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The Diary -

% Tha following gives =e ar :tucuse 3 Zaniicn that Ul owveral years i
was The Hartlepool Mail'z uadarccver Ffu the oCuurye 01 oar meai

orovision. Reviewirg The Caraw iras, Crowcud Sowerset \gat ooup, do.
1. 1996), the writer scaznad tle tlackboard &eau and orderea: "I toing

B -

ia b Sauce for twu perauns. Lo you
think we'll need a s*artars uith that?" The biills sreply was "i1'm not
sure wa hava anything l=2f%.* (Rather 1iks tls oid dirty juse where
mermaid=' tits on toz3t ara crdarad, cnly to fiud the hostelry 1s out or
bread). Another squint at the Zznu and a local profiered: “haa roast
puffin nn there on Sunday," lhe says. "COozs LiGxe irow .onaon got realliy
excitad and ordered it. Told hia thsy wers fresh cif the rocks at
Klive.® *®Reljevad it &57," 3ays anothar voica. "Bui lhere aren'c any

33,
puffins at Klive.* Thera 13 ganeral hilarily at ke dupeyness ol
Londoners.

s, Jane Suarp, who cooks for the
llage of Shubden, formeriy nad a
sideline to supply "Red Drago &8" to an organic food ahop in nearoy
Leominster. A trading standards cfiicar askad wbat her pies ware made
from and she explained that they contaiced aduki beans, which the
Chinese say “give you tke strength cf dragon". TLe Jobsworth replied:
“If thers are no dragcrns it the pias, you cannot call them dragon pias.”
Vhen Jane jestingly sugzestad: *I sugpsse I cananot calli them pies
either, because they have 2 potatc topping?", the officiai agreed. "What
about my cottage pies? Skculd thay bava bits of collage in tnem:® A
glimmar of sanity crept in. "¥c," ka rapliad. "Cottaye pies and
shephard's pies are exemptad from tba Trada Descriptivas Act.” "am in a
lot of trouble with my Red Dragot Piss?" asked Jaue."Nu, not a lot ot
trouble, but some." Jane now confinas har coukiuy to the baveman Arms,
(The Sunday Telegraphk, 22/5/29) All of whiih makes e wouder why the
“Dasperate Dan Pias" are 2o lorger cffered atl The Gwurpe awnd Dragonm,
Yarm. North Yorkshire, where I cSccasionally dine.
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pendent magazine covering various aspacts

YOU GET A BETTER CLASS OF
APOCRYPHA IN BROADSHEETS

PAUL SCREETON

The argument 1 will put forward is hardly contentious, but 1
feel it will be salutary to consider the differing quality of

contemporary legends in  broadsheets and tabloid

newspapers.

In fact. broadsheet diary columns are particularly- fertile
ground for a patrician style of apocrypha.

Take, if you will, this story about Derry Irvine, the Lord
Chancellor. He was in the Garrick Club for dinner and
summoned a waitress. "We'll have the lamb chops. And two
bottles of claret," he said. With his bold order he would not
have bothered her again. After chatting for an hour, he was
hungry and parched. "Look here", he said to the passing
waitress, "] ordered lamb chops and claret - two bottles".

"Very well, sir," she replied, returning with lamb chops and
a brace of carafes - all to replace those Irvine had already
consumed, doubtless too excited extolling the virtues of New
Labour to notice. (1)

Andrew Yates continued his posh name dropping with a tale
from the Travellers Club in Pall Mall. The grand old man of
English Catholicism, Monsignor Gilbey, was ascending the
stairs when he encountered the Queen Mother. "How nice to
meet you," she ventured as she descended. "I Lelieve that we
are the same age."

The stooped old man dismissively retorted, "Don't be

ridiculous, the only person the same age as me is the Queen
Mother".

Another unlikely Queen Mother yarn Yates recounts
regards her becoming partial to helicopter travel. "The
chopper has transformed my life - even more than that of
Anne Boleyn," she observed wryly. 1 used the word
"unlikely" expressly because the nonogenarian royal is
supposed to have little or no ability for witty remarks. The
only previous quip attributed to her came when two
effeminate lackeys were quarrelling and she proclaimed that
"This old queen would like some service".

From clubs to theatrical anecdotes, which Frank Johnson (2)
utilised with some aplomb to flesh out his notebook column.




Firstly, the late actor-manager had sacked from his
company the actor playing Seton, who has scarcely more
than the line, "The Queen, my lord, is dead". When Wolfit,
as Macbeth, asked the question in that evening's
performance, the aggrieved actor replied, "The Queen, my
lord, is very much better".

Secondly was one told to him about Wilfred Lawton, the
actor renowned for being the worse for drink on stage. As he
entered as Richard 11I, a voice from the audience cried:
"You're drunk". He replied, "True, but wait until you've seen
the Duke of Clarence".

Thirdly, still working in his 80s, Bransby Williams tended to
forget his lines. In some thriller, when the phone rang he
had to pick it up. He forgot what he had to say, so he
cunningly passed the receiver to another member of the cast
with the words, "It's for you".

Lastly, an actor called Ralph Michael, who was playing
Gloucester in King Lear, had a row with the actor playing
Cornwall. Cornwall asks Gloucester "Where hast thou sent
the King?" to which the reply is "Dover". But that night the
truculent thespian replied "Margate".

However, 1 reckon TV inquisitor, Jeremy Paxman, managed
four items of apocrypha in one column. (3)

Mistaken identity was the theme and boozy Sixties Foreign
Secretary, George Brown, the culprit. The legend goes that
he was once at a diplomatic reception in South America. The
room was awash with admirals and generals in gold braid,
diplomats, ministers and many of the most beautiful women
in the country.

As the band struck up a particularly jaunt tune, Brown
glimpsed a vision in purple across the room. Swaying tipsily,
he approached and asked, "I wonder if 1 could have the
honour of this dance".

“No, for three reasons," came the frosty reply. "First, vou're
drunk. Second, this is the Peruvian National Anthem. And
third, I am the Cardinal-Archbishop of Lima."

Paxo, pushing likelihood near the limits, then claimed he got
confused with motoring guru, Jeremv Clarkson. One
morning he awoke to the sound of a mighty roaring outside
the house. "Brought the Aston Martin" said the man in
overalls who rang the bell.

He then regaled readers with anecdotes of people
recognising and then insulting him, ending with one
person’s profundity” "Are you who you think you are?"

Lastly, he reported a royal belief tale 1 think I first read in
Private Eye. When King Constantine was being brought
into the Television Centre for an interview early one
morning, the driver explained to the security guard on the
gate, "I've got the King of Greece in the back". The guard
consulted his clipboard, found no note of the arrival, poked
his head into the car and asked, "Where did You suay you
were king of, mate?"

National and local tabloids, and Tyne-Tees Television, had a
field day when it leaked out that my drinking buddy George
Scott had held a "party for his penis" in the Station Hotel,
Seaton Carew, the night he had an operation for cancer.
Happily for Scottie, all has seemingly gone pretty well, but it
has taken Viagra to perk him up fully.

