All I could hear was a terrible




Kidney thieves
hit Bangalore

POLICE in Bangalore claim to have uncov-
ered a major racket in human kidneys des-
tined for patients from the Middle East and
the Far East. Several people claim that their
kidneys were removed without their con-
sent, or that they were never paid what
they had been promised for their organs.
According to the police commissioner of
Bangalore, the racketeers may have re-
movec kidneys from more than a thousand
people over the past two years. But
Samiran Nundy, a surgeon and editor of the
National Medical Journal of India, says these
claims “seem exaggerated”. So far, the

police have only released details of 21 .

compliints, all from people living in the
Salem and Beriyar districts of Tamil Nadu.
Four people have been charged with
fraud and extortion, including a private
doctor called Sayed Adil and K. S.
Siddaraju, who is head of nephrology at
Victoria Hospital and a consultant at
Yellamima Dasappa Hospital, a private
hospital in Bangalore. The two others,
Mohammed Hanif and a man called Yusuf,
are believed to have recruited “donors”.
The story emerged after a 28-year-old
labourer called Velu visited his doctor and
was told that one kidney had been
removed. Velu recalled that he had gone to
Bangalore, where he had been promised a

job by Yusuf. He says he was lured to !

hospital and drugged. Velu claims that
when he awoke he wastold that he had fallen
over and had needed an operation. He was
eventually given 5000 rupees (nearly £100).

The kidneys are thought to have been
transplanted into people from the Middle

East, especially Saudi Arabia, and the Far '

East. India has emerged as a centre for
trade in human organs, and money is
thought to change hands in almost 75 per
cent of kidney transplants. But this may
change. Last week, the Transplantation of
Human Organs Act come into force. It
prohibits all commercial trading and allows
organs to be removed only for therapeutic
purpcses. Sanjay Kumar, Delhi

THE PRACTICE of shooting birds into jet
engines, discussed here on 1 April (the date
was coincidental), is in fact well established:
and has been employed in many other
countries besides Australia, including
Britain, K. R. Brian writes to tell us.
We are also informed by a friend that
the technique has spawned a series of

apocryphal tales that surely qualify as
another urban myth. Here is the version
told about British Rail's late and unla-
mented Advanced Passenger Train.

When the APT was being tested in the
late 1970s, the story goes, the engineers
decided to investigate how tough the glass
in the driver’s cab should be. They wanted
to know what effects a collision with a
migrating duck might have on a train trav-
elling at 150 miles per hour. So they.hlred
a dead-bird-firing facility from an aircraft
testing site and put a mock-up of the APT
cab in the firing line. They set the firing
speed to 150 mph and launched the bird.

The result was stunning: the bird went
through the windscreen and straight
\&hrough the metal bulkhead behind it. The

azed engineers began to analyse their

data: how thick would the windscreen have
to be to withstand this, they wondered.
They called in an expert.

The expert took one look at the data and
another at the devastated cab and asked
what they had used as ammunition.

“There weren't any dead ducks around,
so we used a chicken,” came the reply.
“Um...do you think we should have de-
frosted it first?”

DEAD geese were fired
at 300 mph from a
special cannon at the
engines of Boeing’s new
superjets to prove that
they can withstand
‘birdstrike’..... Flight

testing was suspended
five weeks ago when the
enginc wobbled as the
birds hit it.

The Mail on Sunday, July 9, 1995
—

cruching noise," she said, before doctors at a hospital in Stockport,
Manchester, flushed it out alive with a syringe. The dream aspect is
interesting and how was it decided the washing action figured in the
earwighs bodily contamination? (D _Star, D Sport, 21/7/94).

There was also ex-miner Fred Jones,

o1 Vrexnan,

North Vales, who was

deat for 20 years until his doctor peered down his lughole and pulled
out a lump of coal (Sun, 3/12/94).
Less likely is the tale of farmer Enzo Parlato, who had been deaf in
his right ear until he went to a specialist in Sienna, Italy, who
removed the remains of a rolled-up bus ticket stuck in the ear since

childhood (D Sport, 8/11/94).

# * X *

Rever, generally, trust bag snatch stories, but Ars Pat McGillivray,
of Carlsbrooke, Isle of ¥ight, had her carrier grabbed from outside the
Argos store in Gunville. "It restores your faith in natural justice,”
she said, for the bag contained the fresh droppings of Vhisky, her west
Highland terrier, which had Jjust been caught short (D _Star 23/12/94,
Veekend "felegraph, 14/1/95). Funny how this common tale is often about

the snatch ot a urine sample bottle mistaken for one containing --

whisky.
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DA Pee
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The 65-year-old
rankster — who
as since died —
hatched a wee plot
after robbers stole
Lnoi‘niatun booze

bar
of the home in
anvey lIsland,
Essex.

He WIDDLED into

:hould‘ attend the
nearest hospital
health check. Iorq
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Our “OA Pee" cutting - reproduced - certainly
has all the hallmarks of fabrication (D Sport,

18/8/93)
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And never mind that the tale is replete with
names and detail, we don't give much credence
to the latest Thai pet horror retelling - also
reproduced (D Sport, 14/3/95)

. SIR

l I ® AN ELDERLY couple on hollday In
OU S COI‘g! Bangkok were delighted when a
-waiter took their thirsty pet dog

iS roasted from their table. -

~ Frank and Loulse Bacon belleved the

'HAD
. LIKE

ung man had taken Castro
ecgr foradrink. .-

An ey happlly placed their
order for whgr t{:gy believed
was roast duck. -

Retired l{::eml manager
Frank and ulse, 69, from|
wlellel‘r’lgto& New Zelll;nd.
relaxed as they supped glasses:
of saki{ and wlYted. . |

But when their meal arrived,'
Louise collapsed and Frank
broke down. . 5 i

For there on the piate was a:
piping-hot roast torso of Castro,;
surrounded by mounds of rice
and bamboo shoots. |

“1 still can't believe it~
sobbed Loulse 'Kasu-niny.
both thought the young rman
had taken Castro for a drink.”

Proprietor Ylng Pa sald: “Dog
is e delicacy here and we
thought theL cg\:l‘g_le‘_vmlu:! It.bg
- 1d-style.




" Newspaper
Fillers -

OFTEN part of my
day job is to select
what does - or
doesn’t - appear in
a regional newspa-
per from the selec-
tion available from
the Press Associa-
tion’'s worldwide
coverage. Stories
folkloric, Fortean
or folklife-oriented
generally get selec-
ted by me. News edi-
tors and sub-
editors’ whims
therefore shape the
contents their read-
ers find Dbefore
them.

In FF21 [ proposed a
survey of what | reck-
oned were 40 recurring
themes common to news-
papers over the whole
spectrum of the Press.
The 1994 collection was
no disappointment.
Some quite facile nibs
(news 1n briefs) as we
call them are really
loved by journalists -
such as quite mundane
lorry spillages or' any
stolen goods which
could be harmful (conta-
minations a specialty).
People’s names which fit
their occupations also
(as beloved bi/ the TV
show That’s Life, whose
obsession with examples
from the vegetable king-
dom which have a simu-
lacra with genitalia
perhaps reflects the
mood of the couch pota-
to nation.

But enough of jesting,
down to the analysis, if
that is what we meant to
have arrived at eventual-
ly, past halfway into
1995. Blame leaves on
the brain.

A Survey

Attention! The totals
are arrived at by indi-
vidual events and dis-
count repetition across
the media. You may
want to refer back to
FF21 for the 40 num-
bered categories. Set out
those numbers begin
each item. There is then
a rough survey of each,
followed by the total
number of cases collec-
ted from the media. As
no readers specifically
cared to send examples
(I wonder why I bother
with this at times) it is
not being monitored in
1995 for comparison (as
Fortean Times is doing
with its main categor-
ies). Here goes:

1. JOBSWORTH. Fit-
ting or ironic names of
people’s occupations. Si-
milar or variants such
as locations. From flash-
er Peter O'Toole to slim-
mer Fred Weight, from
knickers makers of
Broadbottom to knick-
ers thief from Undy,
there was a bumper crop

(53).

