radio selection
Dear dear, I am sorry, I don’t know what came over me 
– although by the look of it I think it may have been a camel.

From ‘My Life as a Ray’.

In the real world, of which our reality is the most attenuated, faintest and most refracted parody, the President of the United States of America, Mr. George W. Bush, has declared ‘war on television’, the ostensible reason being that he has received advice to the effect that television is a ‘weapon of mass distraction’.

Media and advertising lobbyists have reacted with concern to the news, fearing imminent pre-emptive strikes intended to liberate broadcasting and production facilities. Opinion has nevertheless been divided over what attitude to take in response to the President’s hostility, some experts arguing that the usual policy of the slavish repetition and infinite amplification of pro-capitalist, developmentalist and exploitationist rhetoric is the only plausible defence, others suggesting that popular opinion might be rallied in support of the Simpsons, Ozzy Osbourne, Quiz Shows, artificially constructed pop-groups, and programmes involving teams of people redesigning each other’s hairstyles, underwear and camping accessories and against politicians in general. Such a revolutionary position remains, as yet, a minority view.
The situation is uncertain, and yet to be resolved. The U.N. - itself little more than a hat the Americans used to put on in order to disguise themselves when conducting potentially controversial foreign policy manoeuvres which could not be concealed by the use of native quislings and bribery - has been unable to intervene in a dispute fundamentally between two branches of the American Empire. Here at World Information Central dot com, we fearlessly promise to keep you informed of any developments, unless we are threatened, dissuaded, advised not to, or offered money by interested parties.
bees & buzzards
It has come to our attention at World Information Central dot com that despite giving superficial but seemingly quite definite indications to the contrary, Buzzards do not buzz. In fact they emit only hoarse croaks and (it is reported) occasional shrieks. Is this to be regarded as a serious breach of their duties, and should some form of reprisal be undertaken against them as a species, or should a programme of education be instituted, training them in the delicate and fuzzy art?

A consultation process involving bees threatened to end in chaos when it was alleged that these acknowledged experts in the field are themselves operating in apparent defiance of their description, a difficulty only resolved when it was pointed out that bees undoubtedly are.
CRACKERJOKE

What shape is a lost parrot?

Polygon.

INTRODUCTORY

Can we think of what is in a sense ½ an hour of distilled agony as being a ‘show’?  It’s a challenge, both for writer and audience, a collaboration rarely attempted, I would have thought, to turn two months of sickness, injury, pain, loss and torment into entertainment. So we must, both of us, you the listener (reader), and I the performer (writer) see this as a challenge, and determine not to attempt any callous, unsympathetic laughing at the pain of others, the lowest and most popular form of humour, but instead a weird and twisted adjustment of our understanding which will allow the exchange of sympathy, and the unlikely transmutation of suffering into humour.
In any case, it has not been the pain of these experiences which has been the worst thing about them, but the infinitely gradual succession of the lived reality of that pain, the knowledge that there is nothing to be done except to go through, instant after instant, a process or sequence of uncertain outcome, to endure what cannot in any case be avoided, the consciousness of the continuity of the suffering self.

OBITUARY

This week we acknowledge the final and conclusive death of Woy Jenkins, universally acclaimed as the man who grew the mould on politics in this country, perhaps by exciting the interest of organic cheese-makers in the concept of Social Democracy. (I am not quite clear about this). Other notable deaths of recent, even historical times: George Harrison, Kurt Cobain, Burt Cocaine, Youthful Idealism, Myra Hindley (who, having long ago been deprived of all rights, was suddenly administered only the last ones), Jesus of Nazareth, pale into insignificance (it would appear) beside the loss of this supreme politician, polymath, polyandrous polymorph and polystyrene poltergeist.  One-time Home Secretary, former Chancellor of the Exchequer, occasional M.P. for Glasgow (of all places), dreary biographer of the already over-exposed, highly paid European bureaucrat, co-founder of the utterly futile and defunct Social Democratic Party, he will be best remembered for introducing Radio 2’s Jonathon Ross to the speech impediment that has made his career.
All pwaise is due to the gweat Woy, wightly wevered, wongly weviled, who wegularly wesigned with foresight and gweat clawity in tireless pursuit of gweat clawet.