A more sober slant on Viagra stories is typified by this
broadsheet treatment of U.S, authorities. Mimicking the old
pilots' rule of "eight hours from bottle to throttle", telling
aircrew not to take Viagra within six hours of flying because
it might impair their ability to distinguish blue and green in
cockpit lights and on taxi-ways. Some airlines are already
ahead of them with pilots banned from using the drug for
24 hours before flying, through awareness of reports that it
makes three per cent of those using it see through an odd
blue haze. 4)

Meanwhile, the tabloids will treat us to stories of hoax army
conscription calls, boop-scoop dogdirt thefts, foul-mouthed
aural simulacra. collapsing hypothermic shoplifters, couples
stuck in sexual congress, pet dogs are really sewer rats,
swapped samples show men are pregnant, forgetful boxers

entering the ring without shorts, phantom hitchhikers, and
so on.

References

(1) The Times Weekend, 9 January 1999,
(2) The Daily Telegraph, 16, 23 and 30 January 1999

(3) The Sunday Telegraph Magazine, 21 October 1998.
(4) The Sunday Telegraph, 1 November 1998.




WRITE AND ROLL

Rock and Roll legend meets Bill Hailey

THIS Mag is proud to bring you an in-
terview with a man who has shared a
chocolate digestive with Dl_xstK'Sprm -
field, had a §oor slammed in his face by
Cilla Black and witnessed the removal of
a bogey by Shadows guitar hero Hank B
Marvin. Yes folks the secret world of be-
ing a journalist with the North East’s top
daily paper (that’s the Hartlepool Mail)
is ﬁnzSIy divulged when we probe the in-
ner recesses of the mind and memoirs of

Paul Screeton.

We caught up with the man himself in
Seaton’s Marine Hotel to get the

story that no other publication dared
or trglought to publish.

Right from leaving school at the be-
gingning of the 60‘% Paul had his heart
set on a literary career and had
penned four novels by the tender age
of 18. Sadly no publisher was able to
recognize l{c latent talent lurking be-
neath this juvenilia but undeterred
Paul began his working life for the
Billingham and Stockton press. Being
a young stud as the 60’s started to b,
swing Paul was soon rewarded with £
the job of covering visits to the area
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by stars of stage, screen and the about-to-
boom beat group scene. Paul plunged
straight in the deep end, interviewing eve-
ryone from The Beatles to Bill Haley.

In those pre Hartlepool Studio, pre New-
castle Arena days groups performed at
such prestigious venues as Stockton’s
Hippodrome and ABC Cinema and a
lesser known dive in Billingham called
the Kave Dwellers Klub.

Screaming Lord Sutch and Screeton discuss the

potential of a political life

.. . Dione Warwicke: ‘
The Lady Don'Tike Liver.

Paul remembers one of his first assignments
was to cover a press call with the Rolling
Stones. -

“I remember asking whether they would rec-
ord another Buddy Holly song to follow ‘Not
Fade Away’ and this received a resounding
“no”. I then boasted that Mick Jagger's new
slrlfnend looked very much like mine, which

rew from him the type of Fraphic description
of Miss Faithfull’s Ehysica attributes which
could not be published in a family newspaper;
and all this time Keith Richards was attempt-
ing to chat up my girlfriend”.

{The weck that Herman's Hermits (who were
'to rival the Beatles in the States) got to Num-
ber One with ‘I’m Into Something Good’ Paul
remembers accompanying them to the Smiths
Arms In Billingham. “Singer Peter No One
bought a round of drinks but went back to
complain to the landlord that he couldn’t taste
any spirit in his rum and coke. The Landlord
gently explained that there was no rum in the
glass because his schoolgirl daughter had rec-
ognized the rising star and also that he was
well under a%e for drinking”.

At this time Paul’s ambition also ran to be-
coming a British Lieber and Stoller song-
writing duo with his friend Richard Wilson
(Now of HR Wilson, Insurers fame). Paul ad-
mits that they even once gave a demonstration
recording tape to Mal Evans, the chief road
manager, fricnd and minder to The Beatles,
who promised to pass it on to the lads in case

. they were short of a good tune!

At this point Paul and Richards place in the
Hartlepool Rock ‘n Roll Hall of “close but
no cigar’ fame becomes cemented when
they offered three songs to legendary (and
now Iate?} eccentric rocker Screaming Lord
Sutch. The also eccentric (and also late) EOP
producer Joe Meek assured the songsmiths
that said songs would be included on
Sutch’s next L.P. Unfortunately Joe Meek
subsequently to%ped himself (and his land-
lady) and the L.P. never found it’s way into
British record shops.

Rumours still persist however that a USA
version of the L.P. was released, so if an?'-
one comes across it Paul and Richard will
be pleased to collect 25 years of song-
writing royalties.

The oddest incident that Paul found himself
in was after a concert by The Kinks who had
anotorious reputation for in band/fraternal
squabbling (like Oasis only for real) “I was
Juslgomg into the toilet at the Stockton

ABC when Dave Davies ran in and locked
himself in a cubicle chased by brother Ray,
threatening him with grievous bodily harm
and hammering on the door.” Needless to
say when the furious big brother stormed off
Paul asked for and got little scamp Dave'’s
autograph.

Paul admits to committing the odd howler in
his formative reportage like not bothering to
watch the late replacement act for PJ Proby,
“I"d never heard of this young Welsh lad
called Tom Jones and assumed that he
wouldn’t be up to much! A great example of
how not to phrase a question was when |

Finding Fame— Georgie Fame
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asked Cilla Black how she felt knowing that
The Righteous Brothers version of ‘You’ve
Lost that Loving Feeling’ was better than
her own version. Cilla’s considered and l;l)er-
fectly reasonable response was to slam the
dressing room door in my face.”

As the 60’s drew to a close Paul began his
mammoth stint at the Hartlep ol Mail and
although leaving his own musical aspira-
tions behind him he continued to interview
and write about the local and national music
scenes and get to meet the odd (and we
mean odd) musical hero. In particular Paul
was a big fan and champion of those other

reat British eccentrics, John Otway and

ichael Chapman (remember John's epic

song ‘Beware of the Flowers Cos I’'m Sure
They’re Gonna get You Yeah’?). Paul par-
ticularly has fond memories of interviewing
Michael Chapman in the Clansman pub after
Michael had been asked to lcave the Grand
Hotel for being too scruffy (aaaaah those
were the days).

The hairiest occasion for Paul was backstage
after a gig by American Deep South band
‘The FE/mg Burrito Brothers’ when in deep
discussion with guitarist JoelScott Hill.
“Much alcohol had been consumed by all
and Joe took exception to my line of ques-
tioning, especially when I called him a red
neck. §oe explained, in such a way that inti-
mated that these would be the last words of
the discussion that ‘back home I have to
wear my hair underneath my hat!”” At which
Fo{{nt Paul sensibly made his excuses and
eft.

