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05/02/2003  Brains of Oak playing the History Men; dispute about elements in the paper

(no title)
A Chara,

Togive notice of our appeal against defeat by The History Men on 29/01/03 on the following-lieaghounds;

1) An overweight brain was fielded by Ivor. This is a ba#teaimed league and middleeavyweight brains simply
cannot be tolerated.

2) They infinged the foreign player limitation rule by fielding 3 Sassenachs. This rule must be enforced rigidly or |
you know it hordes of highlgpinionated Czech ladies already massing on our easternmost borders according to r
satellite will muscle their waip drinking our hareearned beer and taking all the plum QM jobs which are our childre
heritage (if we are sober enough to have any of course).

3) The barman was biased. He supplied the home team with-gmhéincing drugs but the stuff he sold us mae
lapse into a mental torpor of hatemembrance and seliecrimination (the butterflies were pretty, though). Now |
know how poor Mr Bosnich feels all of the time.

4) One of their players (male) threw a lascivious glance in the direction of Roisiatsklefwhich was undergoing
treatment for cramp at the time (West Mercian Police file attached). If this had gone off in arpoieed pub at a time
when firemen's hoses were lying intermittently flaccid due to industrial inaction we could all hamesbhgelfed in a
toxic conflagration of testosterone and I just hate it when that happens.

5) There were leaves on our table.
See you at the Tribunal with The Chief Electric Pig presiding.
Disgruntled of Ballyboke
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26/02/2003 Rumhations on Kevin Keegan and football after a match against Albert

(no title)
A Chara,

We were sitting in our communal botkyath last night eating gipsyreams, smoking the odd haddock or two and
generally relaxing after our hard fought Quiz victagainst the sabréoothed rabbits of the Albert when who should
walk in but Father Keegan. He's our new curate but rumour has it that he won't be staying long 'cos he hates ou
priest, Fr. Ferguson (miserable auld git) who teases him somethirenrattd throws wellies at him. Anyway, Fr.
Keegan said he was out exorcising his demons on the Reeks and he decided to call in for a chat and a cup of Pi
Number One (almost our national drink now and originally introduced to our shores by survivbes®Wiss Armada ir
1588- that would make a good quiz question!).

Fr. Keegan has retained a boyish passion for German football and sausages and he was looking gingerly teuton
spanking new F.C. Hertha kit (also available on CD). He'stalsible man for the philosophical banter. He says tha
when he gets depressed (frequently) he tends towards a Nietzschean Weltanschauung whereas when he gets €
(less and less these days) he likes to get his rocks off on the combined works of Berghram and John Stuart Hall
(he's got their fanzine pickies all over the vestry). He also veers dangerously towards the Berkeleian view that if
not visible then you don't exist. | didn't like to say "BOLLOX" in front of a priest so | agae#ushheory might be fine
and dandy betimes but was it not refuted by the fact that Alf Inge Haaland is still on the Manchester City payroll
nobody's seen hide nor hair of him since he slipped in to Keano's saloon bar and bistro for a quietsgtagsaof] a
sundried potato "many moons ago" as Tonto would say if he lived on the Reeks.

Fr. Keegan got a bit defensive theand he's not usually a defensive maand fulminated that a prophet was never
understood in his own Reek. He would havedm®ff and found a new Reela Reek that would last "fur ein Tausend
Jahre". He then said he would have to go home to get a map of Poland. "Fair play to you", | said "but mind the ¢
your way out. It's a bit unhinged as well."

Slan from Ballyboke.
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12/03/2003 wdzYA Yyl GA2y&a F2ft26Ay3a I . NIAya SAOG2NE 205N
(no title)
A Chara,

They were humming in the Reeks last night as B'Oak notched up yet anothenumiiang victory, this time against D
O'Mengele. A resuthat brings them to within a weasel's whisker of achieving mediocrity! Father Megson, team
mentor and surdried knobbly carrot lookalike, was exultant:

"Triffic, I'm absolutely supralunatic ! ", he beamed. "I've had some magic moments in the past"

(ina previous life of absolute futility Fr. Megson once led Stockport County to a first round qualifying victory in th
Sherpa Vans (Northern) trophy and went on to achieve the treble with West Bithnee back to back 11 draws, one
of them away from hora!)

"But to lead a team to mediocrity is beyond my wildest dreams. Different class,Triffic ! It's become almost a clic
the game these days but on this occasion ‘epistemological’ really is the only word to sum up our performance. I
realalesense the team are more 'Sheepdip’ than 'Pedigree’ but they play to their strengths. There are no big nar
our squad (although Raisin has 6 letters and so has Damian come to think of it!) and their knees tend to buckle ¢
first pint which is hedly surprising since they have a combined age of 279 but mentally they play like 6 year olds.
They're willing to work their brains to the bone for you and they don't know the meaning of the word 'defeat’ but t
are learning fast. They moaned a bit astfiwhen | introduced nightly Thesaurus training but they are really drawing
benefit (subvention; poor relief; green giro ) from it now.

"When | first came here [, rather naively, tried getting them to play in a cavalier 'University Challenge' typecioia
bookworms doing all the work in the middle and 2 bamids dropping off to sleep on the wings) but they couldn't ge
their heads around the concept. Only the Opsimaths operate the system successfully but remember that at leas
their team playedogether at Dukla Prague under the legendary Franz 'Kaiser' Kafka.

"I know purists throw rotten eggs at us for playing the latgpt game but at the end of the day it's a simple game fol
simple minds. | don't really give a fiddler's dram whether theavidedge is a posteriori or a priori just as long as the
have the courage to shut their eyes and shout out something. The Braggarts have been doing this since before
and nobody's even noticed (their complicated hand signalling has less to dingd-up thinking than with a rare anc
congenital condition known as 'Holt's Palsy') and nobody has been more consistently mediocre over the years tt
Kieran's lot. Marvellous!"

Sports Reporter
Ballyboke Bugle

(Fr. Megson was talking to a fellow bollox)
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19/03/2003 Ruminations following a Brains match against the Griffing Braggarts

(no title)
A Chara,

There's a kinda hush all over The Reeks tonight,tonight.

From my Radio Eireann bunker | can hear silence broken only Igetitie soughing of the wind through the crabple

trees and a squealing clamour of U.S. rookies as they seek to duck parboiled Spud missiles apologetically launc
the beleaguered Branch Manager of the localRack. All this in stark contrast teeteething cauldron that was The
Loyal B'Oak tavern midweek when U.N. troops stood helplessly by, powerless to prevent a bloodcurdling draw b
Fr. Megson's homespun Sunni Druids and Fr. Wenger's Jesuitical Braggarts. Quarts were neither giveth fiooraagk
in the end neither pints difference nor WPC Elizabeth Slinger could separate the teams.

In a dour and overly metaphysical game tempers and nostrils frequently flared and the usually phlegmatic Micha
Braggart was questioned by police (heatésl eventually to confer with his solicitor) when he appeared during a
mutually disastrous final round to make use of the home team's wifjatterned spitoon, an incident that sparked off
an ugly pitch invasion by an itinerant sloth of Babyckaared qiz-setters one of whom was lucky to avoid being sel
home for an early night with Mrs Bath.

Fr. Megson remained tighdurled at the post match interview and Fr. Wenger also refused to be drawn or
photographed. "Malheureusement | was standing behind astdgfence in Valencia at the time so | have missed th
spitoon. | will say though that the QM failed to protect us from the home team's cruel and unusual use of irony w
cut deeply into the beautifully complexioned skin of my pauvres garcons. 3eacssi que beaucoup de questions
importantes were answered ce soir by my team especially the one about London cottagers living mostly in Fulha
I have not known in the past before. | must phone Sven now and we will go scouting for new taleRevoiu'

Filed by our Loiters Agency in the Reeks. Monitored by a store detectiveRadke

Kate Adie is unwell (a touch of direo' eeea, | believe).