2. LORRY SHEDS
LOAD. Journalistic fas-
cination with this seems
almost pathological. Ex-
amples of cargoes depo-
sited on roads in 1994
which were supposedly
interesting or funny in-
cluded treated human
waste, 16 tons of Carls-
berg Special, glue
(twice) and 17 tons of
squid (18).

3. LONG POST DE-
LAY. Knock the Royal
Mail time. Letters deli-
vered after having been
posted in 1918, 1942,
1963, 1964, 1972 and
1987. Let’s do the Time-
warp again ...(6).

4. QUICK POST. Deli-
vered after posting both
in 15 minutes, allegedly
).

5. MULTIPLE TIP-
PLE. When pregnancies
are blamed on a fluid or
object. Includes Black-
pool’s The Big One roll-
ercoaster, checkout 14
and three cases blaming
beer (11).

6. PREGNANT MID-
WIVES. Only two cases:
Leicester and Living-
ston, but in each case 18
pregnant midwives are
specified (2).

7. The Op OR 1p BILL
OR DEMAND. My mo-
ther died last year and I
received a council tax let-
ter saying we did not
have to pay Op, which |
think may have in such
cases influenced some re-
Borts here of supposed

ills or demands (7).

8. UNEXPECTED
BABY. Somewhere in
my files I have an arti-
cle where a %lynaecolo'
gist explains how it is
easy to go a full preg-
nancy without realising
a baby’'s on the way.
1994 attacks of wind
and cramp provided ...
©).

What went on in 1994

9. EMPLOYEE's RE-
VENGE OR MISCHIEF.
A personal favourite. A
mystery Scottish worker
blamed bosses south of
the border for closing a
plant and stamped
FUCK THE ENGLISH on
the lids of Crofters Mus-
tard Piccalilli. Else-
where an angry
machinist urinated in
colleagues’ coffee pot.
Disappointing total to
say the least (2).

e e e
“Good grief! You're right — it

IS Radio One!”’

10 DUBIOUS TRANS-
MISSIONS. I've written
no fewer than four arti-
cles on this topic and
1994 didn't let me down.
Ranging fromn the whale
film Free Willy instead
showing lesbian romps,
Chinese pranksters
switching hard core sex
for a soap opera (in
fact, most tales were sex
oriented) to car phones
triggering inflatable air-
bags. Three involved re-
ligion (15).

11. PISSED AS A
NEWT. Drunk or drug-
ged wildlife tales per-
haps appeal as they
make us less guilty
about behavioural mis-
demeanours. Ranging
from elephants given am-
phetamines to make
them work faster, hard-
er and longer to a rat-
arsed ferret. traces of co-
caine were found in the
mouths of 32 racehorses
in Illinois and led to the
introduction of manda-

tory pre-race saliva tests
there - but then , don't
allhorses snort (16).

12. AUCTION EMBAR-
RASSMENT. John Ma-
jor appeared four times:
a {'ar of pickled onions
raised £40 - eight times
more than the Prime
Minister’s signed pic-
ture; a pen of his raised
£13 - while a Manches-
ter United shirt raised
£500; a discarded pen
got no bids - Trevor
McDonald’s tie went for
£15; a blue Major tie
raised £90 -- a red Tony
Blair tie went for £125.
Another Tony Blair tie
raised £5 for Heighing-
ton parish schurch (na-
tional papers claimed it
was in aid of Darling-
ton Conservative Asso-
ciation). A  Cindv

Crawford bikini raised
£880 - five times less
that President Mitter-
and’s black hat (7).

13. BIZARRE NAME
FOR CHILD. A friend of
mine was christened
Brenda as she was con-
ceived on the back seat
of a car parked in Bren-
da Road. Common var-
iants are kids named
after sporting heroes or
squads, but more outrag-
eous are the Beers who
called their son Bottled;
two different girls
named Porsche (stories
four days apart); Louise
Singer's son Jazz; Aman-
da Day's son Alfee Zipa-
deedoodah. Hang on,
this is (i,'(etting silly. And
to think mine are lan
and Kathryn (20).

14 SHARED HONEY-
MOON, Couples joined
by 23, 28 and 38 others;

9

and case of girl who ad-
ded the photographer to
capture their romantic
trip to Venice (4).

15 SOGGY MOGGY.
One of those true hap-
penings sometimes trea-
ted as an urban myth.
For God's sake, cats arc
inquisitive and do like
to snuggle into such
places. Plenty of case in
past, but (1).

16 AWADAY MOG-
GY. Their inquisitive-
ness also leads to them
falling aslecp in various
bits of cars and gelling
a journey they didn't
anticipate. Variant was
a mechanic finding a
baby rabbit in a car en-
gine (10).

17 LAYED OFF.
Bird's nest in strange
place, often leading to
work postponed - some-
times superstition quo-
ted (4).

18 FOOD CONTAMI-
NATION. Maybe my clip-
vings instinct had a
lind spot, though
there’'s a rat's tail in
(Sl:;feway Indian pickle

19 CRIME CONTAMI-
NATION. Er (0).

20 TROPICAIL, WILD-
LIFE FIND. There's a
spider in a banana and
an Asian rat snake in a
Chinese-made garden
gnome (2).

21, HUNTED'S RE-
VENGLE. Provenance of
rural belief tale terri-
tory often hijacked by
IForteanan. A clear ex-
ample was the man who
sank his boat when a
home-made bomb to stun
fish blew up as soon as
he lobbed it over the
side. However, my fa-
vourite was a long tale,
the gist of which being
that a teenage girl went
behind a bush to relieve
herself after a {)m'ly and
was shot dead by a hun-
ter who mistook here for
a deer (5).

22. SEX DRIVE. A cou-
ple bonking on a river
slipway rocked the body-
work so much that the
handbrake snapped.
You know the reast (1).




10

23. JUMBLE HOR-
ROR. Where valuable
personal possession is
sold in error. Again a
pooryear (0).

24 1MERB ALPERT.
Wide-rangging  theme of
music played to deter
wildlife or increase fer-
titity. Des O'Connor re-
cords to frighten foxes
and scare fish, Chuck Be-
'y to stop whales hit-
ting yacht, killer whale
recordings to scare seals

but from 1995 [ like
the banana plant bom-
barded with reggae mu-
sic for a week to produce
its first fruit. Day ay at

O (12).

25. CRAZY ADULT
NAME. BEchoing cate
gory 13, a teenager
called Parking Garage
McAllister by his par-
ents in New Zealand be-
cause he was conceived
in a garage, changed
his name to .... George.
A boozer changed his
name legally to Scrump
I Cider, but my favour-
ite was Monty Python
fan ‘I'wo Sheds Luxury
Yacht Patang Patang
Biscuit Barrel Commun-
ity Care Over The Top
Jackson. Also echoing
13, Garry Doda changed
his middle name Eugene
to become G Zippidy
Doda. And lastly, stu-
dent  Peter Fastman
changed his name to
Trout Fishing in Ameri-
ca as a tribute to author
Richard Brautigan. liis
dad said: “I'm glad his
favourite book wasn't
Sex and the Single
Girl.™ Which reminds
me of an  American
called Craig £ Quick
who changed his sur-
name to Quicksilver in
honowr of my book
Quicksilver Heritage.
No lie (19).

26 REVIVALISM. Fire
crews revived a hamster
with the kiss of life after
a house five and when
flames burst a gold-
fish’s tank it was resus-
citated suimehow (2).

27. BABY CARJACK.
Car stolen with baby in-

side. Only one of baby
corded, plus pet rat and
two days apart rottwei-
ler, but locations in
Kent given as Rochester
and Gillingham though
similar (3 or 4).

28 HONEYMOON RE-
TURN SHOCK. Return
to find 80 garden
gnomes stuck to house;
garden with pond in liv-
ing room; house painted
like Mr Blobby; house
painted pink (4).