WORK

Sinners and singers, saddhus and saddoes, it is incumbent upon me (I believe it was originally re-cumbent upon me, but seems somehow to have slipped inside), nevertheless, or therefore, as I was saying, it is incumbent upon me to speak somewhat about employment issues, or the issue of employment. 

This may be due to the fact that I have recently occupied myself in what is often (although in what sense it is not clear) described as gainful employment for almost the first time in a sickeningly long life of indolence, petty crime, habitual drug abuse (bloody useless shitty ineffectual drugs! I would frequently shout, especially when being required to pay for them) and chronic mental disorder.

As my introduction to the wonderful world of work I have placed myself under the tutelage of a notable paedophile, who has sequestered me with troglodytes in dingy caverns to engage in finger-slicing and arm-wrenching tournaments, to stand on my own feet for up to twelve hours, to thrust bags into sacks, to wrap paper in wrapping-paper. I find myself humbled by the stoicism, endurance, good-humour, determination, wit, wisdom, kindness, intelligence and sheer bloody-minded heroism of the factory workers I merge into like a plankton among whales. 
CAR TROUBLE

Burrowing deep into the web of chaos that serves me as a life, I have been experiencing what the cognoscenti describe as ‘car trouble’.

I drive (when that is possible) a Vauxhall Novella (so called because it is so short). This is more or less half a Vauxhall NO-VA, which, as any fool knows, means ‘won’t-go’ in Spanish, which is, incidentally or not, where the poor little thing was assembled from tin-cans and washing line and youthful rust. Last night I drove this machine in pitch darkness without lights, as the alternator has ceased to function, for several miles down windy lanes to my remote fastness in the clinging mud of Chailey, and had it not been for the undeserved assistance of my mum, your mum, her mum, apple pie and the flag I should not be with you now, wittering on about nonsense. Ah well.
It is surprising even now how something which has made such a contribution to personal freedom as the motor-car, (a contribution perhaps only equalled by the Heckler and Koch semi-automatic machine pistol (capable of firing 140 rounds per second) or the washing-machine) can suddenly be transformed into an embarrassment, a problem, a worry, an absolute bleeding disaster, leaving you worse off than if you had got there on your legs, which would at least indicate that there was some possibility of walking back again. Suddenly (as I said) the means of travel is transformed into a static metal lump, incapable of motion and insensitive to all pleading, an inert mass of grease, rust, dirt, misery and anguish.
SLOGANS

Cheerful bleeder that I am, I set myself the task of writing slogans to popularise pastimes with a poor reputation, along the lines of ‘Incest – it’s a family thing’, for example. I told one of the mercenary youth this, and they exclaimed that I must have a lot of time on my hands, and of course I have, and not only time; but we’d best not go into that, since it’s such a nuisance to get off again, and it smells quite extraordinary......but where was I?

Here, I suppose, I’m usually here. I have wardrobes full of imaginary t-shirts with these unpopular slogans on, available for a nominal fee. What strikes me as most peculiar about modern dress-codes is that individual consumers are expected to advertise the products they wear, walking around like living billboards, plastered with the logos and slogans of multi-national designer brands, so that scarcely an inch of them remains bare of a product endorsement. If I made real clothes I would forbid people as ugly and stupid as these to buy or wear, let alone emblazon and declare their allegiance to my product-range in this way: spotty, glue-infested youths with atrocious haircuts hardly seem to me to promote Tommy Hilfiger (who he?) in the way he would have chosen. But there we are. Marketing is a mystery to me. FOR EXAMPLE: Why is it that those brands which are best known and sell most are nevertheless those most relentlessly advertised? Ford mo. co., Coca Coma, MacDonalds, and spewforth. Perhaps if they didn’t advertise people would cease to find them necessary, and I suppose at least they can afford it. 