P.S. Reeks Riddle of the Week result:

The lucky winner was Colinski, a trainee Christian Brother Wtanchester in Sassana (near Liverpool) who asks:
Who would rule you if you lived in an Idiosyncracy?

and the answer is (look away now if you've got it taped to watch after the kids have cried themselves to sleep):

George Bush
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02/04/2003  Jokey problem page letter and reply following Brains v Albert Park match

The View from BallyOak
A Chara,

B'Oak had been given little chance against the metaphysical superiority of Fr. Michael Moore's rampant "Bowling
Albertine" quartet,but the home team's recent trip to Los Angeles to pick up their Oscar and several as yet undia
infections seemed to take its toll. On a cramped pitch shared with 11 Sassenachs, 14 Qygisnaths and 4 Alberts
(no relation and, for the 44th yeaunning, no Oscars) the Gaels from the Reeks ran out easy winners and without
paying their sizeable bar bill.

At the post match press conference in a hushed broom closet Richard, the League's only "Seeded" player, rema
strangely upbeat and suspiciousyd-back.

"When | were a lad people used to sing about leaving their Hearts in San Francisco but | guess we left our Brain
Mind you, considering the number of Pina Coladas we downed on the Greyhound bus journey from Bangor in M
the westcoast (we got off the 'plane at the wrong stop) | guess we gained a psychological victory by finishing in t
two here tonight." Yes, indeed Richard!

After a brief recess for Richard "to get hisayrdnead together" he resumed,.’A. was marvellous drNicole Kidman
gave us all a lovely time, especially Clivich was nice. The city has a lot to offer even to a seasoned and sated
connoisseur like myself but | was disappointed by its dearth of medieval cathedrals. I've been to Wells on a sch
and it definitely had a medieval cathedral and yet | felt that Wells was a smaller city than L.A. Strange that. Wot
anybody like to see a photo of Wells cathedral? It's no trouble. I've got one here in my wallet."

At this stage our intrepid reporter atle his excuses and left.
AUNT SAM'S PROBLEM PAGE.

This week Aunt Sam devotes her entire page to a dilemma posed by Quintus Garrulous O'Donely, an apprentice
insulator from Ballypoke, who writes:

Of late my team has been listless, lacklustre and safffrom low morals. Nothing new here but it's getting worse.
The team therapist thinks they should get out more often. Maybe try an evening of social bondage in "Kansas C
or even consider joining a coalition.

What do you think? Do coalitiondlfaithin the boundaries of Political Correctness? And if we do decide to coales
how many teams should we do it with and should we wear paper bags over our heads to protect our modesty an
anonymity?

AUNTIE SAM REPLIES:

Well, dear, | always think gd coalitions are like good orgiethe more members the merrier and the devil take the
hindmost. 46 members would be divine with maybe a few embedded reporters thrown in for good measure. Ho
times change and downsizing seems to be the new bladskst#tason so don't feel too constrained, dear. | know |
certainly don't since | stopped wearing that appalling basque! 2 consenting adults can just about swing it. | evel
of a recent case where my socially inept second cousin over in America ndaivacpalesce in a deep and meaningfu
way with his Old English Sheepdog pen pal (but | wouldn't try this in Kansas Chicken!). So just relax and go wit
flow, dear.

As for paper bags, well theyeanot exactly de rigeur, dedout they certainly add #gouch of spice, don't you think.
Good luckdear,and don't forget to wear rubber boots when you are turning on those piggies!

Kisses and Cuddles, Auntie Sam.
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09/04/2003 Ruminations following a home match v The Opsimaths

Verylittle Shock or Awe
A Chairde,

Angry demonstrations by the away fans here tonight following rumours that Opsimath's troubled chairman, Mike
Baa'th, whose family had until recently unbridled control over the massiv®addk franchise in Ballydad, is keen to
liquidate the club and its mgy supporters. The anger was fuelled when Mike's lookalike spokesman (also called ¢
confirmed that he is to sell Colinski, their brilliant but volatile Belorussian snapper up of unconsidered trifles, to F
Partizan Peshmerga in exchange for Johnddarand 2 other beasts of burden. Quite how he purposes to use Har
whose knowledge of Shakespeare and writing in general is said to be suspect remains to be seen. Curfew perm
Colinski is set to make his debut in Kirkuk next Wednesday and Wwenimiswell. With both teams already guarantee
mediocrity the result of the quiz itself was largely academic, an adjective not normally applied to either team. Fo
record the result was:

Real B'Oak 3 (Damian Figo and Roisin Raul(2)) :  Opsltdtl (Ruud Awakening)

The questions set by SWMCC tried hard to dispel the lassitude and ennui of the teams and often succeeded. B!
course lapped up the 64 special questions on ktaunty hurling (1378 1978) but | felt a momentary twinge of

sympathy for the small band of Gastarbeiter Sassenachs who eke a living and a Quiz out of the Reeks. Obvious
lack the cultural inheritance of the natives and most of them probably still think a Hurley is a small brain trapped
low-cut dress. Maybe the odd cricket question could be lobbed at them as a sop and comfort blanket. On secor
thoughts, sod 'em. Let them go to the fleshpots and themed Sassenach bars of Dingle if they want that sort of tt

SWMCC is, of course, a new name in oagle this seasonand an unpronounceable one to boot! According to my
indispensable copy of "The Rough Guide To Unpronounceable Even Rougher QuizTeam Names" (Frank McClir
Press; 38 korunas and a pint of house lager), SWMCC is actually a 19th Senb@@roatian variation of the 12th
century Welsh anagram CWMCS as indeed are most of their fiendishly concocted and inventive questions.

Their lead singer Eddie Araucaria (ex Catatonia and of course The Drifters) tells me they are hoping to goetros
season with the release of their new album "Electric Pidgsplugged.”

Mike Baa'th is busy this weekend-redexing his grand children (congrats. from all of us) and of course redecoratin
palaces and repointing his statues. He has asked merntonate a Question of the Week (or as that underestimated
American oral poet Donald Rumsfeld recently called it, "one of the unknown great unknowns." And the winner is

Q: How many pieces of wood are carried off the field by the losing team in the Badlybosus Ballydad Reeks hurling
final?

A: 37 (their own hurling sticks; their opponent's (broken) hurling sticks; 4 goal posts; 2 crossbars and Sarah Berr
wooden leg)

Bet you didn't know that, Kieran.

Slan
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16/04/2003

Ballyboke Bugle Saturday Supplement
Legend tells us that on St. George's Day 2003 the white Knights of The Companions of St. Snoopy did mortal be
the noisome maidemmauling, vindaloeswilling Braggarts of Griff. Today to mark the Millenniumhds,tthe kid sister o
all battles, we revisit Snoopy and, in the tired and detested format of a more famous but less worthy Saturday
supplement, we subject them to a temurlingly fatuous Q + A session. No hames have been changed to protect th
innocentand it should be noted that the editor is insolvent as he had to buy another loaf at lunchtime.