29 COFFIN BOUT. For-
tean favourite of mista-
kenly declared dead (5).

30 RUDE AWAKEN-
ING. Sleeping beauty

11

ToDAy EXCLUSIVE

CREATING a golfing legend
was the last thing on Mark
Brocklehurst's mind.

He was concentrating on the sad
task ahead — o carry out his 73-
year-old father’s last wish for his
ashes to be scattered across the
I1th green. scene of his one and
only hole-in-one.

Solemnly, Mark packed the casket
of ashes with his clubs and decided to
play a round as he walked to the
sacred spot.

Spooky

And on the same [Ith green he
scored . . . his first hole-in-one.

“It was spooky to say the least.”
31-year-old Mark said yesterday.
“Someone up there in that great
clubhouse in the sky must have
been helping me out.”

The story has alrcady passed into
immortality at the Roval Liverpool
Golf Club. Hoylake. Wimal.

Mark. who has a handicap of eight,
<ays he hit an unremarkable shot with a
six wron on the par three eleventh.

The 170-vard hole, nicknamed “The
Alps”. is flanked by sand dunes and
bunkers. Salesman Mark said: "It was

only an average shot. |

In the name of
the father, the

32. HOLE "IN ONE.

Golf in the Kingdom

(can anyone loan me this

book by Michael Murphy

- I'll_refund postage)
media favourite (21).

hole-i
ole-in-one.. &
L X

Golf-loving John Brocklehurst

Mark Brocklehurst at the 11th green

v e Spooky shot by Mark as

out of my sight.
*It was other players on

shot had holed in one.

weoneansoanere @ scatters dad’s ashes

“*Apparently it hit a

syndrome. Gladiators
Jet and Shadow separa-
tely, but if I was uncon-
scious and Cornoation
Street’s Liz Dawn
brought me out of a
coma I'd be tempted to
pretend to be still in it
(6).

bank. bounced on to the
green and trickled into the
hole.

“I'm not really religious.
but | can only think that
my (ather must have been
looking down on me when
i teed ofl. Goll was very
dear to him."

His mother Hilary said:

“We don’t want to jump to
conclusions about mes-
sages from the other side
but it is rather creepy that
Mark should score his first
hole-in-one in this way.

“It sends a chill down
the spine when you think
about it

“John would cenainty

have had a chuckle about
it and been very pleased
for Mark that he finally got
a hole-in-one.™

Golfl club secretary
Group Capt Christopher
Moore confirmed that
Mark's hole-in-one had
been independently wit-
nessed. He said: “it's cer-

ﬁ o
Picture: TONY HALL
l:n'nl):'a very nice coincid-
ence. :

@ The family are consider-

ing adopting the start of

John Betjeman's pvern Sea-

side Goll as their motto:

How straiehi it flew. how
long it flew,

It clear'd the runty track

And soaring, disappeared
Jrom view

Beyond the bunker's back -

A glorious, sailing, bound-
ing drive

That made mce glad | was
alive.”

IMING. LUNCH
It TINLITES. 'L

N
EN M
"ég'x YOU A DRINK.

| SEE YOU'RE WEARING

THEGOLF SOCKS | BOUGHT
YOU

5.

BELIEVE 1M OR

NOT, | GOT A HOLE
IN ONE.
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31 RICK O'SHEA. Bul-

let defiected by bra (two

cases) and where a bul-
let shot at an FBI agent
stuck in his own gun
barrel, supposedly (3).

33. GO TO BLAZES.
Fireman gets call to
blaze at his own home
plus variants of other
nasty  synchonicities.
Same newspaper, same
day, same page even had
a fireman dashing to a
blaze and finding his
wife was a human torch
and a doctor discover-
ing a heart attack vic-
tim was her husband
(6).
34 FORTUNE TELL-
ER. Scrufly or reclusive
pensioner who leaves for-
tune in will (6)..

35. ICE FALL. An-
other Fortean favourite,
the alleged urine block
from aircraft toilet (6).

“It you loved me, Erlo,

you wouldn't want me

to marry a drip llke
you.”

36 NOVEL MARRI-
AGE PROPOSAL. You
could write a book on
this vear's lot alone.
Yawn. By fax, on Kil-
roy, neon banner, tat-
too. Yawnagain (50).

37. INCONVE-
NIENCE. In the past
there were rates  de-
mands sent to public con-
veniences or cemeteries;
1994 only managed ofti-
cials posting a copy of
their council newsletter
to a bus shelter in Bices-
ter, Oxon (1).

38 CIHOOSY
THIEVES. Valuables
left but Christmas tree
taken; motorcycles left

MY NIPPLE STOPPED
MUGGER'S BULLET!

but all ignition keys sto-
len; newsagent's strip-
ped of cigarettes but
Embassy Regals left be-
hind; Phil Collins, Meat
Loaf, U2 records left but
Gary Glitter collection
stolen (4).

39 ROOKIE PILOT, Pi-
lot has heart attack and
landssafely (0).

40. MESSAGE IN A
BOTTLE. The Hartle-
pool Mail had two local
ones: journalist who as
child threw a bottle into
the sea here in Seaton
Carew on August 8,
1939, and nearly 85
years later it washed
ashore in Norfolk; pupil
for school project on
tides floated hers off
and received a reply ten
months later from Swe-
den. Probably there will
be many more in the re-
gional press. From 1995
comes an item too good
to miss. Teenager Jose
Alturra put a message
in a bottle and dropped
it into the Mediterra-
nean near his home in
malaga. But in landed
him in jail for 24 hours

for littering. The bottle
washed up on a beach
just along the Costa del
Sol three days later and

~ G eyt T

was handed to a patrol-
ling cop - who found the
18-year-old's name and
address inside (D Sport,
11/5/95) (9).

And lastly, The Sun
for 20/6/94 managed
tales on eight bakery

irls with human buns
In the oven, a tax inspec-
tor called Darren Gree-
dy and a threat to cut
off electricity unless a
bill for £0.00 was paid.

So there it is. Do we
need to draw any conclu-
sions? Doubtless the sta-
tistic that novel
proposals comes second
highest might be con-
strued as suggesting
that marriage is still
customary, whereas wed-
lock seems a bygone ha-
bit by and large. Or that
as a nation we are obses-
sed with people’s names,
golfing flooks, the inade-
quacies of hauliers, are
awash with pornogra-
phic videos, and we are
in no small measure ar-
ranging auctions to em-
barrass John Major,
indeed. Oh yes!

Well, it was all prob-
ably a meaningless exer-
cise. Cerebrally
randomly incontinently.
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No NiX Hypnotrix

FolkJokeOQpus - by Mick Goss

Leading contender for Masculine Role Model of 1995: Arcadio
Javer, bricklayer, from Higuey, Dominican Republic.
Achievement: sublime excuse given to wife for having to have a
100-watt light-bulb removed from his rectum.

Mmm. Tricky situation. Obviously the poor guy could hardly
hope his wife wouldn’t notice something like that. So Arcadio,
dubbed "kinky bricklayer® and "Sicko" in the report I'‘m taking
this from, pleaded ignorance of a sort (insofar as he couldn’t
remember how the bulb came to get there) plus diminished
responsibility (inasmuch as he could recall a little of the
events leading up to its insertion).He told his wife he’d been
put in a trance by a hypnotist at his local club - had been
instructed to believe he was Thomas Edison - had been made to
demonstrate publicly whether he was AC or DC. With the light-
bulb.

“'Everything is misty after that,’" he pleaded. Probably just
as well. There are some things, Professor, which we are not
meant to see...

Wife had a far more simple explanation. She believed Arcadio
had been on one of his two-week drinking binges with a
transvestite called Maria, on which occasions they would *‘’get
up to all sorts.’" Her last comment - and the report’s -
related to the fact she was divorcing him: *‘He can stick that
up his arse.’"