Away from the wonderful world of Rock ‘n

-

Paul with Animal Eric Burdon, a Nashville teen and others

Roll Paul has found more fame with his liter-
ary exploits in the non fiction genre. These
have included two books on Ley Lines
‘Quicksilver Heritage’ and ‘Seesets of the
Linear Vision’; a book on Celtic m{stcncs
‘Tales of Hexham Heads’, his best known
work ‘Who Hung the Monkey’ and a book
on North East Dragon legends with the de-
lightful title ‘Whisht lads ar:d Haad Yor
obs’.

Since finally hanging up his sub editor’s pen-
cil at the Mail Paul now edits the ‘Folklore
Frontiers’ magazine, which focuses on urban
belief tales. Current projects in pro%ress in-
clude a book on Yorkshire Dragon legends
and a study of the phenomenon known as
Temporal Lobe Epilepsy. This last is some-
thing that Paul has encountered at first hand
having had a number of distinctly odd expe-
riences over the years, which have defied tra-
ditional explanations.

Meanwhile the music of Bo Diddley, Mi-
chael Chapman, John Otway, Duane Eddy
and a myriad of 60’s girl groups continue to

race his record deck and at present he is
ooking forward to the forthcoming tour by
70’s pop punks Blondie.

At this point it was my round so your
humble THIS reporter made his excuses
and left.
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Well hello there, and a very
warm welcome to the first gallery of
the millennium.

And hey! We all survived the
dreaded and much hyped, Millennium
Bug. | wonder who thought of that
one eh? despite the anti-climax of,
“The most catastrophic event of the
twentieth century”, those who have
been living very nicely thank you, on
its perceived threat, still warn of pos-
sible disaster in the months to come.
flogging and very dead horses for
some reason spring to mind

From an urban myth point of
view, | simply can'’t ignore the incredi-
ble hype surrounding the move, “The
Blair Witch Project”. Made on a shoe-
string - earned the camcorder wield-
ing makers millions. Is it any good?
Couldn't tell you. In the high level of
research you've come to expect from
me, | haven't seen it. But hey, this is
about the evolution of myths, not the
Johnny Vaughn Movie show.

Whether or not it is a good
movie is irrelevant, what is interesting
was it's hype development. All of the
movies momentum was built up
through the internet. The movie The
Blair Witch Project had its very own
website (www.blairwitch.com, and
yeah, | have been to have a look at
this OK) a whole year before the
movie was released. The site con-
tained spoof documentary “evidence”
for the plot. Very reminiscent of the
increasingly popular Fly on the wall

Garler?

documentaries, which we all know are
often as phoney as Terry Wogan's
hair. Expect a million similar gritty
“Real” movies in the years to come.

| heard a nice tale the other
week about a lassy who went to her
doctor complaining about pains in her
head and dizziness. The doctor took
a look into her ears and after a sharp
intake of breath explained that she
would need to visit the hospital, “For a
more thorough examination™. When
she arrived she was whisked into a
theatre where several green masked
surgeons shone lights into her ear
and muttered amongst themselves.
Finally they explained that there was
something attached to her ear drum
and they would need to remove it
immediately. A few minutes later, the
offending “something” was removed
and placed in a dish. What wasiit?
Why a spider of course. But not just
any old spider, oh no, it was a female
spider AND it was pregnant to boot.
I'm sure if there was an arachnid
strain of AlDs, this spider would have
had it.

As a punchline to the tale, the
teller leaned over to her audience and
exclaimed, “....and this wasn't in the
Sun or anything you know.” So there
you are.

Is there any reader out there
who is planning to take a trip to the
Millennium Dome? | ask because we
seem to be having rather a lot of TV
coverage featuring families who have




been given a preview of the delights
on offer under the*Flat Tit on the
Thames”. And of course all of them
thought it was wonderful. Fantastic.
Brilliant. But | am yet to hear of ANY-
ONE who actually plans to go and
visit the thing. Are these “Families”
nowt but actors, employed to rouse a
little enthusiasm for the multi-million
pound exhibit - Which of course WE
paid for? | recon it would have been
more successful if the government
had made the dome more of a Blair
Witch style project. Costing a couple
of grand or so in an abandoned ware-
house near Hull, with exhibitions
which truly reflect the state of our
society in the new millennium:
Exhibitions of tramps fighting them-
selves after three bottles of White
Lightening, a virtual tour around a
modern hospital where we guess
what pieces of equipment were
bought at a car boot sale, rounding oft
with our visit to the local police station
to report the theft of your car. Mmm
nice.

Sorry, went off on a tangent
there. Right, the Internet, that hot
bed of intrigue and filler of column
inches in every newspaper on the
planet. | was recently forwarded an
e-mail which is such a classic bit of
chain letter shenanigans, | thought I'd
include it in full below:

I am forwarding this because the

person who sent it to me is

a very professional business person and a
good friend and does not send me junk.
Microsoft and AOL are now the largest
Internet company and in an

effort make sure that Internet explorer
remains the most widely used program,

Microsoft and AOLare running an e-mail
beta test.

When you forward this e-mail to friends,
Microsoft can and will track it

(if you are a Microsoft Windows user)
for a two week time period.

For every person that you forward this
e-mail to, Microsoft will pay you
$245.00, for every person that you sent

it to that forwards it on, Microsoft will
pay you $243.00 and for every third person
that receives it, you will be paid $241.00.

Within two weeks
Microsoft will contact you
for your address and then send you a check.

I thought this was a scam myself,

but two weeks after receiving this
e-mail and forwarding it on,
Microsoft contacted me for my e-mail
and within days, I received

a check for $24,800.00.

You need to respond before the beta
testing is over.

If anyone can afford this Bill Gates
is the man. 1t's all marketing
expense to him. Do Well!!!

Do well indeed. The note
was accompanied by an acre of lucky
individuals all awaiting their pay-day
with baited breath. Not being a
Windoze user, I'm afraid | could not
be one of the happy throng and am
still sadly without a pot to piss in.
Sheeesh, eh.

Anyone wanting to forward
me an e-pot can do so at;
pots@jtd.co.uk.

Best wishes,

Johw Jait
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Proto-legends

38 VHISK GALORE. An aquaintance of mina, Mike, salas director or a
plant based in Seaton Carew which produces flavourings for various
commodities -- I was blaming additives for hangovers, not the amouat
consumed -- got around to discussing beer and than whlskey coiourings.
He claimed that when a Dewar's container for distilling required
replacemant an exact replica had to be manufactured. It was measured &o
accurately that a dent inflicted in an industrial accident with a 1ork-
11ft truck had to be replicated exactly o as not to aiter the
constitution of the product. (Tale told in Marine Hotel, 4/5/99)

#% PAPER VAIT. As a newspaperman I was told computers would make paper
obsolete. No way, as this story of a techo-conscious multinational
company which recently took part in a video conference linking offices
on either side of the Atlantic reveals. Vhen a woman logged on, the
meeting was already in full swing, but thare was a slight proolem: her
American colleagues had accidentally pressed the mute button, and
although she could see them arguing, she couldn't hear a word. They
couldn't hear her either, but didn't notice. Her solution? She graboea a
pen and wrote "I can't hear you!® in large letters un a piece or paper,
which she held up to the camera in the hops that eomaone wuuid sewe ...
Does this reflect US regard in which British opinions are 8alu tnat 1t
took them several minutes before they noticed? (Fgedback column, New
Scientist, 13/3/99)