Home for Snoopy's Friends is a large detachedRemany caravan which clings idyllically but frantically to the
westernmost tip of the third Reek from the suwWhen | arrive | find that all the others have gone out ctigging
leaving the paterfamilias to field my questions unconferrélaus at a stroke doubling the fee. | am surprised to find
that he is in fact Sassenablorn, a cross he seems to bear lvgood humour and great fortitude. Looking cool yet
reassuringly avuncular in a cerise kaftan with matching deerstalker and bedsocks he drapes himself luxuriously .
accommodating ottoman and, sucking ruminatively on his meerschaum, signals regimo b

Q: Firstly, a question often asked by housewives who can't resist a flutter on you, is 'Snoopy's Friends' your real

A: (Laughing and peeling a kumquat). Good Heavens, no. No that name goes back to the early 90's when we
in the world of rap music. We have kept it partly for reasons of nostalgia and partly to confuse the tax man. No,
real name is 'The W& and Bairns of Judge Roy Bean'.

Q: When did you first break into the world of TV stardom?

A: | think it was in 1685 (gosh I'm showing my age now!) when we were lucky enough to be asked to host the pc
light entertainment programme 'Surag Night AfThe Bloody AssizesDo you remember 'Beat the Cle@katcher'?
That was our idea. Of course not many people had clocks or even TVs in those innocent days.

Q: Do you believe in Life?

Yes. Especially for those irritating people who insist on rgsirtly franked postage stamps.
And Death?

If the black cap fits.

And Life after Death?

No. The quality of mercy is not strained but droppeth like a gentle Fr. Megson from the Premiership. Ergo, th
sentences should be allowed torreoncurrently.

>0 0 >

Q: And less boringly, what's your favourite Boy Band?
A: (Polishing a papaya with gusto). Atomic Kitten.
Q: What is your greatest strength?

A: An esoteric knowledge of Irish geography. My family has had moles in the Reeks faesamidithey keep us fully
informed. And before you ask we don't have any weaknesses. Incidentally, did you know that the medieval Ree
divided into 14 ridings just like Somerset? Marvellous!

Q: What is your favourite smell?
A: Exhibit "A" fronThe Crown versus Keith Moon at The Old Bailey in September 1972.
Q: And your favourite fantasy?

A: It used to be coming off the bench, still in my robes, to score the winning goal in-thelakitl Hurling final (a more
dapper version of that chap the Guinness advert). | can't really discuss my more recent one as it is currently sul
judice- anyway it's none of your business, slaphead!

Q: What keeps you awake at night?
A: Dangling participles, Schrodinger's Cat andbzgdBraggarts throwing stes at my window.
Q: Should the Royal Family be scrapped?

A: No, not all of them. Just the big fat geezer in the armchair. He should be ashamed of himself, he should.
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Q: How would you define a perfect question?

A: One that is left hanging in the &r a while before it is allowed to go begging.

Q: What is the one most important lesson that Latin has taught you in life?

A: (Looking darkly into his hahten pomegranate) "Mens imbuta vino volat ad pudenda."”

Q: If you could take only one dysieanagram with you to your Desert Island to remind you of your colleagues in t
Reeks quiz league which one would you choose.

A: GRABING FFRIRATS.

Q: Finally, how would you like to be remembered?

A: Instantaneously and for 2 points (imagine the ignominy if my family had to confer!).
Fr Megson

Editor's note:

Julie O' Burchill is unwell (a vented spleen following a surfeit of french fries). I'm sure all our readers will join out
circulation managr in wishing her a very slow recovery.
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23/04/2003 Ruminations after match v TUFKAC

Reflections on Brains v TUFKAC from our rambling correspondent
A Chairde,

Unlike Arsenal, the Braggarts, or Tony Blair, neither of these Bakany worries about failing to retain the
Premiership and in the event neither of them did. In true Celtic fashion the girls from the Reeks scraped home b
skin of their hoops. Tuf on Kac. Tuf on the causes of Kac. Congrats to Alison from €horitdardy (Gateway to
Stretford and the western Reeks) who scored highly and impressively on her League debut for B'oak. The big g
now is, can the heavily castndjock strapped Fr. Megson hold on to his youthful starlet? He reckons she reniimds
of a young Wayne Rooney but everyone else reckons that she is even pretyeR 4 KS R2Say Qi al

Hard to believe but it is 30 years now since Christies last topped the charts though it's said that even now on col
moonlit nights ghostly strains 8¥ellow River" can still be heard wafting plaintively across the Reeks. Yes, the sol
remains the same but not the name. For, with business acumen unworthy even of "French Connection", Christie
cocked an anarchic snoop at titular convention and a newstart legend was born. Today, from the catwalks of Mil
to the tomcat alleys of Droylsden, "Tufkac" has become the opium of the idle and the icon of the chic.

Nothing fopish though about the unashamedly unflexed pectorals behind thehgts. Equayl at home in
"Stringfellows" on a sultry Saturday night or in "Wacky Warehouse" on a drizzly Sunday afternoon they continue
Cain and the profile of Christies Hospital in much the same way as General Sherman razed Atlanta. Thanks to 1
shady eforts a rash of themgoubs now pockmarks the entire rive gauche of the Mersey as far as Tescos and they
to move into their new purpose built topless gidoar "The Tartan Turkey" early next Mother's Day (terrorists
permitting). No cow is sacred todim and nobody is allowed to halt their inexorable march to Monopolyville. Witn
this terse comment from the emanager of the now defunct "Pie And Porringer" alehouse on School Lane:

"Big Issue, sir? FCUKTUFKAC!!I" Have a nice day, anyway.
Slan

PSCongrats also to Jay Garner for landing Mike Baa'th's old job as managing directeRatRia Ballydad. | alway
knew he would get the chance to play Maverick again.
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28/05/2003 Amusing send up of recent website debatewdmat makes for the perfect quiz paper

Ballyboke Boa Vista v Carrauntuoil Lost Wanderers Cup Final Report
A Chairde,

Both these teams easily qualified for the final on the controversial lowest scoring beateffisalists rule as indeed
did AC Milarwho were subsequently disqualified for being just a little bit too Italian and flash for their own good.

Ballyboke won a closely contested and Hathpered toss and elected to play downmarket and demind of the
outside Gents in the first halflUnfortunately this proved to be their last success of the evening and they subseque
failed to register a score. Team mentor Fr. Megson was disconsolate but philosophical:

"It's no big deal", he opined. "When | were a lad | never seemed to scorenin@g discos and it was much the sam
thing during my time at the Hawthorns. | remember telling young Lee Hughes not to worry overmuch about bein
useless pisspot; strikers are only human after all and you can't expect them to score every seasorefaiy to Lee,
he hasn't. | think my team done brilliant to get to the Cup Final. To get through an entiredutomkmpetition with
only 9 defeats says as much about my lad's failure to understand the rules as it does about Fr. O'Donely'sgblsycl
surreal organisational skills. Marvellous."

Both teams later attended a boisterous and sporadically lewd presentation ceremony and Fr. Ferguson (miserak
git) was on hand to throw the "Lifebuoy Perpetual” Shield at the winners. The wortmg lvere each given an
ultimatum to do better next season or bugger off and find another pub as well as their very own ssingulean of
"Lynx De Luxe" deodorant which will be greatly valued by their respective spouses and indeed by their cuddleso
shee.

Attached is a random selection of perfect questions. Sorry, Sassanachs, they are a bit on the cerebral side, but
anyway. There's no shame in scoring nul points for the second time in a fortnight. To view the answers simply ¢
your heal and click over there.

PERFECT QUESTIONS FOR REEKS QUIZ FINAL
(Sponsored by Arbeit Macfry of Dingle & Duisberg)

z A

vmY 2 KAOK F2NX¥SNJ LINSBAARSY(d 2F (K P{! Aa Tl Y fittng
roughly hewr wooden dentures?