I have never owned a Ford motor car, and only once have I bought Coca Coma, which I used to unblock the toilet. It’s quite good at that, it seems to dissolve toilet paper, and probably shit as well, and it certainly fizzes like a bastard when you pour it down the pan. I was advised that this is what they do with it in the favellas of Brazil, so there is some use for the vile muck, apart from adding whisky to it and giving it to underage sex partners. Which I suppose returns me to the subject of unpopular pastimes, none currently less fashionable than paedophilia, a notion lauded by the Ancient Greeks, who called it ‘education’, inaugurating a tradition continued to this day in the English Public School. One should note here that in England the ‘Public’ school is, in fact, a private, fee-paying establishment, a fact which probably explains a good deal about the English, but from this distance I am not sure what. Anyway, the reputation of the paedophile has declined since Plato’s time to such an extent that it could do with a bit of improvement. Nevertheless, it’s quite beyond me, my talents do not extend that far. I’ve been thinking about it for at least ten minutes already, and ‘Fuck small boys, it’s fun.’ doesn’t seem a great start.
It used to be commonplace for girls to marry at fourteen (and die in childbirth). Jerry Lee Lewis married (I seem to recall) his fourteen-year-old cousin, indicating that such things were fairly acceptable among rednecks and piano-molesters as late as the 1960’s. I doubt whether the Gary Glitter or Jonathon King back-catalogues have sold in hugely increased numbers recently, but Jerry Lee Lewis is still highly regarded. It’s a matter of timing, I suppose. What was once acceptable becomes, in due course, outrageous, and vice-versa. Upper-class Victorians covered their table legs in fear of indecency, yet prostitution and child-labour flourished. Quite what they imagined their semi-naked tables might get up to, I don’t know, but it was certainly indecency of some sort. Anyway, I’m afraid paedophilia is beyond me, but I offer some suggestions of slogans that might be employed to improve the public profile of other declining or unpopular activities:
Madness: you know it makes sense.

Smokers: a dying breed.

Murder: the only sure way.

THE RUMSFELD DOCTRINE.

It’s entirely clear by now that America fought the Iraq war under the Rumsfeld Doctrine, presumably a sentence of indescribable ugliness and contradictory logic. Under the Rumsfeld Doctrine the Americans succeeded in conquering 92% of the land-mass of Iraq in little over a week. 97% of Iraq is entirely unpopulated by anything intelligent enough to leave, a category which plainly does not include the Americans.
Under the Rumsfeld doctrine, America has sent 3 Marines and a bugle to conquer one of the world’s oldest civilisations, a feat to be accomplished by the application of ‘Shock and Awe’. ‘And/or what?’ we wonder. Shock and/or mild surprise? “Oh save us, save us, the American Satans are unleashing ‘Operation Slightly Worrying’ by flying something shaped rather like a bat over Baghdad and letting off fireworks.

The Rumsfeld Doctrine assumes the self-evident superiority and popularity of American models of society and culture. It sees Nationalism and non-Christian religion as forms of terrorism. It believes in pre-emptive attacks against those who oppose it without compelling evidence or international support. The Rumsfeld Doctrine echoes the famous dictum ‘Might is Right’, believing military superiority to be a judgement of the Lord – in this it is identical to Israel, and at least the rhetoric of Saddam Hussein himself. America is the playground bully of modern international diplomacy. The Rumsfeld Doctrine is its moral code. Under the circumstances we can welcome neither victory for the Rumsfeld Doctrine nor for the slightly pathetic, utterly repugnant Stalin-groupie Saddam Hussein, whose very mustache – so reminiscent of Liverpool F.C. in their distant heyday (Graham Souness still retains a spectral negative after-image of his 1970’s lip foliage even since a triple heart bypass operation, civil war in Turkey and the immolation of Newcastle) – deserves international condemnation. The problem here is not whether Saddam should be deposed or not, it is who has the right to do it. 
However, under the Rumsfeld Doctrine America has the right to do whatever it likes.
PRESS THE HUTTON BUTTON

The inevitable reaction of the British Establishment to potential embarrassment is to appoint a commission of enquiry. This has always worked in the past, and it has worked again. It has several effects: 1) it deflects immediate criticism, which can be forestalled by saying in a slightly pompous and wounded way that all comment on the matter is now inappropriate in view of the ongoing enquiry; 2) it prevents further independent investigation of the controversy; 3) the outcome of the investigation is postponed long enough for everyone to lose interest; 4) the immediate crisis is not only postponed to some later date but actually defused, as the topicality of the subject is removed; 5) when the final report is issued it inevitably entirely absolves anybody in authority from the least tincture of responsibility.