All the world loves a liar, as long as (s)he can come up with
sufficiently daring lies. I admire Arcadio’s imagination, his
panache. I also like the way the journalist throws in those
little details that make or break a story. Like the light-bulb
being 100 watts (as if the wattage made a difference) or the
fact it was removed by surgeons (thus ruling out any
possibility that the reader would suppose they’'d called in a
team of deepsea divers, laundromat managers or carpetlayers).
Not so sure about the Thomas Edison, however. It sounds a bit
learned for a stage hypno-show. There again, making Aracdio
think he was Elvis Presley wouldn’t have contributed as much
to the light-bulb scenario.

I had this story from your editor,Paul Screeton, who got it
from the Daily Sport of 14 March 1995. I‘ve had a lot of good
hypno-material from Paul over the last year, all of which has
been added to a collection that I’ve been keeping for - oh,
God! nearly a quarter of a century now. (I also collect
Guinness cans, but that’s another matter and not one that’d
interest you). My justification, of course, is that it is all
Research. Privately, I admit that I preserve it for the sake
of preserving it. I once fooled with the idea of using some of
The Material for a book provisionally entitled, *"The Lighter
Side of Hypnosis”, which would have doubtless been a runaway
international bestseller except that I never wrote it.Like my

A e e
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plan to start a satirical magazine called Waste Disposal
Statistics for the Ukraine 1947*. the idea went nowhere. But I
still have all The Material.

With some effort I‘ve nearly cured myself of a tendency to
pronounce the dread phrase, ‘urban legend’ whenever I come
upon something slightly dubious in the newspapers. Had I not
done so, I would certainly have called this D.Sport story an
urban legend.

As you'’ll be aware, there are several equally disgusting
legends wherein an alien object has to be surgically removed
from some unfortunate’s rectal regions. All too often the
alien object is a hamster or gerbil, upon which I‘ve no
comment to make. As far as the hypnosis angle goes, the story
relates to a number of reports which claim to be veritable,
real-life events (and for ’‘events’, read ‘mishaps’) but which
frequently resemble cautionary tales. Their message is that
hypnosis must be an awesome, awful power, especially the
stage-show variety. Along with which we learn that people who
expose themselves to it undergo awesome, awful experiences.

The most patently-cautionary (and also 'the most credible)
concern volunteers who suffer some kind of adverse effects
from their participation in the show. Like the disc jockey who
was left terrified at any mention of the Pope because he’d
been told in trance that His Holiness was up at the bar having
a drink and he mustn’t divulge this terrible secret to anyone:
according to The Sun of 2 January 1995, he was off work with
depression. (The disc jockey, not the Pope). In others, the
hypnotist’s on-stage suggestion isn’t properly cancelled. The
subject in consequence goes around thinking he’s lost his
belly-button or falls asleep dramatically or dangerously when
the ’‘trigger’ used to induce trance crops up in conversation
or on the radio.

Then you have the volunteers who don’t wake up when they'’re
told to and the non-volunteers who go to sleep when they’'re
not supposed to - are hypnotized accidentally, as it were.
Some go under merely by watching a TV show in which somebody
is being hypnotized. Normally, this shouldn’t happen in
Britain; TV doesn’t show the full induction-process (though
you sometimes see just a small part of it) purely to rule out
this risk. Notwithstanding, 27-year-old Torbay roadsweeper
Rick King claimed he’d been left prostrate by watching a
hypno-scene in the TV comedy “Brass" (S. Mirror 22 May 1983)
and pensioner Albert Cundill was cured of smoking after 58
pipe-sucking years as a result of TV programme on that topic
(Daily Express 16 July 1981). The problem was that Albert
hadn’t wanted to give up smoking.

The best stories in my collection are a step removed from what
you might call ‘testable reality’. They take place in foreign
parts which exist (obviously!) but are sufficiently remote for
us not to be able to check the story if we wanted to, which
most of us don’‘t. They have characters who sound as if they
exist, but might not. And they are strong in the humour
department. For one thing, it isn’t always the subject who

suffers. The two which follow come from George Edwards’s ‘It’s
A Funny Old World’ column in The News of the World, which may
or may not be significant. At the very least that heading
tells us how they’re meant to be taken.

NoW 12 March 1978: bullying Sicilian husband Paolo treated his
wife Carla like a a slave and hit her at the least sign of
dissent. At the urging of her family, she went to a hypnotist
to gain some self-confidence. The treatment clearly worked.
The next time Paolo ordered her to perform some menial task,
Carla floored him. After a few repeats - and in Paolo’s case,
a few more defeats - the marriage headed for divorce. Paolo
was said to be planning to sue the hypnotist.

NoW 27 November 1977: Dentist’s wife Michelle Bernard was
proud of the fact that her husband used hypnosis instead of
conventional anaesthetics. In fact, she was the one who
suggested that he experimented with a tape-recorder. Husband
Jean Bernard did just that and soon discovered the advantages
of home taping. He could make recordings to play his patients
hyppotlZlng them without having to go through the usual '
tedious vocal induction procedures over and over again. He
could also make tapes of himself and his receptionist having
sex, wh}ch they both found...exciting. Naturally, he omitted
to mention the second application of the tape-machine to his
wife. One day friends of Mme. Arsac expressed some scepticism
about her husband’s hypno-dentistry. To convince them, she
fetched a tape from the surgery and played it to them. She got
the wrong tape, of course.

Hypnosis is a very serious business, we’re all agreed on that.
Even the stage hypnotists say so and their business, chiefly,
is concerned with making hypnosis look the opposite of
serious.

(At this point I originally intended to feature a solemn
paragraph expatiating upon the vast therapeutic/social/self-
corrective/mind-expanding/motivational/life-enhancing
applications of hypnosis. On second thoughts, I can’t be
bothered. Do not, however, think for a moment that I am
sceptical about the power of hypnosis to change and/or enhance
a person‘’s life. I believe in that power absolutely. For
example, it’s turned Paul McKRenna into a millionaire).

In popular culture and iconography, though, these wonderful
applications can be reduced to a few basic categories.
According to them, hypnosis is all about:

* making people do all manner of silly things they
wouldn’t do, not ever! if they weren’t hypnotized;

* making people commit crimes;
* making women get their kit off;

* ditto, but you also get them to have sex when their
kit’s off.

..................................lll-lllllIIIIIIIIlIIIIIIIIllll.........................-.-:::_______________________________44
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Now, this is folkloric, or so I like to think. It’s folkloric:
because what appeals to many people is not what hypnosis
really is or might be, but what they’d like it to be. This is
what the stories give them. And they contain that important
ingredient of contemporary legend, the Moral that you can
ignore if you feel inclined to ignore it. Again, urban legends
exploit our fondness for experts who get it wrong; they play
with what Thomas Hardy called life’s little ironies, things
which ought to develop along predicted lines but shoot off in
completely different directions. Just as they do in the
stories I just summarised. Finally, while the newspaper
articles I‘ve mentioned may well be true reports of actual
events, they are made to sound like...urban legends.

Somehow this article has become more thoughtful than I
intended it to be. Perhaps this a little cartoon (again
courtesy of Paul Screeton) will put that right. But you know,
even these few whirls of the artist’s pen gives a strictly
popular view of hypnosis?

In hypno-cartoons, the female subject (or victim) is always
attractive. She may not always have blonde hair, but she
always has big breasts. This one certainly does.

The hypnotist is always dark and seedy. He is probably given
devilishly-curled eyebrows and typically he wears a small
devilish moustache. I suspect that cartoonists base this
character on a sort of downmarket David Niven. (Who,
intered4stingly, played a hypnotist-magician in "Eternally
Yours*”, during the course of which quite immemmorable movie he
hypnotized Loretta Young). Note also how we are left in no
doubt as to the fact the man in the cartoon’s a hypnotist (and
also that he’s called Joe). He goes around with a suitcase
that says so. I suppose all hypnotists do that. Finally,
literary students will appreciate how the words on the
suitcase impose an ironic interpretation on the caption. We
know the truth; the woman doesn’t. Reminds me of near-
identical cartoon of c.1969 where the heroine slips blithely
into bed with the remark: "‘After the way I scoffed at your
theories on hypnotism, it’s sweet of you to give me a lift
into town.’"