Q2: Name the short lived Supergroup formed by Robert Plant, Mick Jagger, Joe Cocker and Python Lee Jacks
a massive number one hit in the 1970s before succumbing to the usual cocktail of Sex and Drugs and@usage

Q3: What cataclysmic event of 1914 caused Lord Grey of Fallodon to pessimistically say: "The lights are going ¢
2 PSNJ 9dzNRB LISE K

vnyY 2 KAOK {O2GGA4aK 02Ny tNRGSadGlyd NBF2NYSN I yR
Monstrous S 3AYSyYy G hT 22YSyéK
vpyY 2 K2 AYALANBR !060lQa OfFraaird az2y3a a5FyOAy3a v

Q6: If you live in England and have babies, whether you planned them or not, where do you have to write to if \
want money to feed and clothe them and buy them cough mixturé the odd sweet?

Q7: Which rock star was born Benedict Aloysius RoRo?

vy Y 2 K2 AYy WdzZ & mdopcc Tl YR@zZAXE V2ARNEKACKSE (KAY]
Q9: On what day of the week was Sheffield Wednesday FC formed?

Q10: Which singer became knowrda a ¢ KS C2NDSQa { 6SSUGKSI NI ¢ K

Q11: During the media ban on Sinn Fein members using their own voices when interviewed, who was used by 1
to dub the voice of Gerry Adams?

Q12: What instrument is traditionally used in Spain to execute criminals thegrdeserve it?
Q13: What dramatic event in world history was predicted thus by Nostradamus:
aLy GKS aSlrazy 2F GKNBS t2L)53a

Eleven tractors shall rise in the East
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And crush the Gooners against the ropes
With garbled Bob, son of Rob, their anointed HighlA S & (1 @ ¢ K
vmnyY 2 K2 gl a GKS FANRG LISNER2Y G2 0S02YS I YAfftAZ2y

Q15: Which actress became infamous for pumping up the volume by wearing a specially constructed bra for he|
G¢KS hdzifl géK

Q18 Who invented the bicycle?
Q17: Which famous calendar is named after Pope Gregory XllI-15862?
Q18: Why did the citizens of Hartlepool recently hang their Lord Mayor?

Q19: In Britain an incoming Prime Minister traditionally signals hisifiiingness to form a Government by kissing
GKAOK LI NI 2F GKS az2yl NOKQa FylFid2YeékK

Q20: England has over the years shown an anally retentive predilection for fighting against countries which beg
GKS fSGGSNI aLE O0F2NI LIAE 2200 brYS Ftyeé n 2F GKSYO®

and THE PERFECT ANSWERS

Q1. Bill Clinton

VHY {Gd 2AYyATNBRQA {OK22f [/ K2ANJ

voyY . dzNyf SeQa QAOG2NE Ay GKS C! [/ dzld 2F GKFG &St
Q4: John Noakes

Q5: Tor Andre Flo

Q6: Washington DC (the Bush Baby Department)

Q7: Brian Ferry

Q8: Jimmy Greasg

Q9: Tuesday (the first and only instance of forward planning being used within the club)
Q10: Marc Almond

Q11: Graham Norton

Q12: The Carrot (Julio Inglesias records are only used for Basque terrorists)

Q13: Ipswich Town winning the FApQI 1978

Q14: Chris Tarrant

Q15: Thora Hird

Q16: Sir Walter Raleigh

Q17: The Pirelli Calendar (he was formerly Cardinal Alf Inge Pirelli)

Q18: Because he used to be a monkey and so was Peter Reid

Q19: The Hands (Tony Blair was officiallgtigated for getting this wrong in 1997)

VHANY LN} IjT LYRAIFIT LOStFYRT LNBflFYyR O0SEGNI GAYS ¢
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15/10/2003 @ First match of the 2003/04 season

(no title)
A chairde,

More whimpers than bangsn Wed. night last as a jaded Mike Bath finally popped his head out from under his din
duckdown duvet and belatedly pulled the plug on this year's rutting season. In what has frankly been a tedious .
unreproductive season we congratulate the ElecRigs for once again coming out on top of the pile thanks mainly
butchissimo performance from their stdgrned team captainimpossible to identify due to the black mask and velc
basque, although, intriguingly, he and Gary never appear togethtiiei same pirup photo. What he lacked in
technique he more than made up for with his many penetrating surges into the opponent's box. His caterwauling
blood-curdling cries of "GERONIMO" frequently enlivened and provoked the South Manchesteahuhi@nl even the
sultriest Summer night.

An honourable mention also goes to Ethel Rodin who, despite nursing a niggling groin sprain and a splitting hea
gave some memorable performances, mostly away (well away) from home. A bouquet of barbedsodes Mike
Heale for lifting the "Most Promising Newcomer" award for the 82nd year in successibmuite a record but almost.

Jointly and firmly tied at the bottom (and savouring every moment of it) were the unseeded Tufkac and the still v
Stunped who predictably lived up to their name though the same cannot be said of their team captain, Roger, wi
with hindsight that his team's 4play may still be a little on the cryptic side especially when playing with more basi
like Fifth Finger Fifth Finger, incidentally, as avid readers of "The Sport" will already know, were forced to preme
withdraw from the fray both for ungentlemanly conduct and for having a name likely to cause a breach of the pe
(and not for having a piece ondtbeach as reported in "The Sport" and in her sister paper the "Daily Mail*). The o
previous player to have been banned for having a dicky monicker was the greatly unlamented "Chopper" Harris
course went on to sire three perfectly normal sonasité, Keith and Orville.

Also failing to go all the way were B'Oak who pulled out of their scheduled weekend trysts and forfeited the spoil
Fr. Megson issued forthsome would say gushed little white papal Bul "Post Coitum Omne Animal Crisget"- in
which he decreed that no flesh should be consumed on a Friday night unless accompanied by a sober and cons
fish. Try finding one of those on a Friday night in Didsbury!

And speaking of ornithology, did you know that the humble swift cateron the wing? And did you also know that t
now even humbler Pete from St. Cath's can't. He deserves a lot of kudos for trying though. He even momentari
managed to make the earth move but it didn't move fast enough, or far enough, to avoid acoliistipn with our
crestfallen and fredalling local Lothario somewhere just off the A6 (honeymoon couples planning scenic drives tc
Levenshulme are advised to take an alternative route). Pete is currently appearing in traction at The Fletcher M
Pkase don't reopen old wounds by asking him if he fancies a swift half.

Finally it is disappointing to note that the Histrionic Men, for so long the sleeping giants of the Rutting Kingdom, (
even enter this year. They pulled out dramatically follayivor's shock announcement that he wished to spend mo
guality time with his plate. He has additionally employed two Estonian au pairs and a Welsh dresser to ensure
prized plate gets the best possible start in life. Let's hope he never matagis a cup or he will be well nigh
unbearable.

| see Mike has retreated back under his duvet, probably to dwell nostalgically on his many and varied conquests
night before yesteryear. So that shouldn't take long. Then, when he has emptiedghegjital ashtrays and arrangec
for Ethel Rodin to be "churched" we can start the quiz. A far more manly pursuit, if you ask me. | know Fr. Meg:
agrees. He was saying on Eurotrash last week that for him much of the romance has gone out of ourRattievar
since Skye TV were given exclusive viewing rights (TVs in the rest of Scotland have to make do with reruns of "
Heather Club"). | feel personally that if more priests spoke out on Eurotrash we would have far more democratic
confessionhboxes and a corresponding reduction in pilfering from the locadfCoWhy not let the "Withington
Reporter" know what YOU think about this sensitive issue. Even if you haven't had an original thought about thi:
anything else since West Brom lastmihe Cup drop them a line anyway. They will publish it and send you some |
hence the origin of their motto "Publish and be jammed". Marvellous.