Even though i understand all this, and have understood it as a strategy ever since the enquiry was announced, I am nevertheless astonished by the solidity of this particular whitewash, by its depth and opacity and the clean unbroken, impenetrable surface it has created over the facts. I am astonished that although the foul-mouthed bully Alistair Campbell behaved so badly in the aftermath of Andrew Gilligan’s over-excited remarks that even he was forced to resign quietly for fear of the eventual fall-out, not a trace of criticism has been directed towards him. That Hutton sounded like a piece of wood is explained by the fact that he also thinks and acts like one. He exonerates the Government for setting up a game of 20 questions which resulted in Dr. David Kelly being hounded to death. He exculpates Campbell and Blair from having any influence on the intelligence dossier cobbled together to prove the importance of invading Iraq. The Government, weirdly, denies any necessity to investigate the total inaccuracy of the intelligence reports it acted on (once again citing the necessity of awaiting a report, this time from arms inspectors whose last boss just resigned saying that such weapons did not exist). No enquiry looks likely to be forthcoming into the damaging, indeed fatal incompetence of the British Security Services, (despite even George Dubbleya, to whom such claims matter a good deal less, announcing such an enquiry in the U.S.A.) which will no doubt continue to be referred to as ‘the best in the world’ by the smug, meretricious and ultimately victorious shits who rule the Nation through a web of cronyism and disinformation.

Hutton failed even to do the minimum expected of him by the Blair Government, that is, criticise Alistair Campbell. It is surely clear to one and all that this oaf was forced to resign after an attack on the B.B.C. of such ferocity that it made Normal Tebbit’s example seem reasonable by comparison for the sole and explicit reason that T. Blair could then point to the empty chair Campbell had once farted and sworn in when the Grim Reaper knocked on the door, or perhaps stood respectfully at the security gate. However, the Grim Reaper has found himself bound and gagged by Hutton and released in the B.B.C. instead, where he has taken the opportunity to decapitate the figureheads.

So here we are, and there it is. Even paid-up cynics and contemptible anarchists such as myself are left gasping in wonder at the sheer audacity of the operation to date. Next time crisis looms (for what else does crisis ever do?) the cry will ring out from the comfy battlements of British authority “Press the Hutton button”, whereupon we can all sink back into our comfortable stupor.

iraqi anniversary

In Leicester, and presumably other parts of the Midland counties of Old Englandshire, ‘mardy’ means miserable, sulky, ill-natured – that is to say ‘sad’ in recent playground language. The eruption of a ‘Mahdi Army’ in Iraq just after the recolonisation of the West Indies by the Barmy Army might smack of copy-cattery (or imitation feline hotelry [hostelry?] perhaps) it also coincided too coincidentally with the near-end of the conclusion of the period in the Christian calender which began with the famous Mardi Gras, or Fat Tuesday as she is known, an occasion of much feasting and dancing in glittery thongs and samba drumming and other activities and pastimes which will have to be set aside in the forthcoming time of deprivational sacrifice celebrated, (or perhaps regretted would be a better term in view of the nature of the activity, it being one of voluntary self-refusal of particular and general forms of sensory gratification, such as fornication for example, or whatever else is considered to be reprehensible here and whenabouts in memory and praise and honour of the great Avatar of random fates, whatever is his name, on and on, in the endless only becoming because of the is so of why............)

But where was I? The Mahdi Army erupts in Iraq, what seems a general uprising in a number of different cities, among different ethnic and religious groups. This is described as ‘insurgency’ and those who perform it as ‘insurgents’, ‘militants’, ‘terrorists’ or ‘extremists’. The solution applied so far by the U.S.A. seems to be based on Israeli policy towards the Palestinians, the humane and thoughtful policy which has done so much to promote goodwill and fruitful negotiations in the Middle East. Continued attacks on densely populated areas by U.S. troops is certain to result in increased civilian, non-combatant, Iraqi casualties, an outcome which can only turn public opinion further against the Alliance as an alien, invading, occupying force. How then can the arguments be sustained that we are doing this with the approval of and for the benefit of ‘the vast majority of the Iraqi people’, when it is the Iraqi people that we are shooting, both Sunni and Shi-ite? This is of course highly democratic and ecumenical of us, and may in fact be forging the basic bonds of a true Iraqi Nationalism, and therefore be construed as being part of a subtle and plan to generate the basis of co-operation necessary to a civil society within a grateful Iraq. However, as history tends to demonstrate that any two warring siblings will turn on an interloper before returning happily to fratricide we shall allow our biased interpretation of history to prejudge the outcome for us. It is for this reason that we have a true moral problem: having fucked up Iraqi government structures so comprehensively (not that they were any great shakes to begin with) we cannot now piss off whistling Dixie to the accompaniment of a fusillade of rocket-propelled grenades. 