#3 CRUISE 2. Ve had a proto-lagend previously (FF19:28 "Top Gun* taie,
about actor Tom Cruise, the recently UK resident witu actrees wire
Nicole Kidman, and according to a new legend he popped into 016 local
branch of Blockbuster Video in Bushey-Heath, Harts. iHdowever, naving ail
that cash and one of the most famous faces in movies, e couldn't get
membership as he was unable to produce two forms of ID required.
Caroline Vestbrook snootily wrote that tbat was bow the “"darned
tabloids® told it, but what really happened was that Cruise, having
recently moved into the affluent suburb, merely pokad bis nead around
the door of the store to find out what he would awed tu join, received
the information and left, without even switching off his car engine.
(The Mag, 1999 -- glossy to get echoolkids raading mags’) It reminds me
too much of that other bungled shop scenario of Peter Kanaeison and the
avoacado / mushy peas.

#8 F-RIGGER. I was fascinated to sea recently a cat by Eaglescliiie

. etation which was enjoying the warmth of compost as it lay on the

polythene sheet covering the garden manure. Others, more technologically
sophisticated, enjoy the warmth of fax machinas. Calia Haadon's peta
column in The Daily Telegraph (?/99) claims: “Laat moath, Kigger, a
stray cat adopted by a bus company pressed the s=nd‘ buttoa during his
nap and faxed confidential details to the company's main rival, losing
it a 220,000 contract.”

P

! . PRty
#% RIFLER SHOT A burglar was shpt.hhan Pritz Gruber, while cleaning has

;s rifle 1t went off.and blasted through the ceiling and shot an intruder
. in the flat above ‘in Andernach, Germany

(D._Star, 21/7/64)
#8_FIESTA TIHE. A woman trying to sall her Ford Fiusta for £500 was laxt
with a Skodu ... and an old lady ... when a prospaective buyer went on a

o

¢ drive.

test drive leaving them both as: 'cullataral' After Patricia vakelin, or

' - Vestbury, .Vilts., advertised her'car; a man arrived to see it,

apologising for bringing his granny-along. He weunlL on a tést arive, but
never came back. Police found the Skoda was stolen -- and the coniused
old lady wae from a home and:thought:ehe was beiuy taken out for a
“(The Guardian, 24/8/94 == credit Patar Chriatia

& — _ﬂ___;_;_v__...iﬁ,,
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" #4 MDNKBY BUSIFESS. 200 boss Victor Barcal weul apuwehit when he found
out the.gorilla he bought on the black mafkst wae a mun dressed in a
monkey suit. For Y,5. animal watchdogs were tipped off Bernal needed a
new star attraction for his clapped-out wildlile park in Mexico, and
they had an sgent dressed: for the occasion whan he paid £63,000 to a
shady dealer in Florida. Bernal, vhc has been charged with illegally
importing an endangered animal,.sald: "Somstidj mude a monkey out of

me.® (D. Sport, 0/2/94) - - .. °

#8 VOOD YOU BELIEVE IT? Disabled Verne laks wae fiued £1,000 for
smuggling a rare bird into America ... iuside Lis wooden leg. The 58-
yesr-old bueinessman wae nabbed after aiiliue staff spotted a pile of
eplinters at hic feet as the VOODPBCEKER tried Lu escape on the flight
from Peru.: (D._Sport, 10/10/93)

#s TULTRA-VIOLET. Russiems were warned nct ic be alarmed if they saw a

! couple with violet-coloured skin strolliag through the city of Tver. lhe
city's evening newspaper reported that t{hé man and woman were heavy

drinkers who had swallowed lacquer polisl based on violet-coloured

methylated spirits. (D. Star, 18/10/93)

#3 VOLFVOMAN. Redhead Caroline Jeffreys luuked a routine plastic surgery
operation to mask an ugly scar caused by a burn &0 she looked her best
for her wedding. Skin was taken from her inner ihigh and gratted on to
her right hand. But when the bandages cais ouf{ slhe was horrified to tind
her palm covered in pubic hairs. Carclica, 3€, was &0 upset she suffered
a nervous breakdown and the romance broke¢ up. She bhas s1Dnce haa two more
ope and is waiting for a fourth to remove the damage of the firet, ene

told Voman's Own magazine. (D. Sgort. 25,9/34.

#3% LIGHTRIRG STRIKEF POUFD. Is tikies a variaul on the stuckcouple? A
married boss and hiccecre’ary were killed bty lightaing -- making iove in
a rubber dinghy in tke middle of a laks. Tcius Gormann, 3z, and Maria
Tlek, 22, were found -y a forestry worker neit uday still lockea in a
naked embrace. They had rowed out afier sneaxiug vif to a log cabin near
Osnabruck, Germany. The store chief's wife, Jan, 36, said: "This

wag God'e interventicn". ‘The Sun, D. Star, ci/0/56)

Oldies but _Goodles

VATCHIRG THE DETECTORS. Gullible fsatures writer Bernice Saltzer fell
for a familiar tale from Cleveland area managar for TV Licensiny, John
Blance. His favourite story ccucerned a visil to a house where the door
flew open just as John arrived. "A woman came dashing out and said she
wac on her way tc work but said tc ask bher husband to show me the
licence, which was etuck behind the talevision," said Jobn. “So I
knocked on the door and the husband came out, but when I askedhim to
show me the licence, he =zaid he didn't know where it was." John
suggested that the mar lcok behind the television and he went back
inside and returned nmomente later - looking compietely amazed. He had
the licence in his band and zaid that he knaw the vans were good but he
didn't think they werethst good!" laughed Jobn (The Mail (Hartlepooi,,
18/5/08)

VAAT A DUMP! Portsmouth city council enginesie were trying to work out
whe a public lacetory in Eastiney explcded, causiug minor burne to the
legs and buttocks of a esilor frcm Ilymouth. & leading weapons engineer
from HMS Drake dropped a ligkted cigarsttie into the loo and the theory
1= that it ignited a build-up cf sawage gases. (D. ielegrapn, 26/7/97) A
woman was blown off a petrol station’'s toullel by a {reak explosion. lne
'blast, sparked by 2 faulty heater igniting auli-{reeze in a storeroom,
eent the chop worker three feet ia the air. The uunamed woman, 43,
suffered bruicing and chock. The bLlast sel ofi a Llaze at the tesco
garage in Portemcuth garage whick fire ciwws put out. (Sun, ©/0/98) I
-even wondered if this seccad tcle was real aund seif-fulfilliing, but
note BOTH are in Portemoutk, whose News uews editor is another gullible
former colleague of mine, Mark Ackesos.

industrial dispute and the efforts

of ACAS to sort it out, reminded
me of the last time the Fire Brigade
took industrial action, donkeys years
ago.