Enjoy your jam but don't dare get any of it on Ivor's plate!
Charlie George

(retired and emotional and $dor quiz after mopping up operations by MB and the emptying of post coital ashtrays
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sewer of consciousnes®dult as alibi for eating meatraipsing off to some sordid little stedtouse)
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12/11/2003 Poking fun at theDpsimaths

(no title)
A chairde,

Troubled times for the Reeks' oldediut by no means grumpiesiguiz league team, as The Opsimaths are declared
out and bankrupt, both encyclopaedically and morally. Grizzled chairman Mike Bath, looking meaedghan you
would normally expecafter a mere 76 winters of discontent, spoke exclusively to Money Reeks. Perched in his Il
cardboard box high above Old Lansdowne Road where he has vowed to remain until his team pick up their first
point of the season (you will be lonely thisxs, Mr. Bath) he explained:

"It is a very complicated and technical cagkand you would need to be a financial Wunderkind like wot | am to full
understand its complexities but to put it in simple layman's terms for oiks like you and your readersevgone to the
dogs and it can only be a matter of time before they bring in the retrievers. To make matters worse my assets al
to be frozen if | stay up here much longer. Throw us up another Gypsy Cream for the love of God!"

In a brave but fute effort to stave off the inevitable Mike has rebranded and relaunched his team as "Coveifinia
thought to be short for "Consigried to the Beaver Road primary school quiz league next season”. He also has pl
bring new blood into the team by sitng other teams' cast off dross under the Bosnich ruling. So, if you happen tc
smug unemployable Australian tub of lard with disturbing racist tendencies and difficulty coming off your lines, M
would love to hear from you.

Mike was unwilling to@nfirm persistent rumours that a, as yet unnamed, Rusholme ghee billionaire is poised to b
team hook, line and sinker. "No comment" he barked in a very convincing Glaswegian accent, "though obviousl
would welcome an injection of cash or indeedyather substance that might be going cheap on the streets of
Rusholme”.

Such a move would not be welcomed by Griffin regular and occasional quiz player Marshall Dillon (not his real n
"A braindrain would then become indtable," he fulminated, "and as always it would be the smaller teams like us t
would suffer". (The team based in the Griffin who cannot be named for legal and aesthetic, reasons currently he
combined length and girth measurement of 25 feet 7 indbaistake away the girth and you could easily squeeze the
into a Swan Vesta box).

If anybody has any old quiz papers that they have already memorised or dodgy magazines that have similarly be
committed to memory could they please make paper aeroplangobthem and waft them up gently to Mike who is |
need of some new stimulation having just completed his eleventh count of the roof tiles of West Didsbury and its
environs (he could be wrong but he reckons there's one missing).

Gay Gordon Mc Gecko.

Edi 2 NR& b2GSY

In a daring piece of avant garde experimentalism not attempted in this country since The Opsimaths set last wee
paper this article contains several key words that could act as a subversive and subliminal reminder to book earl

nextyear's Didsbury Dog Show (tickets on application to Mike Heale or his faithful friend, Bingo). See if you can
any of them- oops there's another not so subliminal one! Down boy!
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19/11/2003 A bit of fun at the expense @ A { S | y Brieal NB h Q

(no title)
A Chairde,

| have been inundated by a letter from Dusty and Mike (who likes to be called "Buffalo" in his more climactic mor
Springfield from the Albert quiz team. They are asking when they can reasonably hop@e tebeipt of their first
points of the season. Well Dusty and Buffalo, | posted them out to you some time in mid October along with Eve
emergency vodka and tonic vouchers from the Distress Fund so they should be with you one of these Wednesd:
the not too distant future. Mind you, some of those lehgired Trotskyite apologists who pose as postmen, and wh
seem of late to be infesting our erstwhile apjdie (just as Mrs Bush used to bake), Gaald Mammonfearing
bourgeois quiz league in eviercreasing and alarming numbers, have downed tools again recently. Up against the
nearest wall with them, | say, sorted; but does anybody listen to reason these days? Not bloody likely!

Well David Davis does | suppes® you might not get them until xé¢ season. Or the season after that. Or never, a:
the case may be. Who knows? | only work here. What do you want me to do? Weep? | suppose you think | h
bloody vocation for sodding customer care just like that pious, parboiled, carrotty, gamdhoes Father bloody
Almighty Megson. Get real. Look at the time. It's nearly midday and I've been chained to this desk since 10.55
bloody bus was late again but try telling that to the superannuated gstesgper in high heels we've got for a
manager!). There's no way I'll be able to find time to eat at lunchtime and it's doing my stomach ulcer no good at
I'm in perpetual agony here but | have to soldier on. Just how do they expect me to get to the canteen and spen
hours in the pulwhen they only give us a measly one hour lunch break. Bet the bloody Union rep never brings tf
at conference. More interested in peiancing poxy firemen they are than in decent workahgss heroes like me and
David Davis. | often wish I'd neveft that abattoir in Kilmacow where | used to work. At least they gave me some
credit (and some overtime) there for having homicidal tendencies. So stop bloody whingeing and let me get on \
life. | do have one you know. Unlike some people Iccméntion. Bloody quiz teams!

| do hope this prompt and measured response reassures you Dusty. Try and get some sleep now and take Evel
you. There should be a half bottle of Merrydown in the fridge if she's still being troubled by those pinkratepbust
tell her it's a premier cru from the new Kwiksave "Pasdefrills" exclusive range and she'll swallow it. Sleep tight al
of you. Tomorrow is another cacky day, as Clark Gable once wrote.

Oh yes, almost forgot. You also requested a soothéegrd for your Auntie Maureen who plays for Fulham F.C. and
who finds it hard to get to sleep off the pitch. No probs Dusty. West London eh? | know it well. Did my Custom
training there yonks ago (does it show?). Fab place. Used to seé\zdnleand Alan Hudson in the pub most
afternoons. Lovely lads. Shared my artistic temperament they did. Relaxed as newts. | used to think Merrydov
the alternative name for the wishbone 'til | discovered them swigging away the afternoons in HédandHappy days
They're probably dead by now. Or playing for QPR. Or both.

You never said which record your Auntie Maureen would like. Leave it to me, Dusty, I'm a very intuitive guy. He
are Maureen- specially for you and your Fulham teammst "Blue Is The Colour". Get stomping.

Your humble servant,

Conan Milosevic (Ms), Acting Customer Care Manager,

The Reeks Benefits Agency (Ireland's Number One Benefits Agency),

(Most of our highly motivated team have, or hope to apply for, work pesnit
Remember our mission statement : OUR CUSTOMERS MUST KNOW NO BETTER
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26/11/2003
G¢2Y 5dzade FyR . dzFFlLF€2 {LINAYIFASER

A Chairde,

We note that you recently pursued a claim for 2 points in respect of the Albert Quiz Team. We further note that
moaned like the proverbial Man Utd fan when you were in-neceipt of said points. It has come to our attention fro
an anonymous and ghly mercenary source (www.snooperswithfriendslikethese dot cotton) that no such establist
as the Albert exists in Didsbury or indeed in any adjacent or parallel universe excepting the one in Withington wt
probably just a mirage from the 1970%/e must therefore conclude that your claim is fraudulent. It behoves me to
inform you that | have consequently arranged for 2 points to be deducted from your Post Office account forthwitk
without prejudice leaving you with a current credit rating ofwms 2 points. | must also ask Evelyn to return 27
hogsheads of vodka and tonic to our Distress Fund using the enclosed prepaid envelope.