The guy staring at her with eerie eyes as he folds back the
top blanket is obviously a hypnotist who’s not interested in
tricks with luight-bulbs.

Jodrell Bank
(SImon Says)
- by Paul
‘ _Sjcreg’gon
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SITTING in the bar of Seaton
Carew’s Station Hotel (there
for the trainspotting, not the
excellent Camerons Best
Scotch, you understand) and
on the radio came Paul Simon
warbling Homeward Bound.
Wistful words over which a
loud-mouthed stranger pro-
ferred the information to any-
one interested: “He wrote that
at Halifax bus station.”

Relating this to a colleague next day
(he'd made a distasteful remark about
Jodrell - Jodrell Bank / wank in Cock-
ney rhyming slang), the Chshire loca-
tion had made me retell the story and
I then said the true Simon location
was Runcorn railway station in Che-
shire.

He deferred. Wigan railway station,
he opined.

Overhearing us, the deputy editor
then agreed it was definitely Wigan.

Requiring an arbitrator, I went to
the fount of all knowledge, features
sub-editor Tony Locke (twice on TV's
15 to 1), a self-confessed mind full of
“useless shit” as he would self-depre-
catingly put it. A pub quiz circuit ve-
teran, he knew the answer as the
Simon question occasionally comes
up. Widnes railway station, he stated
confidently and categorically.

Reckon so, too, now. [ recall, too, a
Blaque to commemorate this singular

rief encounter sojurn was affixed -
only to be stolen shortly afterwards.
Who's bedsit does it now adorn?

As for the mournful Simon, I remem-
ber him being asked by Rolling Stone
whether he would prefer a joint or a
wank. Masturbation, he replied, argu-
ing that you can imagine smoking
dope but not syphoning the python. Or
am I a tosser who's got it around the
wrong way?

| DON'T THINE TRATS IWHAT
THE NoCTOR MEANT WHEN
HE sAIN You Stoueh TAKE
REGLULAR EXERCISE!
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BOONKS

THE BOOK OF BRIL-
LIANT HOAXES

By Simon Rose

ONE of the pranksters
described in some detail
here was Brian G.
Hughes, whose favourite
j(_‘,St. was to create a traf-
fic jam by pretending to
e deaf and dumb, and
take time getting on a
bus.

It takes the reviewer
back to when as a junior
reporter on the Hartle-
ool Mail there was a
bus shelter directly be-
low the newsroom. In
those days a penny coin
was large and heavy
and if aimed accurately
made quite a noise as
eople were about to
board the Headland-
bound bus.

Not knowing what
m;ht have been drop-
ped, people would in the
winter darkness would
be scrambling around
causing chaos for the
cursing driver.

Another ruse used in-
volved someone with
sight of a telephone box
getting a passing stran-
ger to answer a call and
take a message to some-
one in an equally visible
bus queue. We were ne-
ver that inventive but
would ring the box oppo-
site the Mail ofTice and
hold conversations with
passer-by, one of whom |
persuaded he was speak-
ing to a Frenchman. It's
a wonder we got a paper
out...

I particularly enjoyed

the literary hoaxes and
ones against the scienti-
fic establishment. As for
corn circles, the account
here is not very accurate
or the full story.
.~ On the down side there
is Emir Sand's massive
revenue (obviously reti-
nue - showing how Mail
reviewers do properly
read the books and pub-
lishers, even in paper-
back, fail to correct
literals).

There are the expected
mischievous/vengeful
employee stories, such
as Roger Rabbit doctor-
Ing as previously fea-
tured in FF, though
more thoroughly cov-
ered here; also jilted
girlfriend stuffs frozen
prawns in a curtain
road to create a growing
stench or leaves the
phone off the hook after
ringing the new York
speaking clock. There's
also the cement poured
in the car by the man
whose secret present it
was to be.

As for straightfor-
ward urban belief tales,
there are versions of a
rather nasty tale invol-
ving malice and urine
and later four in a row:
LSD tattoo, Procter &
Gamble satanic symbol,
Neiman Marcus cookie
recipe and headlights
flashing leading to in-
itiation ritual death.

The book closes with
chapnters on professional
pranksters you can hire
and cases where practi-
cal jokes have unfore-
seen consequences. The
chap who put an advert
in a magazine for a cat-
house for dogs was so
surprised to be taken ser-
iously that he actually
opened a brothel for
dogs - only for the dis-
trict attorney to shut his

operation down.

Impressively put toge-
her.

Published by Virgin,
£4.99.

THE PLEASURES OF
LOVE
By Elizabeth Nash
and Richard Fox
NAUGHTY but nice,
this is an illustrated ex-
tended essay on eroti-
cism and the sense.
book for adults. it
argues that even vulgar
illustrations of sexual-
ity have their lace
alongside sublime
works of art. In fact,
they can sometimes tell
usmore.
“Each of the senses -
sight, taste, smell, hear-
ing_and touch - are ex-
amined from an erotic
perspective. Well illu-
strated and peppered
with extracts from sex-
ual literature, the book
is also erudite, with
touches of dry wit.
‘The tone is that of gen-
uine enthusiasts rather
than dusty academics:

“people do things they
would not normally do
when concealed by
masks: the executioner
hides from God, Dick
Turpin hides from the
magistrates  and the
Lone Ranger hides from
Tonto.” )

Now to an aspect dis-
cussed, the nose-sex cor-
relation (no, not for
predicting penile size or
female appetite).

Perhaps because our
sense of smell becomes
more elfficient with sex-
ual excitement, some
people sneeze when they
become aroused. I do
when thinking erotical-
ly. I do, too, when_lhlnk-
ing of railway
locomotives - which may
sound strange, ominous,
fetishistic or plain bar-
my.

1 only open my heart
on these matters for the
folkloristic reason that
I may have spotted a
dodgy filler in a newspa-
per. Headed NOT TO BE
SNEEZED AT, it goes
like this: “A Stuttgat cli-
nic has cured Franz
Durst, 25, who had
sneezing fits whenever
he had sex. His wife
thought it was all atish-
oo of lies.” (D  Star,
29/5/95)

The authors also men-
tion something called
“bride’s cold” - perhaps
somte reader could enlight-
en your editor as to what
this means - or is very
rude?. .

Published by Pavi-
lion, £20.

THE HUMOUR OF
SEX

Edited by William
Cole & Louis Phillips

HUMOUR actually is
light on the ground in
this anthology of com-
ments on sexual exper-
ience. Many of the
quotes are either cynical
or expressions of being
clever for clever's sake.

The ghastly, political-
ly-embroiled  Jonathan
Aitken states that: *“I
have to find a girl at-
tractive or it's like try-
ing to start a car
without an ignition
key.”
He is one of many pa-
thetic figures, but the
most sad comments
come from poet Philip
Larkin. Some of the rare
funny one-liners come
from, of all people, Eng-
land’'s stately homo
Quentin Crisp.

But generally it is an
indifferent compilation,
a dispiriting collection,
characterised by this
sour comment from that
old bore and killjoy Be-
rtrand Russell: “The to-
tal amount of undesired
sex endured by women is
probably greater in mar-
riage than in prostitu-
tion.”

As for folkloric reso-
nance, or at least the du-
bious, I smell a rat
when novelist Anthony
Burgess is quoted as
claiming: “A lot of trans-
lations have to be rejec-
ted as inept. In a late
novel of mine, Earthly
Powers. the injunction
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‘Go to Malaya and write
about planters going
down with the D'1"s’ was
rendered into Italian to
the effect of writing
about planters commit-
ting fellatio with  doe-
torsof theology.”

Published by Robert
Hale at £7.99.

STILL, LIFE WITH
VOLKSWAGENS

By GeofY Nicholson

VEERY funny, very sur-
real, Nicholson here
writes a scecond novel on
Hitler's favourite car.
The title comes from his
own Beetle models collec-
tion - “my flat, it might
well be said looks like a
still life with Volkswa-
gens.”