The Army turned out to do their best to fill the
gap, in ancient Green Goddess fire tenders.

One crew were called out by a lady who was
anxious about her pet cat, which had been stuck
up a tree for several days, and the squaddies
sped to the rescue.

Having spent half an hour trying to coax the
marooned moggie down with food and
baby-talk, the trained-to-kill platoon sergeant
opted for the ladder and, just as he was within
reach of her, Miss Fluffy Cat decided she’d had
enough of the high life and made her own way
down to the arms of her relieved owner.

The lads good-naturedly shrugged off her
apologies, got their gear together and prepared
to leave.

The roar of the Green Goddess engine startled
the cat so much that she leapt out of her owner’s
embrace and as the lads pulled away they ran
over the unfortunate animal and killed it.

It just goes to show that when your number’s
up...

R EADING about the firefighters’
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column

gnoring the “true” part of this page’s

very title, recent yarn-spinners have

been falling over themselves to tell
us the story of a woman who arrives home,
smears mayonnaise on her genitals, then
gets the dog to lick it off - only for her
family to suddenly burst through the door
with a birthday cake shouting “Surprise!
Surprise!”. No - pathetic.

(FHM 113, (999)

BORIS ZENNER trled to
avold natlonal service in
i the Russlan army by
. getting his dlabetic
girifrlend to provide his
. urlne sample.
He expected to be
turned down on health
. grounds — but was
left speechless
when the army doctor
told him he was

pregnant.

* A THIEF got a stinking shock after
snatching Mary Williams’ bag. Cos it was
full %. .. DOG CRAP. Mary, 67, had just scooped
up after her two pooches as she walked them her
local park when the bike mugger struck.
* Said Mary, from Cheltenham, Gloucs: “He
must have thought I'd been shopping and
the bag was full of goodies. I had to laugh as he
rode off. And my only regret was I couldn’t be
there when he opened his spoils.”

(D.SPRT  25/4195)

are missing after being snatcned by evil  SEX TERROR OF KIDS SNATCHED OFF

CLOWNS, policerevealed last night.

And the fear is the kids may have been STREETS BY RED'NOSE RATS

say up to 300 children are missing in cities
like Tegucléalpa and San Pedro Sula in
Honduras,

A spokesman said: “We fear the motive
is sexual and these infants, of both sexes,
are being passed on to child porn rings.”

Real clowns are so outraged they are
burning their costumes in mass protest.

One, Ramon Martinez, said: “Our
laughing at the antics of these men purpose is to make people laugh.

“We cannot bear the thought that we
a gun pushed in my face and my beautiful are being imitated to bring so much evil
little boy was being pulled from me.” Cops . - and sadness.” . (D, sporT  6&/!//95)

sold on as SEX SLAVES.

The evil gang dress up in baggy trousers
and spotty shirts with red noses and full
clown make-up then scour the streets
seeking out their young prey, a senior
detective said.

Sometimes toddlers have actually been
torn from the arms of their screaming
mums.

One wept: “One minute we were

prancing round the streets. The next I had

entral America.




Country rnatters

GRASSED UP: Alan Titchmarsh's floral pet hate is pampas grass. He reckons it looks |
collection of Teather dusters in an umbrella stand.blockingoutp ?ight when plonked inc;ob:dmi(: trame
front garden (You, 29/8/99). However, | doubt he is conected with the Anti-Pampas
Leagi.:e,\n{hlch had struck four times in Cheshire to remove the grasses from gardens in the
id;‘ad of N% a1nd olgvg),-re being sought by the police (Independent on Sunday, 10/8/99; D.
legraph, 23/10/99).

DEATH OMEN: Country diarist Robin Page's parents would quote a piece of Cambridgeshi
folkore that if a robin came into the house it was a sign of a death n t& family. 1 hace %Z:r:'}ﬁ

my cottage for 16 years and during that time it has been robinless (apart from me). On the
Thursday before my father died, | went to London; on my retum, | found that a quite flustered
robin had been shut in all day. On the Friday it was shut in again, quite unperturbed and in no
hurry to leave. On the Saturday, my father died. On the warm days since, my doors and
windows have been open as usual but the robin has not retumed. Strange but absolutely true.”

(0.Telegraph, 1999

ARACHNIDS AND LADYBIRDS: MickGoss and |, separately, dealt
with Robert the Bruce's antecedents (FF25) and he cropped)sp inan
article by Stefan Buczacki, compiling a comprehensive survey of British THAT YOUR HOUSE 15

hqa (D. Teleg, 8/1/00). Buczacki pondered which of the 500 or more
British species of spider supposedly inspired Brucie. He added a snippet ?;’;’,{b%ezNgR?ZoRNE
Vo

HoW DOES IT FEEL,
Mrs LADYBIRD, Now

of folklpre of which | was unaware: "And how valid is the often quoted
assertlor_v that _because of King Robert's experience, Scotsmen never
harm spiders.” On another topic, he writes: "There are several ingenious
theories relating to the best known of all ladybird rhymes which suggest
Just why her house was on fire. The commonest links the rhyme to the
itinerant .ho;:»packers of Kent and the need for ladybirds to escape before
the buming of the old hop crop at the end of the picking season.

1/g\&d)here's me beleiving the thyme was Neolithic (Screeton, Paul, Ancient Mysteries 18,

N 4

NUN TOO NICE: In a bid to create a race of supercows, British cattle are being injected wi
nuns' pee. The urine is collected from sisters at an Italian convent who are gour')ngg tl',:iough‘;”ht:e1
menopause. The holy water cortains a hormone which helpsthe cows produce more than the
normal single egg. Once the embryo starts to grow they are taken from the beasts and
implaned into ordinary cows so they can give birth to supercalves (D.Sport, 16/8/99)

REED THIS:Echoing the corpse roads as leys debate, it may be of modem signii

departed tippler and actor Oliver Reed was buried beneath a)llarge beech tree |£r,1 Ciﬁjr:g?\tg‘;;
cemetery, Co.Cork, on the 13th anhiversary of his father's funeral. At his request, his grave
was id to point towards his fav_ourite pub, O'Brien'’s, just a few yards across the road. Still with
fplklore, Reed once dropped his trousers in a Caribbean bar to display the tatttoo of acokerel on
his manhood and was forced to escape over a balcony because the locals feared it was a sign

of voodoo (Sunday Times, Sunday Teleg. 16/5/99)

. s7)

SNAKES 'N' BLADDERS: Mum of two Jill Renwick went to spend a penny -

- and fied screaming as a schoboy neighbour's 6ft snake slithered around S

the U-bend. Shg was at her mum'’s house when she spotted the monster A
serpent as she lifted the lid. The pet Florida king snake caled Monty had

escaped three months eariier - down a loo three doors away. Jill said: "I
just ran into the garden screaming hysterrically. The neighbours must have
thought I'd gone off my head. At first | thougt my mum had put an old brown
coat down theg loo. Jill's mum, Linda, said:"I'll never go near that toilet again." ——
Owner JoshLiceon (8) has vowed the snake won't escape again. <

WACKY: A 78-year-old hunter is planning to trap legendary Bigfoot with hot dogs and bacon.
Wiliam Zupancie, who lives in Wilkes Barre, Pennsylvania, claims the 8ft beast loves
barbecued food. He said: “In the past he has stolen hot dogs off my grill." Bill, who has seen
Bigfoot on several occasions, claims the monster has "Big brown eyes and a well-formed body
that would be the envy of any man.” He added:"My age might stop me capturing him, but I'll
have ateam of people ready tohelp.” (D. Sport, 8/1/99)

e

THE BIG CAT FLAP by ADAM EDWARDS

(Daily Telegraph, 15/1/00)

r I Yhere is a big cat in our
village. I do not mean the
plump domestic marmalade

mouser that occasionally waddles

across the green, nor the feral
tom with delusions of grandeur
that scratches around the
dustbins.