You will be aware from several leading articles in that hallowed organ The Reeks Daily Mail (incorporating The &
Kerry Lovely Girls on Lovely Tractors Gazette) that such fiscal abuse is running rampant in the Reeks. Teams s
V Fingers, St.Kathleens and The Histrionic Men continue to smuggle home unmerited points with brazen, dare |
abandon thus bleding our economy dry on a weekly basis. Is it any wonder that The Reeks can only afford a lite
rate of 1.27% (if myself, Fr Megson and his Turf Accountant were to abscond to Amsterdam for a life of casual
debauchery just a pipedream at the momendJas- then this figure would dip t60.04%) cause for concern | think yo
will agree.

Clearly this cannot be allowed to continue. Our Dipstick Tribunal has consequently decided to award you an adt
penalty, to wit: torture and death not exceediniisembowellment with a fairly hot poker. You have of course the ri¢
to appeal but be advised that any unsuccessful appeal may serve to lengthen the poker. Our departmental loca
authority and COR&ilpproved disemboweller is currently keeping his hanty attending a training course at
Parrswood High. Mindful of waiting time targets we have therefore tendered the job out to a private firm of cowb
(www.XPats dot cotton). As their name suggests they have been ethnically cleansing Irishmen fatigenaow
without complaint so you need have no cause for concern. Just relax and go with the flow would be my advice.

Could you all please arrange to be in next Monday afternoon after 4pm as-FPats Xke to get an early start. Fr
Megson will dropound to assist you in your final agony but try to keep it short as he tends to throw terrible tantru
he's not home in time for Blue Peter. If you have any questions do not hesitate to confer.

Yours affectionately,

Arkan McArkle

Chief Auditor, ReekseBefits Agency

PS. Forgive my levity at such a stressful time for you but | simply have to ask: Are you the Opsimaths in disguise
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03/12/2003 A letter from Emmanuelle Kant

(no title)
A Chairde,

Fr. Megson can be with us in spirit only this week as his more corporeal entity got struck by a bolt of meringue o
steps of St. Kathleens last night whilst remonstrating with His Eminence Grise, Cardinal Snoopy about the allege
superiority of Wittgerstein didactic over the far more Hegelian Thomas Aquinas school of thought (and woodwork
GCSE standard). Things got even more arcane inside as the questions were unfurled in a kaleidoscope of vario
matched only by the colourfully explosivantpuage of those unfortunate participants who were unable to reach the
escapes. Truly unforgettable questions but then again Europe still has difficulty forgetting the Black Death! Why
why, oh why, were there so many questions about Rainbowshanmtention whatsoever of Zippy and his gay param
George. What a Bungle, Mr. Snoopy!

And why have Partick Thistle sacked Fr.Megsontseekfriend and amanuensis (don't you ever wonder what Sylvia
Kristell is doing these days?) Gerry Collins? OK so they only had 2 points in the Scottish Premier League and C
beginning to seem uriely that they would overhaul Celtic at the top of the tree but surely 2 points is not all that b
In our league it would probably be enough to guarantee youtalide mediocrity. | wonder if he will come down sou
to manage a top post office or maykeeen City? Who knows? Nobody knows. Which brings me nicely back to la
night. What a vicious circle life can be.

Emmanuelle Kant
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17/12/2003 A Christmas message from Father M

(no title)
Both the little hand and the bigand are moving very rapidly leaving Fr Megson in a spiritual pickle as he, already
behind this year, struggles valiantly if somewhat ineptly to get his Easter cards out on time. His unanswered fan
mounting up as well. Not to mention thmslls and the threatening letters from irate husbands. A good job he doesr
have to update his quiz team's points total every week or the pressure would drive him mental. If you don't belie
him, just ask his imaginary friend.

Rest assured howeverahour conscientious cleric will still find time to give his traditional "URBIS et PRINTWORF
address to the poor and fuddled masses of Manchester and Salford next Sunday morning immediately after the
Peter omnibus. As is the custom he will rannirthe top of the world's highest and emptiest glass display cabinet (
it makes an excellent dry ski slope) situated just opposite Victoria which, coincidentally, is the world's emptiest rr
railway station- with the possible exception of CarrauntbCentral. His special guest will be Bono, The Reeks very
part time rock legend, cowboy, booted Papal adviser and full time dog's dinner.

The dress rehearsal was held last Friday night and was a great success. Afterwards Fr Megson and his Turf Ac
repaired furtively to that legendary hostelry ofi#pute "The Whippet Inn" hard by the Cathedral gates. Victuals we
called for andbur loosely frocked priest partook of a goodly chitterling. "Yum yum, pig's bum!" was the cry.
Whereupon the feisty serving wench from Bohemia dismissively passed it over to the other table for a bonus. T\
of lusty Blue Nun were downed without raln ceremony and then to pudding; to wit the noisome speciality of the
house, Spotted Dick Surprise. At length a heady Noilly Prat (named after one of Fr Megson's less salubrious Re
ancestors, did you know?) and a condor moment to round off a peefeening of quiet and selfless contemplation fo
our clerical paragon.

And so to bed.

PS. Earlier that evening Fr Megson was in Deansgate playing his kazoo and soliciting for alms when he thought
spotted Barry from Finger V in the window of Waterstosi&giing copies of Martin Johnson's new autobiography. Ni
work Baz if you can get it. If you've finished with that library book "How to look like a famous rugby player withot
actually getting your left ear and right buttock bitten off" could you fowitd Roisin? She quite fancies signing cop
of the new Jonny Wilkinson cookery book in the window of The Chorlton Bookshop next Tuesday afternoon. Sh
it's great craic altogether practising his hand movements during the Rosary hour at trafniNgegson thinks her soul
is now in even greater peril than her mind.

I'll leave you with a heastvarming human interest story from the Withington and Reeks Reporter. The newspape
proves that great journalism is not deaglist moribund.

A worrying 48 hours last weekend for members and fans of the St. Kathleen's folkloric musical combo "The Funk
Four" as their lead spoofdayer and mascot went missing presumed lost. Mike (28) and his beloved mutt Bingo |
went spelunking in the Blue John m&ef Derbyshire early on Friday morning. The alarm was raised when they fa
to return home for their tea (chilli con pilchards and a tin of Bono respectively). Bassoonist Alan (63) takes up th

"We was worried sick. Still no sign of them latickingout time so we sent for the Peelers. They combed the area
bicyclelamps and muttered blasphemies but it were fruitless. You try to stay optimistic, like, but deep down you
the worst, you know, like a chip pan fire or summat. It weréuhwit were as much as we could do to sup our ale
without going all soppy."

"Still, life has to go on and we were just starting to audition for a new spptay®r on Sunday morning when the
happy news broke on Radio Burnage. Apparently some altristerican tourists were out weasbhiting and, blow
me, if they didn't find Mikey and Mutty stuffed down a rabbit hole near Takrit which is bloomin' miles down the ro
from Derbyshire. There's nowt as queer as folk, | always say. | thought at ledsgthuld have had more sense."

Both are now safely back in St. Kathleen's warm and fragrant bosom. And, despite everything, Mike is determir
play the spoons again.

"That's the last time | let Mike hold the map", chuckled Bingo (82) as they ceéma posed for our photographer in a
communal tin baa'th by an open fire in a parlour bedecked with mistletoe, roasted chestnuts and lachrymose Co
waifs with beguiling yet strangely irritating speech patterns.