Something has to replace a bankrupt despotism..... surely we can manage that? Might we not even achieve something better than a bankrupt despotism? A dull bureaucracy, perhaps? A solvent despotism, as in Saudi Arabia? Who knows? But I feel it unlikely that we will achieve any of that if we continue shooting more and more Iraqis. Eventually we will have killed most Iraqis, and we will have to change our formulations to something like ‘we are doing this for the benefit of the vast majority of the Iraqi people who remain alive’. And when we have shot, bombed or starved the last remaining Kalashnikov-waving Grandmother, and the last infant suicide bomber has vaporised we will not be able to fabricate formulations involving the Iraqi people any more, but we will have made Iraq safe for democracy and Santa Claus, and we will be left with a lot of ruins and a lot of sand and a lot of oil. Oh yes, and a lot of bones, a long history of the sun-bleached bones of the unburied dead.

THE BOSS
Not unjustified rumours persist that the Boss has ‘lost the dressing room’. This lapse of concentration was particularly noticeable at half-time, when the complete absence of a half-time team talk worked unusual magic as this Football Club succeeded in overcoming a 3-0 deficit to record a 4-3 victory.

We are worried in case he might have a brain tumour and attempt to claim on his medical insurance, or that he might begin to lose other geographical locations, such as perhaps the training ground, or even the stadium itself. He might get irretrievably lost in some place he had already forgotten but was just passing through and never find his way out. And then what would we do?

Anyway, we have made sure that an assistant, coach or wife is with him at all times, except when he’s on the toilet, obviously, and so far he hasn’t lost the way out of the cubicle or bathroom and everything seems fine. Of course, he’s got his mobile with him. Last week we were all sitting ‘on the bench’ ‘in the dugout’ (in fact we were sitting on plastic-covered chairs with foam cushioning which were underneath a sort of bus shelter made from curved perspex) and the Boss rang me on my mobile from somewhere in the stand. Well, we managed to talk him down from there without undue notice being taken of it, but these things get around in Football which is a game of vicious rumour and unfounded speculation almost as much as it is one of two halves.

*

The Boss found cause to rebuke his recently-acquired Croatian centre-half Slobodan Simileyanic, saying that in stretching for an awkward aerial ball he had made a ‘thrupenny-bit header’.

Nobody knew what this meant, and most people did not even understand that it could possibly mean anything at all, having never seen or even heard of a thrupenny bit. Was it perhaps a cheap drill attachment? Most occupants of the dressing room were too foreign to understand it, and those who were not were both too young and too stupid. 

The Boss could have replaced this preposterous old coin with a 50p bit in his metaphor and had a bit more of a chance of being understood despite his accent, but it’s basically a stupid metaphor anyway, as if one could make a good, satisfactory header with a 10p piece, for example, when it’s quite clear that a football would knock it clean over. And as if any self-regarding professional footballer would have any knowledge or experience of anything so trivial as a 10p piece in this day and age.

EDWINA

Loath as I am to either restrict free speech or add to the burden caused by successive governments and the fascist press on the prison system, I must propose that Edwina Currie be prosecuted for perpetrating an unusual and surprising degree of violence upon the visual imagination. The mind shies away, like a maiden aunt from a wasp, like a nervous horse startled by an explosion of flaming vomit, from the dreadful pictures which would result from contemplating the conjunction between the egg-woman and the grey man. So we must not get too close to imagining this, my little darlings, for fear of the black whirling pit of stinky madness, as Papa Freud would warn us.