I mean the sort of cat that has
taken over the role so ably played
by the Loch Ness monster in the
-post-war décades — the fabled
fang-toothed carnivore that has
beén vdriously named the Beast
‘of Bodmin, the Cougar of Cupar
:and the Fen Tiger. It is the sort of
panther-like beast that is known
intimately 'to the readers of the
Sun,'thanks to that newspaper’s

.regular printing of a blurred black
‘and white photograph of the

killer moggie, but remains hidden
totherestof us, *3-4 .§,

. And now, I cad reveal, there is
another such cat and it is in
Gloucestershire — the Cadmore
Cat. Claimed sightings, paw
prints and other hard evidence
have left the Husky-clad locals of
the Hare and Hounds whispering
overtheir Chardonnay. ' ~
.-In social terms, it is the most
magnificent development. Big

.Cats are the smart village -
accessory these days.

On first sight, this phenomenon
would seem a little unlikely
around these distinctly unwild
parts. The Coln Valley in east
Gloucestershire is hardly Cold
Comfort Farm. In fact, it is the
life's work of the residents of this
corrugated-iron-free zone te
ensure that there is nothing at all
nasty in the woodshed. The string
of manicured Cotswold villages
that chase the river from
Northleach to Fairford is a
limestope idyll. And the only
documented large wild beasts to
live here are fat cats.

. ~“Whichis why I was surprised
when my neighbour Simon Scott-
White, a gentleman farmer and
former student of Cirencester
Agricultural College, recently

i
|
i
!

produced a set of cow bones that
he claimed had been gnawed by a
big cat. It was, he said, the final
proof that our village was being
stalked.

‘I first saw these big paw prints
in Cadmore Wood," he says, as
we sit by the Hare and Hounds’
crackling fire, tuckinginto an
excellent goat’s cheese salad and
a glass of Burgundy.

‘‘The prints were about four
times the size of a domestic cat. |
didn’t think any more about it
until, a few weeks later, a
neighbour said he saw a large cat-
like creature run from the wood
and cross the lane.”

hen Simon began asking
. around, the reports came
thick and fast. A local

lorry driver had hidden in his cab
because he saw it and was
frightened. A couple of chaps on a
pheasant shoot had taken a pot
shot atit.’A man building a dry-
stone wall was shocked to see a
beast jump the wall and then, the
next day, to find two dead sheep
by it.

Then, in April, came real proof.
Simon was out stalking with
Richard White, a local estate
agent. - . ) v

“I was lying in a field of wheat
looking down a steep valley
towards Barnsley Wold,"’ he says.
“It was:suspiciously quiet. There
were no deer — there are usually
50 or 60 there —and no rabbits or
birds. Suddenly, I saw a large _
black object running 15 or 20 feet
along the hedgerow before it, -
disappedred. It was no more than *
180 yards.away. We were both
looking through binoculars and
we both saw it. A few seconds’
later, it came out again and took
off up the valley tpwards the .. 5
village. ..-* =" T o

* **Richard got up, turned to me

andsaid; ‘Tell me that wasn’t
what I think it was.’ They were
his exactw ords.”

Then, last month, Simon found
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'Eurt_);ean wild cats have been

released in the Forest of Dean,’
. he says.

In fact, once Terry starts on hls
big cat stories, there isno - *
- stopping him. He has tales of
black leopards shot at by the

" Army, of private menageries

released into ancient forests, and

. of “‘ghost’’ cats that craftily walk

on the side of their paws so as not
to leave any prints., s _

e seems unconcerned that
Hin all his years noting:big
cat movements nobody has
:ever found the carcass of such a
creature — let alone </
photographed or shot one. N
‘‘Recently, on a lantern shoot
on the outskirts of Cirencester,
the guns shot at a stationary big
cat, but the shots fell short,’ he
says. “‘So they moved forward a
few hundred yards. The cat
moved exactly the same distance
.backwards and waited for the
next shot. These cats are
extremely intelligent.” With
cunning like that, I thought, it
can only be the Cadmore Fat Cat.
But at the Hare and Hounds,
there are no doubts. The pub’s
New Zealand handyman and part-
time waiter is called Ty Gurr (this
is not made up). He claims he was
riding his bicycle along the lanes

a few weeks ago when a big black -

cat ran into the road and knocked
him off his bike. He knew nothing
about the previous sightings. “‘I
was attdcked byabig cat " he
says, srmply nt

The view at the Hare and
Hounds is that nobody called Ty
Gurr could make up a story like
that. So much so that a local . .
farmer has put up a wager of

£1,000 that the cat will definitely ‘

be found and eventually shot.
But in my view, the Cadmore
Cat won't last that long. In.these |

..parts, it’s not the bullet he needs !
.toworry about, but the ..,

-competition — the stael Jaguars
that race through the narrow,_ ,

. lanes will remain the. most feared
. predator.in the Coln valley,. ;.

Until then, though, we in the
valley can gloat that we have a
-monster much more mysterious
and ferocious, and, let's face it,
much smarter than that mangy

old Bodmin beast.

the bone§ in the splendidly
named Dead Man’s Copse. a
clearing in the wood that has

« never seen a cow. They were
gnawed at one end — the marks
were those of the teeth of a wild
beast. Simon phoned the police,
who took a look at the bones and
reported it as an official big cat
sighting. They did not take away
the evxdence

the self-styled head of the

I decnded to call Terry Hooper
Exotic Animal Register, to ;:.

“hear his theories about the, 0L

Cadmore Cal. Terry, who lives in

%, Bristol end Jogs sightings around .

“the Country, was very excited and
claimed he knew of at least three
cats that moved around
Gloucestershire.

‘A puma has been sighted in
the area and we know that

COPS used fowl play
when they failed to find
¥ ateenage motorcyclist
who had crashed into a
lake in Bergen, Norway.
Local folklore reckons
cocks can locate sub-
! mergedbodies, so
police rowed a bird on
to the lake and within
minutes it started crow-
ing. Divers went down
and immediately found
the body. "1 have no log-
ical explanation why it
works, but it does,”
said the cock’s handler
Olav Arvid Skaalheim.

~ FheSpvt §]9(98

.thls time
sWalkway - big cat experts say a -

countryslde ?