And a jolly Dickensian Christmas tocdillyou from Fr Megson.
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14/01/2004

Bog- Snorkellers of the World Unite
A Chairde,

Mounting problems for Fr. Sinbad Megson this season as Brains of Oak struggle to regain their majestic medioc

yesteryear. No, | never knew his first name was Sinbad either, until he let it slip in the sauna. Apparently it is ta
from an old Pigsh acronym standing for Single Income No Brains Absolutely Desperate. Much more interesting
Jack don't you think? To his credit, though, the bespectacletqised carrot lookalike is refusing to panic.

Interviewed exclusively for the Isle of Skye Bwmrkelling Channel on the steps of his beloved Church Of The Hid
Ovarie his remarkable sa#igpid showed through even more clearly than the ScoBlmo TFshirt under his size 44 pink
nylon shirt (Milletsof Collyhurst ; £2.99; matching bobkhat 49p extra).

"Mounting problems are nothing new to me ", he beamed, "but fortunately | have a celibacy clause written into n
contract, so | don't let such problems cramp my style too much. Seriously thowghyld take more than the odd
apocalypse or two to put me off the smell of Ceeops in the morning. | know they haven't answered a question
correctly since mid November but these things happen in quizzes and, at the end of the vespers, they araigtll a '
and callow team well, apart from three or four of them. My bestest buddy from the top bunk at the seminary, Fr.
Leary, had the same trouble with his babies at Leeds United but he didn't panic and look where they aretoday
everywhere excepin Leeds come to think about it. Anyway, there's no way | would agree to go to bloody Birming
and take up a missionary position under Bishop Doug Ellis like poor Fr. O'Leary had to do. No way, Josie."

The transfer window may be open but Fr. M. wdrét spending any money. "There is some money in the Kitty since
have not had to buy a round this season but I'm saving that since | promised my housekeeper who does for me |
splendidly too!) that | would take her to the Atomic Kitten concert at Shikans. | confessoops there | go talking
shop again that | did go round the skips of Didsbury and Withington on Boxing Day looking for bargain basemen
players surplus to requirements at wealthier teams but there was nothing worth picking up, emoewside the Bath
household. | did find a few old turkeys but why carry coals back to Newcastle, so to speak!"

Has Fr. SM as he is known in the sauna, any plans to change the team's tactics in the second half of the seasot

"Tactics? I'm afraid youeviost me there", conceded the man recently voted most likely to be the next Fr. Keegan.
Actually it would be nice if the team could sit down during home matches. That bloody landlord has got more T\
than they have at NASA Control. Another usgfabvation might be for the team to start listening to the question
being asked and to leave their specialised subjects to the end of the quiz". Roisin's specialised subject after a fe
of diet Vimto is entitled "How Hard It was Being A CowgirlartiNBelfast During The War Of The Roses". A quick
resumé of this local parish skirmish for those of you who have been following the Princess Di story over on ITV f
past 36 years and may have missed any mention of it:

The Green Roses had God on thsile and they went into extra time against the Orange Roses who had the even
ubiquitious and omniscient Rev. Paisley on their side, though if they had not been so strapped for cash they wot
liked to replace him with Sir Alec Ferguson. TheeGiRoses were doing rather well until Roisin got sent off (to
Manchester) for being drunk in charge of a bin lid and for not having a beatl, how can you possibly terrorise
people properly if you haven't even got a beard! She went on to form herrewegade faction which she called the
Stoned Roses. But they had neither God nor the Rev. Paisley on their side and they quickly wilted. Roisin then
of the Defence Of The Realm Act (DORA, who coincidentally is not related to our very owrR6@HiEand she was
subsequently interned in a high security Post Office in-dldag and inhospitable suburb of the British Empire. And
there to this day she languishes, incarcerated in a 3 foot square registered locker and forgotten by everyonmexc
pensioners who like to drop in once a week just to ask her questions a bit like the ones you get asked on THE W
LINK only not as daft.

But don't breathe a word of this in public just in case there happens to be any nonogenarian Black doderangsat
the bar. You never know these days.
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Seven Sins That Shook The World

According to a leaked document which has just fallen into the back pocket of a sleaze expert in the offices of the
BALLYBOAK DARMOWER, a soon to be published enquiry will heavily criticise a ramglelitand experienced priest
for allowing his quiz team to be entirely oblivious to a consignment of seven or eight deadly sins probably bound
or the Isle of Man, and blatantlyoncealed inside an innocuous looking quiz paper by the hard line paralytic factior
Finger V.

We confronted an ashefaced Fr. Megson as he sneaked out of the side door of VESPERS exclusive club for inci
gentlemen priests.

"Fair cop", he mumbled] should have been more diligent, though to be fair, priests cannot be expected to go rou
spotting sins all the time. If we did we would never get a moment for Rest and Relaxation especially in this quiz

"With hindsight | think the little fluff animal in the first question of that round put us off the scent a bit. Using my
considerable expertise | signalled the team to hit the sginteater button and I'm pretty certain there isn't a sin calle
spinyanteaterism. Even if we had gone for sligtihobably wouldn't have been thinking of sin anyway because I've ¢
the 'lce Age' video at home and the cheeky sloth in that is a dead friendly little fella and great craic altogether. T
setters must have filthy minds if you ask me. Alarm belig fior a moment when Dutch plcs were mentioned but |
soon relaxed when | remembered that the mail order company | deal with in Amsterdam is usually very discreet
lots of plain brown paper. | didn't hear any proper sins mentioned after that evtfiterthe obvious exception of 'Lust'
but there was lots of that in the other rounds as well what with aristocratic women being thrice pleasured in big b
and smoking a Marlboro afterwards and of course the less than aristocratic Jordan being mentionied mround
buck naked in the jungle being chased by the Sex Pistols singing 'Looked over Jordan and what did | see? Corr
carry me home'. And then there was Fr. Allardyce (hasn't he got awful fat!) in ashét Tompetition surrounded by
eleven halfhaked footballers popping their corks at hirar was that on Channel 5 the night before? Can't remembe
now. But you see what | mean. Sin is everywhere and there's no need to string me up just because | happened
the odd seven or eight

Did Fr. Megson and his oblivious team enjoy the quiz? "We certainly did ", they crooned in unison. "A little bit o
masochism never hurt anyone, as they say in VESPERS. And the trip to eight seasides was a nice surprise. W
many charabanoutings at our age. Though my bones are aching a bit today after that part of the journey from S
to Whitby. | think the Histrionic Men enjoyed it too especially the bits about the racehorses and why wouldn't the
Sir lvor himself sat in the iddle of them."

As to what more intelligent teams thought of-itvell, you would have to ask them. But whatever everyone else
thought- whether they loved it or loathed itl think we should all club together and applaud the setters for the obvi
thought, effort and ingenuity they put into it.

Fr. S.M.
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Not The Only Fruitcake
A Chairde,

Fr. Megson had a fax this morning from some priests belonging to the Loyalist 'Red Hand of The Northern Reek:
(motto: 'Keep the Northern Reeks tidy and British) . In it they said how much they enjoyed last night's quiz and |
more than made up for not finding any useful Weapons of Mass Destruction in Ethel's handbag when she went t
toilet.

"We hadn't been expecting to enjoy our visit to the Southern Reeks", it went on. "We always thought youse lot d
there were nothing but big girls' blouses who spent all yer time drinking, telling ghost stories, listening to Daniel
O'Donnell tapes, goinigp confession and supporting Man. Utd. Well, we weren't far wrong and yer fancglieadl
European money is crap as well. We'll stick to our tried and testeetimdfns if youse don't mind. But fair's fair and
must say it was a pleasant surprisefifointo Myles Na Gopaleen International airport and be met by hordes of sauc
Orange gangsters running amok and chanting ‘we've got an Occam's razor and we know how to use it' (while tal
not to presume that it exists unless it becomes absolutelyessary).