Her populates his
books with so many
characters you can't
just dip in over days,
but need to keep on top
of the events.

Always bizarre, with
a wide spectrum of per-
sonalities and unusual
episodes - many sexual
(an automaton of Hitler
and Eva Braun on the
back seat of a Volkswa-
gen, for more of which
you'll haveto read it).

Nothing really folklor-
ic, but the reference to
“Owsley nos jours” - no
mention of David Solo-
mon - will have a reso-
nance for drug culture
afliciandoes.

Back to his old form
after the disappointing
Errol Flynn novel.

Published by Sceptre

t £5.99.

THUNDER ROAD

By Chris Curry

A rollicking, splendid-
ly written mixture of
weirdness. Here are reli-
gious fanatics, UFO
buffs, cattle mutilations
and missing persons set
in a strange, modern
mid-West township. Ra-
ther as if written by Ray
Bradbury on acid and
speed.

Published by Hodder
& Stoughton at £16.99.
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LEONARD COHEN -
A LIFE IN ART

By Ira Nadel
. COHEN'S  popular
image is of Dbein
listened to in lonely bed-
sitterland, or music to
commit suicide to.

The artist's actual in-
tentions were not to
change the world or indi-
viduals, but to under-
stand himself. As with
Bob Dylan, many have
become disciples and fol-
lowed his personal

uest. His is a neoroman-
ticism; its focus on spir-
itual and sexual
discovery being perfectly
in tune with the age.

. As f'or. his singing,
crags,y' is probably the
best description and he's
admitted his voice
“depresses” him. Nadel
describes it as a
“gravelly croak.”

As for Nadel's biogra-
phy, despite obviously
being a devoted Cohe-
nites, it is a shallow
fan's overview of his li-
terature and songs, bare-
ly fleshing out the man
himsell. An interesting

read, but hardly reveal-
ing.

COHEN =
with REBECCA DE '

Cohen should be of in-
terest to folklorists for
his insights into the

ast and prophecy”
ines such as - “The real
deserts are outside of
tradition”;*Now each in
his holy hill / the glitter-
ing and hurting days
are almost done / Then
let us compare
mythologies” ; and the
“Magic is afoot” section
of his novel Beautiful Lo-
sers (at a launch party
he autographed a white
leather shoe with his
name and the line
“Magic is a foot.” When
receiving an award
from CBS Records he
wryly observed, “I have
always been touched by
the modesty of their in-
terest in my work.”);
and on another level,
and with which I concur
wholeheartedly, “I've al-
ways depended on the
kindness of women.’

Published by Robson
Book at £12.95.

MERLIN THROUGH
THE AGES

Edited by R J Stewart
& John Matthews

TWO well-known Ar-
thurian cum New Age

figures collaborate 1
produce a chronological
anthology and source

_book covering the ear-

liest Celtic material
through to a summary
of contemporary works.

Poems, texts and wri-
tings on Merlin's life
and times for those who
have come under the ma-
gician's spell.

Published by Bland-
ford Press at £16.99.

KING ARTHUR'S RE-

By Helena Paterson &
Courtney Davis

LEGENDS of the
Round Table and Holy
Grail are retraced
through the classic tales
rewritten here by Pater-
son and beautifully illu-
strated in colour by Da-
vis.

What, however, is Boa-
dicea doing here? Her
ashes after suicide being
scattered on the tumulus
on Parliament Hill (I
prefer the alternative
that she is buried under
platform 9 at Kings
Cross railway station).

Published by Bland-
ford Press at £15.99.

THE FOX'S PROPHECY

Poem by D W Nash - Commentary by R W F Poole

PROPHECY by humans is one
thing, that by an old fox speaking
in a human voice is altogether an-
other.

Maybe the fox which gave dire
warnings of what would happen to
the English people in years ahead
was a were-fox (a magician in animal
form).

Whatever, these
verses first written
down in 1871, were
spoken to Tom
Hill, who had be-
come separated!
from the Berkeley
hunt.

Extraordinaril
accurate are the vi-
sions of political
change - union
power, useless poli-
ticians, military ca- -\
stration, the
European Union
(which we'll quit) - ,
lowering stan-
dards in educa- ™~
tion, agriculture
and women in gen-
eral. Luckily, even-
tually all will once
more be well and .
happiness, peace WLty
and prosperity will Toattan
be England’sagain. Y¢!¢" i

A recent Commons vote seems the
first step towards the abolition of fox
hunting in this country, and the first
thing the fox foretold was that hun-
ting would end and he regretted this.

In this edition, countryman and for-
mer master of foxhounds R W F Pole
endorses the fox's sentiments and
agrees that hunting is advantageous
to the species, which would otherwise
be exterminated in less humane ways.

Poole’s acerbic tone ranges from at-

o -

tacks upon set aside land to the
Church ordaining paederasts for
years. Thefox's commentary that

“The manly blood of Englagd
In weaker veins shall run.

is seen by Poole as now consisting of
lager, illegal substances and soya
sauce. “This mixture is much easier to
ump through “natural gates and al-
eys’ of the human body, which are
now well gunged up with cholesterol.”

As well as being acerbic, Poole is
uite quirky, as with his putdown of
the French: “How can you take serious-
ly a nation that gives the female gen-

. ital passage a masculine gender - le

vagin.
And while on the subject of female

f anatomy, he recalls the woman
+ teacher who told her pupils it was

cruel to milk cows, only for a dairy
farming parent to respond with “I tell
'ee what, Boy, us fair made 'er udder

7! judder.”

Nor does he approve of feminism or
homosexuality. Nor politicians or

: schoolteachers: the former he sees as

“true disciples of Onan.” However, 1|
think Poole took too literally the lines

Mechanics in their workshops
Affairs of State decide”

when relating this to his experiences
with garage employees. Surely it re-
fers to the bad old days of wildcat
strikes of the Fifties and Scargillism.

On politics he denigrates the Leader-
ene and sees Labour and the Lib Dems
as “vermin pits - crawling with envy,
maliceand class hatred.”

Not everyone will agree with him,
and he realises so. To some he will
seem to be an apoplectic squire on his
hobby horse and others the voice of
reason.

Published by Michael Joseph,
£7.99.

ALSO RECIEVED

"THANK YOU AND
OK! by David Chad-
wick. Odd book of a dro-
pout’s second go at zen;
this time among less
than inscrutable Orien-
tals (Arkana, £9.99).
THE METHOD OF
ZEN by Eugen Herrigel.

Man who wrote Zen and
the Art of Archery gives
precise descriptions of
the techniques used in
zen (Arlcana, £5.99).

THE ANATOMY OF
FATE by Z’ev Ben Shi-
mon Halevi. A classic
since publication in
1978, this book explains
the universe and man by

considering the metaphy-
sical system of Kabalah.
Penguin, £6.99).

THE PARTICIPA-
TORY MIND by Illenryk
Skolimowski. Grand the-
ory of participatory
Western mind returning
to, then reintegrating,
the spiritual (Arkana,
£9,99).
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THE CELTIC DRUIDS’
YEAR

By John King

THE CELTS produced
beautiful artwork and
chopped of people’s
heads (discussed here
only very briefly); they
created a long-lasting
society and their drui-
dry is extremely well
know to thisday.

There has been a big
revival of interest in
their culture and reli-
gion, and for those wan-
ting to know more, this
is a readable and fasci-
nating examination.

Published by Bland-
ford Press at £15.99.

HOW TO DRAW CEL-
TIC KNOTWORK

By Andy Sloss

A long-time admirer
of both Celtic knotwork
art illustration (and the
similar-styled writing a
former long-time girl-
friend mastered quickly
at art college but 1
couldn't), this looks like
being an absorbing hob-
by for those with pa-
tience.

Regular readers know
of my distaste for cer-
tain traits of the origi-
nal Celts, but this is an
all-new, simplified me-
thod - not the way the
Celts did it - which the
author believes more ap-
propriate for today’s

creators.