. Sightings of pumas have been common over the
years but more often than not have been met |

,w1th ridicule and disbelief.
.But after aYet another sightin
ong the Castle E en

puma could have made its’ home

.around Teesside.

iy «Terry Hooper, of the Exotlc Ani-

mal Register, said puma sightings

were becoming more common.

, “The reports go back over the
ears. ‘There .were sightings in

. Seaton .Carew: in 1995 and 1996,
Wheat.ley Hill, and there were gulte .

a few sxghtmgs in Hart,” he sai
~“They- are shy-and elusive ani-
mals but as long as there are sheep,
rabbits and deer, and forest to live
in, the puma will survive.”
The most recent sighting came a

few weeks ago when a walker spot- -

ted a big cat —~three times the size of .
a domestlc;moggle rowling the
paths of the Castle Eden Walkway

_near Stockton. :

Although the cat which “had

spots, could-have been an ocelot,”

Terry thinks“a puma could- have

made a permanent . home. in . the "

region.

-.. ““There may be a cat crossing the”

:terrltorles between Northumber-

<land and County Durham and that -

TR

“*Thursday, Sej tember

AN ANIMAL expert today forecast that
big cats could become a familiar sight .
around the Hartlepool and East Durham

AP

By JONATHAN WARD

may be the one seen about Hartle—
pool in the past,” he said. - ’..
“But we need people to report
their sighting so we can work out
its movements.” J
Puma sightings in Brltaln can be :
dated back to the early 1900s thanks | |
to several zoo escapes and ﬂlegal
releases over the years. Althou
they are native to the Americas, the ‘

ISR TS TR

~.British climate is ideal-.for:the"

‘puma and has allowed the animal to '
reed successfully in the w11d ¥

A rough estimate places' the cur-|
rent British puma population atl
“about 200, although Terry says that'
_figure could shoot up over the next

s century -

But he said there was nothmg to
worry about as long as people kept
their distance. Lills |

“There’s nothing really to panic |
. about, Leave them alone and they
-will keep away,” he said. '«
‘® Have you seen a big cat?: Call
Jonathan Ward on (01429) 274441

~and register 'your ‘sighting ‘with
+ Terry Hooper on (0117) g 024807. .

s TSP, S uWS

‘16*1999‘
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Terry and I-talia O'QL1

7ap claliz | tc tove rescusd spirils all over
the world and they hawe writio: i cusrs as a fasciunling jguruuy
to the spirit realms througk tiec storias of thelr encguuters -- from an
Rnglish rhort (died cirea 1054) iz Eaton Squaru made turious by new
Chinese nrcunrnt~ who mered iz with iheir fazily ;hxine.auQ spirit
ancestore, to s group of terrified Holtsaiois {aesact @4 circa 1889
crowding a hacement in Cepe Towa — they tell the stories of the spx;:t
guider, anreztcrs , pcliergeisic and ghostis whom thay have encountere
unndartnv the nneprn recionz (Theorscus, £1+.%20. ) '

At f!rsf eight American 1ndizz lealing Arss by [k Darrie Kavasch &
Keren Barr 1ooke to be & U.S. -ceairic work witl herbe and remedies
unavailable over here, but tke : oouuhe{parts -- the
prwvwow' e crlendrical gatheriegc a pui.wxﬁh our BYPSY
fatrs (Thor=ons, £12. o0y, Az ie Tbe Healing wisuom

)

o
+

FRLLLSARES LTI A

2
of Afric= he ¥plidom Poirico f;L;1¢L. "hf Lriuge
fneight intn the =pirl yal L& uaauiér?éuptﬁ
(Thnrenn= £0.90), A =z21f-kzlp Lioual Jilnese
techninua= to roleacs FOUI o & Tue deaies Witanin oy
Rozer Imhnke (HarnerSonFroncis o
Findinc a rartpor who will -© {land x-ugdies ¢f'1h1ngb
falter) {e the basi= of LD & b; Ruuil Friuvi & Josepu
' Cannnr, vhere WIP meonc nour 51gmMgh5 (Thursous, 4v.wy).
Ttm attracted tn orrzizlc bu of Vhels healing
pronertiee, while improccsd thot the Damanlurians bu;l? their Tempie 1n
» fieeure nf rylondta 7oadly oot in the & Gu C ue.er. Nevertheiess, 1 am
eure The Rank nf Cowsials (po zuiler! will be a pupular civice wiln sew
Aeore (Thoreons, 26.00), Thiz al=c spplice Lty The Opital bauce vy
Sta=hawk, reiozurd o7 = tresizl O04L annivessur) edilion wilh a new

S anu
Introanctior hy the suthor, who coplaine how the Souadess re.igion &nd
Fas

ritus) nrq"tira ket si=pted cver the past two_decades- GBE, - dic: 9%) v — "
A "Prifrinlec® seriec whick proclaime “ihe only inlrouuction you'lu
ever nemd" i =momz hoect, I'<c had o losg standing inlerest in che
Xahhalph bt Jowieh S-irituality by Caro isaacsCu Luughl ue wucCh apout
I e N T SR Sl oWt e
Pevekic We the 23 5 of mesdivwship in a very
eArmInNToanse WwRT w4 Pr % " sy

talitat : 3 July uhég ie on mure
Fontrover={al cround S ;T loopy. Rore mwdicaliy
ronAd, practicel snd czconcical is Zrsatlwork by Sewumi Ambikanand
Sarsewaly (»1) Thoroops, 25,00

Jelamic rysticiem iz one excellanily ccmpiled compendium is Bssential
o & Rcbert Truger (USF, i0.ww/, wWhereas ine
bs = prilocpopher and coulirmed u&hbb‘lb Jean—
Franmnie Rrwe) who ced bir zoo Jotikl o ‘2 tc all Lloe "tenanis"
(the nuhlycher memne "tenetz") oI Vestera philosuphy (Thorsons, iy.wv).
Vhat with Stargate =and the Fow Egypiclogy, Goublless “"an bayprian Books
of Shadows by VO“ol"n Almond & Noith Deddon wilh ile peneral overview of
anciert relicionT =a3 magicel bal‘eie will prove popuiar aud 1or pagans
9)

genarally oy

‘her pudlicity biurd bloomsr hae lae
2ad H;bxual Kecipes LY Leonard K. N

1 & ganvine "incai'natiowns” ("incantavions"
wore )irely), beoing 2 coxprehenzive guide Lo magical praciices
throughnut history and worléwide {(Ccuvecnin PrUas, L16.6%).