But may we not ask, in careful parentheses, anxious to exclude any wanton peeping of hitherto unsuspected Tory genitalia, whether this erotic catastrophe may not have (in some warped moral transfiguration) inspired the ludicrous vision of a morally bankrupt and fiscally cynical (or vice versa) administration promoting a return to Victorian values under the bathetic catchphrase ‘back to basics’? Victorian values of philandering and slander (long the favoured hobbies of the Westminster elite), of prostitution and bribery, of perjury and lechery and malfeasance and verbose pomposity, values eminently Victorian in that they consist of perverse compounds of hypocrisy and guilt.

That John Major (so little the hero of this story) should declare the episode ‘shameful’ is personally understandable, politically true and pathetically ungallant – a rhetorical gesture typical of the man; flat, unimaginative, inadequate even to be described as bland. Edwina is a woman with a foolish desire to be the centre of attention. This is not a good reason to enter politics, although it often seems to be the only one, but it seems an excellent recommendation for an entertainer (a radio presenter), as is the possession of a voice both grating and dreary, as I would clearly know. Personally, whenever I hear her on the radio (generally the weekend night shift on Radio 5, heroically interrupting callers and guests on an appalling, incompetent and dismal phone-in) I switch it off, a kind of Pavlovian response which is also triggered by Sarah Cox, the loud mouthed git Chris Moyles, ‘Sailing By’, the National Anthem, Opera, Roy Hudd, the Queen, and the Archers theme-tune. This unfortunate state of affairs renders me ineligible for 86.2% of the BBC, and I hereby demand a corresponding refund of all the fees I have not paid them. Coupled (if I dare use that poor, soiled lexical item in this new and appalling context) with the two supreme qualifications alluded to previously, whatever they were, (narcissism and the love of wallowing in the filth of your own corruption or something wholesome and kindly like that I expect), Edwina’s voice jabbing from the tiny black orifice of my Yacht Boy will carry with it the terrifying alloy of unspeakable horrors which Edwina has unleashed within our private minds.

The BBC, the Courts, the Government, the European Union, the Presbyterian Women’s League against Public Immorality, the Pope and the United Nations must take action, make statements, print pamphlets, issue Bulls, publish bills, ring bells, talk balls, drink Bols, must (in short) bring every pressure to bear in order to repress this unsuspected threat to the safety, no, to the very sanity of Society in general and the Nation at large, indeed, Civilisation as we have pretended it from Mesopotamia to the American Empire; and in particular myself.

So having rambled on like this for a bit, I want to appeal to whatever crazed force currently dominates the media: please protect us now from Edwina Currie, Jonathan Aitken, the oil-slick that is David Mellor, Jeffrey Archer, his flagrant wife and the whole panoply of Tory goons that the demon Thatcher unleashed upon the world. God help us now; we have already suffered them once – must we suffer them forever? They are reminiscent of the old Gods in the Borges story who return from limbo depraved and deformed, except that these puny gods of ours were plainly depraved from the beginning.

So what now? 40 years of bureaucratic managerialism basting in its own self-importance? We can look forward to a future where Stringfellows of pole-dancers lobby in hotels all over Westminster, their silicone valleys marked with the drool of pimply spin doctors and business-studies graduate half-wits destined otherwise for the lower reaches of the obfuscatory system. Still, no matter, we will die eventually. What is most shocking, perhaps, in the whole ghastly saga is the decision by the B.B.C. to fire the seemingly amiable Angus Deaton for spending his inflated wage on cocaine and prostitutes whilst retaining the services of the hideous Currie who therefore continues to harangue the innocent listener whilst bringing to mind scenes of erotic horror that were previously literarily unimaginable. Steve Bell, cartoonist, for only one example, made an entire career from failing to imagine that John Major could have sex at all, let alone have sex with anyone quite as unattractive as Edwina Currie. This decision is not only unfair, unwise, a poor piece of judgement and plainly hypocritical, but a gross error of taste. But help. Now I have got too close and my mind is burned, or frozen, or boiled in the bag, and Papa Freud’s black well of stinky madness beckons to me with its fixated lips. Follow me not, my beloved.... in fact it would be best not to read this at all, I’m sorry I mentioned it.