Try it, enjoy it and
lsr;i}ybe experiment your-

Published by Bland-
ford Press at £9.99.

THE HEALING PATH

By Marc Ian Barasch

A spiritual journey to
understz_ind illness and
to  guide sufferers.
Threatened by thyroid
cancer, the author tra-
velled in search of a
cure and to interview
many others for whom
serious illness became a
catalyst for personal
changg. He claims to
have discovered a univer-
S

ublished b
at £7.99, v Arkana

LETTERS TO AM-
BROSE MERTON. Q folk-
lore miscellany. Successor
to Dear Mr Thoms. Sub
£7.50. To Gillian Bennett,
28 Brownsville Road, Stock-
port, SK4 4PF.

No. 1 Post-war German
folklore and the Nation So-
cialist Machinery; sex stor-
ies; Oz food contamination
and child sex abuse; mass
suicide skits; origins of
schoolboy howlers. Updates
on alien big cats; clown pa-
nics among pupils; “Give
us the fucking curries or
you're history” develop-
ments.

No. 2. Topics being news-
paper memorial verses;

hotocopied inequality of
unerals; Mick Goss on ci-
arette card howlers;
“stupidity” — a cautionary
toilet tale; number of
words in key passage non-
sense; Kapr the carved Sa-
voy Hotel cat as 14th
guest; Gyles Brandreth
howler collection shown to
be downright plagiarism.

PROMISE DISAP-
POINTMENTS. Q. One
£2; 4-issue sub £7.50. US
for $18 cash. Kevin
McClure, 42 Victoria Road,
Mount Charles, St Austell,
Cornwall, PL25 4QD.

Magazines

Issue Two. McClure’s
editorial shows he's no
alien abduction fan and at-
tacks the ethics issue ap-
plied by the researchers;
also a hypnotherapist gives
his approach to a client
worried about a home spir-
it presence. Plus disap-
p o i n t i n g
cryptoanthropology;  con-
spiracies, modern spiritual-
ism schism. Book and mag
reviews.

FORTEAN TIMES.
Newsstand mag. Bi-
monthly. Sub inc
p&p £12. Cheques
payable to John
Erown Publishing,
FREEPOST (SW6096),
frome, Somerset,
BALL 1YA. No. 79.

Ma-
jor pieces include Dennis
Stacy on Roswell; Karl Shu-
ker examines veterinary li-
terature to explain
{winged” cats; Merrily Har-
pur bends over backwards
to put Uril Geller in focus;
New Guinca wonders; Hai-
ti voodoo; oldest people

(Hartlepool-born Charlotte
Hughes, who died in 1993
aged 115 being oldest au-
thenticated by Guinness
Book of Records. Forum
contributors tackle referen-
cing anomalies; conspiracy
theory doubts cause and ef-
fect blame in all so-called
modern societies. Mag-
watch corner mentions FF
“with a nice line in vaguely
scabrous material.”

No. 79. Author Robert
Anton Wilson ranges over
various oflbeat luminaries
and subjects; most interest-
ing — talking even — polter-
geist you're likely to see
investigated; is the Sphinx
far older than Establish-
ment Egyptiologists ar-

ue?; SHC ascribed to a
ierce burning sourced
from the victims’ abdo-
mens. The Forum corre-
spondent ponder why
weirdness need not panic
anyone; scientific orthodox-
y's paradigm support; and
Mick Goss on TV’s slant on
urban myths.

No. 80. Bob Rickard
trawls the files of the best
photographic evidence for
extraterrestrials and finds
it sadly wanting. Plus Sata-
nic black metal music;
vampire burials and disin-
tered consumptives; lien
big cats round-up; Robert
Rankine interviewed; ufo
reports akin to legal testim-

ony rather than  scientific
facts.
No. 81. Articles on Bon-

nybridge UFO wave; curio-
sities actually not excom-
municated from our
museums (including Hartle-
pool); mystical experience

with Marilyn Monroe at
English church and a tele-
orted greyhound; Jenny
andles and Bob Rickard
on alien autopsy
film;UnConvention 95 re-
gort (includes mention of
ilpho Moor saucer suppos-
edly last seen at an East
Yorkshire chip shop!); Mal-
aysian oddities; a circle-
maker sees construction as
“near-hallucinogenic”; cult
busters a danger.

Reviews, letters and For-
tean topics from around
the world each issue.

STRANGE MAGA-
ZINE. Twice yearly. P.O.
Box 2246, Rockville, Mary-
land, 20847, USA. Sub
$17.95 for 4; UK £13.50.
UK orders make cheque
out to Mark Chorvinsky.

No. 14. Phil Snyder gets
philosophical in an over-
view of damned data - look-
ing at the unexplained
from several viewpoints.
The mag begins with sev-
eral pieces on time travel —
none of which appear parti-
cularly helpful. Plus 1850
Irish sea serPent wave; Lor-
en Coleman's crypto news;
plenty of weirdness from
around the world. Books,
TV and video/film reviews.

No. 15, Sitling on a
beach . in Portugal’'s Al-
garve, Karl Shuker and
Mark Chorvinskv’s ac-

counts and analyses of
beached sea monsters (usu-
ally remains of basking
sharks) had a human di-
mension for ten feet away
was a topless woman of
globster proportions. Sub-
terranean realms: fact and
fiction, including the fruit-
less week-long search for a
miner who vanished down
a North-East UK pit in
1928. Tom Monteleone
flight to planet Lanulos
seen as hoax and John A
Keel's reaction to his role
in the affair. Other articles
on alien US animals (esca-
pees angle); the Roswell au-
topsy film; Toronto ghosts
and other haunts. Karl
Shuker starts a fascinating
new cryptozoology column.

NORTHERN EARTH.
Q. Antiquarian mysteries.
Sub £5. Cheques to North-
ern Earth Mysteries group.
Address: 10 Jubilee Street,
Mytholmroyd, Hebden
Bridge, West Yorkshire,
HX7 5NP.

No. 61. St George seen
as more pagan than Christ-
ian; Leeds holy wells and
springs; prehistoric gather-
ing sites; Roxburghshire
megaliths; Northern Earth
Moot '94. Plus readers’ let-
ters, queries and reviews.

No. 62. Head place name
articles (Gateshead was
Goatshead originally
though it seems implied
but not implicitly); Ha-
waiian stone carvings; im-
portant finds on Islay; the
good EM guides guide;
moor land access cam-
paign.

TOUCHSTONE Pub-
lished by Surrey Earth
Mysteries Group. Q £2 for
4. Cheques payable to J
Goddard, 25 Albert Road,
Addlestone, Surrey, KT15
2PX. )

No. 39. Search for site of
stone in Addlestone itscl_f;
Reigate leys; Robin Hood's
bay snippets; pagan wor-
ship site related to align-

ments,

No. 40. [Editor's mara-
thon cycle ride into chk-
inghamshire with
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interesting results; Silches-
ter field tnp.

No. 41. Terrestrial zo-
diac of Scilly? Kent field
trip with visit to Blueblee
Hill (phantom hitch-hiker

NORTHERN UFO
NEWS. £7 for six issues.
Cheques payable to North-
ern UFO News. From 11
Pike Court, Fleetwood, Lan-
cashire, FY7 8QF.

No. 169. Jenny Randles
editorial on open-minded-
ness and ufology as recent-
ly presented on TV; round-
up of ufo mags.

No. 170. Leading skeptik
attacked; alleged %losewell
retrieval film footage.
Other usual features each
issue include mags round-
up; media references; corn
circles news; ufo sightings
cases.

AMSKAYA. Newsletter
of the STAR Fellowship. Q.
£2 for 4. Cheques to J God-
dard. Address 25 Albert
Road, Addlestone, Wey-
bridge, Surrey, KT15 2PX.

No. 31. Zecharia
Sitchin’s ancient astronaut
theory considered; Andy
Collins’ The Circle-
makers reviewed and seen
as “churlish” over the space
people; dodgy Bristol UFO
activity; excerpts from
Tony Wedd talk. Notes and
news.