FORTEAN TIWES. Fawe-ctand. ".‘” I, 127. Ray Talusl, Richard & Shaver

and caverne under the 8; the serach {or red
marenry; Joen of Arc; bird ezecutioas. Eo. 123. The Elair ¥itch Project
cantroverey; first-clacc rcooarch 12%C Lhe Thiladeiphia nxperlmnnu'
crackdown on Chinnze Falungong Scot; more asw

o <S¢l

tedious UFO rumours. No.
120, ¥i)lanfum previcy.takec up =oct Of iesue. JQ. 130. Saddened to see
my v old teenrzo yearz hero Colin Wilsou falling forthe Rew
Beyptolagrsndits incectuous chum Atlaztis; attempt at show irwe

ltplannttonﬁ hy US folklorist (
of enigmatic Voynich Maauscript
syndrome; ansecthetic dizlocatl

b
awad. 0. 15i. laaginary
, ARBallants analysed; Abbcts Bromle T necrophilia; Esseunes ana

‘
druge. Plus interaatica=l cdd kappeaings round-up, lattars and reviews.

ighly-readdbli examipation
an_l,sis of multiple personaiity

TFE_LABYRINTH. Rory Lushmat'c new anterprise to raport upan invest- o
igations whirch interast him personally. Jo prica or :-gulnrity given.
From 99 Charter Stroet, Accrizgtonm, Lanca., TES G3A. Vol. i, 1eeue 2.
Search for the rumourcd ctrategic staan rasarve takes tiwe editor and
chum to ona of the alleged key cites, the dodgy Rhyd-y-Hwyn, in Forth
Valas. The ed then amisingly czplaians the arcane modus vperaudi of the
rail antbusiast (the iaebriztes at Carlisle remindad me Hunter Davies |
once described Citadel ctatioz ac "a mrshalling yaru for Scottish
drunks®) and =eperately producec 2 pettad history of 234 (thai's
Acerington motive power depot for aca-ancraksy. Setting up or UFD
Tnvastigators' Network to objectively take ulolsgy iutu ihe Zlist
cantury. Plus Rwmndan goncoide and alleged ari

g2 sed angular craft seeu over
North Sea.
LETTFRS TN AWRPNCE MERTOE, Q fclklcrc ziccellany. £7.30 {or &. Fayavie
tn David Cornwrll, Psycholegy Scetion, Dapt. of Zduou.Aun Sludies,
Univer=ity nf Strathslyde, Jordazkill Cazpus, 76 Souludrase irive,
Glasgnw, 613 1PP.  Fa 19 Paul Sxzitk correspuade wivd a plotocopyiore
provider for wham §t iz & commercial veature and wot a LoLDy ~- & true
ar¥centinn -- wi*th his choics 10 exazplss, ‘nclu“ing al @veu wore oawdy
versinn of “Erafe the Milimaz®. Davil Zivisr fiunde a 1795 reterence to
white slavery -- naked, kidnapped London prostiiutes in Silerra Leone.
Fo. 19 T feel that with 2 1:44lz mcre scrutiay Jacqualiue Siapson woula
Tind C. S. Lewis wrote oot he 'Ecrewtsp’ bul 'Scrawltape' Letiers;
Axplnding brains; silly chep clogaas; U.C. fociballers' wasy university
Questions; and a section cutitled 'Dr Suass parodies', which obviously
18 T.8. {nelined, hut the rolevazca/joke was 10st va aw.

!

MAGOWIA. Q. 25. Chegques -ay:blo %o Joka Rimmer. address: John Dea Cot-
tage, 5 James Tarrace, Mortlaliz Churchyard, Loudcu, SWié 8HB. Mo. 69.
Curtis Peables' cearck for czperizantal aircraii dabrie and wbat 1t
tells us of alleged UFO "crach cites” such as Roswell; David Sivier
finds strong Oriental and African alczenis ia thas abduction ayth (breys
as revenge for collective Veztiorn faclings of post-imperial guiit). Book
raviews.
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Articles elsewhere

PRESS CUTTINGS - Foresters have taken the first cuttings from the Fortingall Yew in a
churchyard above Loch Tay, Perthshire, which, it is hoped, will grow into dozens of individual
yew trees to be planted in arboreta and chuch grounds across the country. The tree is
generally regarded as the oldest living thingin Europe, with Dr David Bellamy asserting in 1989
that tests had shown it to be 9,700 years old (The Scotsman, 24/2/00; cr Dr A S L Rae).

Fortingall, guardian of mysterious Glen Lyon, is also reputedly the birthplace of Pontius Pilate,
thoughit is regarded by Prof Jill Harris, of St Andrew's Univerity, as being unlikely as the
Roman occupationof Scotland did not start until AD80. But how did such a story originate (The
Courier and Advertiser,24/2/00;cr Dr A S L Rae)

Letters

From the Rt Hon Peter Mandelson MP

Thank you for taking the touble to let me have a copy of the magazine Folklore Frontiers. | hope
it continues to do well.

From Nick Brown, of York

On a lighter note, listening to local radio coverage of York City Football Club about a year or two
ago, | heard an interesting and amusing anecdote about aformer York keeped (Andy Leaning)
who was currently in the team at Chesterfield. He was unable to play following a bizarre pre-
season accident. Staying with in-laws, he was at the bottom of their garden in close proximity
toan electric plylon. For some reason (I think he was trying to shake off one of his wellies), he
was shaking his leg violently. Thinking he was having an electric shock, his family member
whacked his leg with a spade, causing the said injury. You might want to check this out with the
local sports department on the Chesterfield paper. (Editor: No need to,this is a well-known tale
and examples can be found in FF18:18/19)

From Neil Mortime, Editor, 3rd Stone

Thanks for the cheery write-up of 3rd Stone 35. Sorry to hear you thought the Silbury piece was
aload of cock.Re: The Mighty Sabbath Stonehenge Replica; my brother saw a documentary
about the Sabs last week on Sky where the story was repeated by OzzyOsboume. He
reckoned it really was afull-size replica of thestones. But | guess he ain't a surveyor. S'good
story

| enjoyed the hill figure article in issue 28. Did you hear about the advertising executives who
put black bin bags over the Ceme Giant's legs last year in order to promote the US
jeanscompany ‘Big Smith'? The National Trust had the giant debagged (hoho) as soon as they
heard about it, of course. A few months after this happened, the clothese manufacturer Tommy
Hilfiger announced they had won a contract to design a range of trendy gear for the NT.

Stop Press

Apologies to readers for what is a right dog's dinner of an issue. The trusty Amstrad (a
venerable 15 years old) decided to simultaneously give up its cathode tube and printer. | have
salvaged some copy from it, though the printing will be substandard. | also padded out with a
piece on me from THIS Magzine (Hartlepool arts freebie, 1999 issue, written by Jimmy
McKenna, formerly of Chiswick label punk band Disguise, and not very accurate); other bits
nicked from tabloids and broadsheets; and an article by me which appeared in Letters to
Ambrose Merton No. 17. A Brother word processor has now been purchased and I'm trying to
get the hang of it. God, how | hate new technology.

(Printed by Emjay Reprographics, 117 Harwill Crecent, Aspley, Nottingham, NG8 5LA)

FRONT COVER - Corky the kitten escaped death when he emerged from a 10-minute spin in
his owners' washing machine. The seven-month-old black puss fell asleep on a pile of washing
inside the machine and owner Gill Stockman switched it on withour realising. But hubby Alan
heard Corky's criesfor help and freedhim in Adgestone, Isle of Wight. (D. Sport, 8/1/99)