No. 32. The later Tony
Wedd's article on Dan Fry’s
alleged trip in a flying sau-
cer; crop circles; support
for Adamski? ’

No. 33. Tony Wedd re-
calls Philip Rodgers;
1991No. 34. Mexican ufo
flap; free energy machine
to protect citrus trees; book
reviews.

No. 35. Jimmy Goddard
reviews the reviews of his
Earth People, Pace
People(sce FF reviews
this issue); report on talk
by retired pilot on ufos;
brief 1954 piece by contac-
tee Orfeo Angelucci and
extract by Tony Wedd from
an unpublished
manuscript; space lan-
guage Solex Mal.
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. MAGONIA. Q. Interpret-
g contemporary vision
and belief. Sub: UK 4.
Cheques to John Rimmer.

Address: John De Cottage,
5 Jameces terrace, Mortlake
Churchyard, London,
SW14 8HB.

No. 61 Excellent analysis
of the current state of play
in the Satanic abuse scene
hy Roger Sandell. “By what
process were grim ancient
rituals transmitted to pro-
prictors of California (Yny-
carc centres and semi-liter-
ate families on British
council estates?” he asks.
These housing estates be-
coming a Nincties equiva-
lent of a “Dark Continent”
awash with idolatry and
witcheraft. Where 18 the
psychiatrist coming from
who is impressed that al-
tars have sinister ‘mrapher-
nalia — “one would hardly
expect claims that the altar
was decorated with a mo-
bile phone or a pop-up toas-
ter.” And the survivors
themselves, these bizarre
wendy house wombats
whose absurdity is only
matched by the credulous
believers, many of whom
have impressive qualifica-
tions and prestigious jobs.
How come the silence over
the impact of Aids, recog-
nising the sex orgy rituals
include buggery and drink-
ing of blood? He also
touches upon the relation-
ship between aspects of
cult stories and urban
myths.

The Shadows’ first LP
had Tales of a Raggy Tram-
line and John Harney looks
a the ticket-eater (see FF
23), shameless lovers and
the platform maniac. Edi-
tor John Rimmer does not
pussyfoot around with cat
scare stories; hypnotism as
latest moral panic. Letters
and book reviews.

No. 652. Peter
Bookesmith makes a fierce
and entertaining attack
upon Jenny Randles in par-
ticular and ufology in gen-
eral (“Articulatin
skepticism with some mod-
icum of trenchancy is like
goat-herding or cunni-

lingus — dark and lonely
work, but someone has to
do it"). Plus pieces on mo-
therships of old reconsi-
dered as androgynous
Fodships ejaculating circu-
ar craflt while at a 45 de-
gree erection angle; two
views on abduction stories;

DARK AND LONELY
WORK - GOAT-HERD-
ING AND SEX

more catnapping (to be
thrown to pit bulls in a
Cheshire warehouse); parti-
cularly interesting letters.

Mad dash for the

Jon Henley In Sonkajlrvl,
Finland

LPO Ronkko was the clear
winner of this year’s Finn-
ish national woman-carrying
championships, galloping
home three seconds ahead of
his nearest rival to collect 44
bottles of lemonade, a loaf of
rye bread and a sauna towel.
“It was hard, it always is,
but we were going well and I
always knew we'd be up
there,”” saild Mr Ronkkd
after Saturday’s event, held
annually in the remote lake-
land village of Sonkajirvi.
Mr Ronkko, aged 34, a
builder from Vierema, was
last to start the hilly 275-
yard obstacle course in the
village school grounds. But
with his diminutive wife, An-
neli, clinging to his back, he
waded through waist-high
water and cleared two fear-
some timber hurdles, with-

Guardian,
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Finnish proves

uplifting experience for women

out faltering, in front of
ranks of TV cameras and
3,000 spectators.

Some of the other 24 com-
petitors were less lucky.
Toilvo Katainen — who fa-
voured a controversial
across-the-shoulder style
rather than the more conven-
tional piggy-back — was
flogged enthusiastically with
birch twigs by his partner,
Ulla, but still slipped and fell
three times at the water, in-
curring a 45-second penalty.

All were helped by the ab-
sence of three-time winner
Jonl Jussula, whose wife,
Tiina, gave birth three weeks
ago and félt too weak to
compete.

The contest — for a prize of
the woman’s weight in lem-
onade — is inspired by the
legend of Ronkainen the Rob-
ber, a 19th century marauder
who forced would-be gang
members to carry a woman
over an obstacle course.
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) said I'd llke a horse

brass on_the wall!”

“You vreally do spoil
that oat, Judith”

“You must have been

CoOMNTrY

“WE WERE standing .
outside with a model bride
discussing photographs
when I noticed that the
Highland cattleina nearby“
field were acting strangely,
said Les Hester, a
photographer who works out
of Forres in Grampian.

He and 24 fellow
photographers were at the
town's Knockomie Hotel,
the Aberdeen Press and

maccers

Un-captive audience

seminar on wedding
photography or_gamscd by
the British Institute ¢ ¢
Professional Photogre g:1€rs

wisdom of an American
snapper called Heidi
Mauracher. But
concentration lapsed when
Mr Hester spotted the
cattle. .
“They were galloping
about and kicking their legs

and featuring the words and

mistaken—there isn’t a
creeple crawlie on me
after all.?

something,” he explained.
What had they seen? “‘It was
about the size of a labrador
but definitely feline. It was
dun-coloured and moved
just like a big cat.”" It was
seen to run beside a fence
before darting into the
undergrowth.

With so many eager
photographers present,
incontrovertible filin
evidence of big cats was
surely in the bag. Er, not
quite. Mr Hester admitted:
‘‘We were at the seminar to
look and listen so we didn’t
have our cameras with us."

Journal says, attending a up as they ran towards
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'+ This story came in the
-wake of various media tales
of people attacked by - not
Jbulls - but cows. These inc-
luded the brother of former
Foreign Secretary bouglas
Hurd. 1t hardly has the ring
.0f truth (somewhere in my

8 .o .o
| HE UDDE ‘files is one of a jealous
- : turtle 1'1ll try to dig out
for the next issue).
¢ Our cover picture shows
’ jpeefy Bruno (right), who
doesn't like strangers. The

JEALOUS cow Flower killed a farmer’s wife ,,1] {s taken for regualar

because she was in love with her husband.

The half-ton beast charoged startled Sarah Scott walks by 34-24-34 stuna Dawn
and knocked her down a 601t well as she chatted to Davies near her home in Croy-
her sister, Lisa. d -

And hubby Harper, 43, sald: “There is no doubt- on, Surr ey.
in my mind that Flower wanted Sarah out of the way. - r——r

“She would raise a stink if me and Sarah so much — —
asLl;eld hmds'" he added. FrrrIIILIIIIIIIIIIIIIITR '

sa said that she f; 5
and Sarah wero chatting | Jealous cow
e farmyard when [ -
Flower thundered up. 2 kills bride :
] A FARMER'’S new bride
Broken was butted and killed — by
Sarah, 31, was knocked [} a jealous cow.
down the well and her f] Sarah Scott, 31, died of a
neck was broken in the [] broken neck after besotted
fall. beast Flower pushed her
But kind-hearted Harper, [{down a GOft well. (
from Welkom, in South Harper, of Welkom
Africa, said yesterday he [] South Africa, said: “Flower
had forgiven Flower and [{ raised a stink every time
had no plans to sell or [{shesaw me even hold my
slaughter her. “I'd hate }] wile's hand. She wanted
to see an thlnc{; bad }{ her out of the way.”

happen to the old girl. But he won't get rid of
N Bir the beast. "Sher really a

““Underneath it all, [ ) A
she'sreallya sweetheart,” [ sweetheart,” he said.
he sald. i

D Star, D Sport, 8/7/9%
4 - ==
A & | T
o’

‘- ..e"" 5
ics, 17.L5ngbahR'Avenue, Rise Park,

trinted by Emjay Reprograph
Nottingham.