"Bloody brilliant craic. It was just like being at home in Portadown on a wet Saturday night only without the red,v
and blue bunting on the Town Hall."

Fr. Megson was more circumspect.

"The quiz was OK", he opined, "but it lacked a ltibev you say, Je ne sais rien. You know how when you go to the
with your auntie and you are having fun on the ssev and then a man with a council uniform and a spanner come:
over and says, 'Get off the ssaw sonny, we have to tighten a screw awvdn't balance properly and then you might
fall off and die and go to purgatory and that would really rain on your Sunday parade, wouldn't it?" Well the quiz
night was a bit like that. They forgot to pay the man to put the screw in that makesiideahnd we got thrown off
early and we couldn't get back on but luckily it was only our pride that got hurt although my left knee is still a bit ¢
To be fair though, Ethel's brain was definitely heavier than ours last night so maybe that's the weafall off.

"l think there was a decent quiz in there somewhere but it seemed strangely reluctant to come out and show it's
colours (which were orange and orange). | know just how it fellas a bit frightened to come out and show my true
colours with all those Orange gangs cooking their foreign sauces all over the place. So | spent the final se7en rc
hiding behind Roisin, thinking up new sins for the quiz and reading Damian's copy of 'The Curious Incident Of Tt
The Nighttime' whidh is a brilliant book about an autistic boy who would make a really gooesettier and it just goes
to prove that even respected book critics don't always get it wrong.

"And Damian wasn't reading books last night or helping us to lose the quiz becawsati® watch two football
matches. A team called Tottenham won the first matcld3nd a team called Manchester City won the second mai
4 - 0 which means they win the prize which this week is THE TRIP OF A LIFETIME to Manchester to play amgthe
which, when you think about it, is not a very exotic prize for a team that already lives in Manchester. But they se
happy enough in the shower afterwards. | suppose it beats a trip to the Job Centre in Portadown.

"And Damian says he met one of wig altar boys after the match. A lad by the name of Jermain Defoe. He sends
regards to all of you and hopes that Gerry H. is still his number one fan (but | doubt it). Jermain now plays for
Tottenham but he told Damian he is now reconsidering tigré. 'l feel | have been a loyal servant to Tottenham
Hotspur for the past 24 hours and during that time | have always given my all for the club. But | think now may k

time to consider moving to a bigger club who can win things and pay me evenmuorey for talking a load of bollix'.

And Fr. Megson would like a slice of that action as well.
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An Apology
A Chairde,

At the weekend some good friends (nrgnizleaguers) tore a strip off Fr. Megson (OUGbt Jacing his last sermon
with a very unbecoming concoction of naked sectarianism. He duly examined his conscience and his hastily wri
sermon script and, to his horror, he accepts that the charge of sectarianism has subdtahoet the charge ohudity
which he believes was integral to the plot. He normally has a think about what he has written and stands back fi
for a few minutes before transmission to ensure that no feelings are hurt but obviously he did not step far enougl
on this ocasion. Without being naive | think we all accept that there are Orange gangs in the Northern Reeks ar
probably do carry weapons less metaphorical than Occam's Razor. However it is also true to say that there are
number of Green gangs siitl existence and it was wrong and misleading to "slag off" one side without making any
reference to the other. The respective gangs do not need or deserve any defending and are thankfully very
unrepresentative of their communities. Fr. Megson seemednialy that anyone with Loyalist sympathies would
automatically belong to a gang and that implication can only be described as sectarian. And | hope we all agree
sectarianism is a sin even deadlier than the se7en recently committed by The Finger.

Please accept Fr. Megson's unqualified apology for getting this badly wrong. It won't happen again.
Sorry, Jermaine, my apology does not extend to overpaid footballers from London.
Fr. M.
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Of Reeks and Pigs
A Chairde,

Father Megson is just back from the Northern Reeks (he cycled up to Ultima Thule and caught the north bound ¢
ferry from there which he reckons is an even more luxurious way of travelling than Ryanair). He is pleased to re
that no pertirent portion of his anatomy was despoiled by gangs of either green or orange persuasion. Indeed, ji
by some of the pubs and clubs he heard confession in whilst in Enniskillen, he reckons that pink might be the ne
over there this season.

His aged mother alas was not so lenient with him as she sporadically belaboured him about the head and torso
cruelly gnarled walkingtick for being the "useless blafilocked priest of the family". Thanks a bunch, Mum, | only €
took the Semiary Shilling because | thought that was all an Irish mother wanted from her painfully acquired son |
now it turns out that she would have preferred me to have been a plumber so that | could fix for free and gratis tt
in the scullery that drips woesthan Jackson Pollock on a bad night.

Us Reekish boys can't win, can we? Especially when our team nearly beats Finger V in our absence. Just imagc
felt when | got a message from the Royal Oak saying:

"Missing you like hell we are. Can youystaer there for another few seasons? Tidy your room or something but ju
leave us alone. Love from all the team.

P.S. Can you telegraph us some money 'cause it's your round and Roisin says she'll have two pints antdiea creme
menthe chaser this time 'ese she's drinking to forget. Don't ask what 'cause she's forgotten

P.P.S. Don't feel guilty just 'cause you happen to be rubbish."

Rejuvenated by these kindly sentiments, Fr. M. stuffed some Yorkie bars into his duffel bag and sat himself allur
down in the local greasy spoon with that knowing "Ah that's Bisto" look in his limpid eyes. It worked and soon he
being whisked across the Reeks in the cab of a massive trucker called Gus who had a pernicious taste for loud ¢
vests and even loudddaniel O'Donnell tapes. Despite a lengthy snarht the West Didsbury Job Centre where Gus
with his delicious sense of irony, ran over 5000 graduates and an unemployed sheepdog who were queuing up 1
MI5, Fr.Megson made it to the pub just in tirteelead his team into battle against some very pinky and perky Pigs.
beloved Brains did quite well eventually finishing in second place which is not bad is it? They were a bit spooke
those photos though. Wouldn't you wonder how such ugly peepler became famous (the hatfien, halftrogs in the
photos | mean, not the Pigs who aren't all that famous).

Father Megson never knew that Fr. Hennessey was a clandestine Pig. Funny how you think you know someboc
you don't even notice that they'veog trotters. Maybe he took Jermain Defoe's advice and joined a team that can \
things and ply him with swibuckets of filthy lucre. Or maybe not.

Breaking news: We interrupt this sermon to bring you shocking news about the sad demise of Finge¥ofectid.
I've always said that that Ethel Austin is a fierce dangerous woman. Heed my words, Fr. Wenger. Steer well cle
charms. Your Jesuitical saingid will be no defence against her femrality.

Slan,
Fr. S.M.
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Marshall Dillon and His Smoking Gun
A Chairde,

Schadenfreude was rife in the Reeks last weekend as thousands of Reality TV junkies were bussed in to withes:
mental disintegration of Finger V who have failed abysmally to come to tefthgheir first straight defeat in a row at
the babylotioned hands of Mildred Rodin. Relegation is now a very real threat for the troubletara) Team
mentor and former cugbearer to the Gods, Marshall Dillon admitted to having had a frank and saexehange with
his underlings (not a Frank and Earnest sex change as was earlier reported in THE SPORT) in the post match s
room.

"Things were said and limbs were sundered in the heat of the sauna that perhaps would have been best left uns
unsundered”, he told REEKS SPEAKS Radio (well worth listening to for news, current affairs and goat prices if y
bothered twiddling your digital cat's whisker every time a magpie lands on your roof).

"With hindsight | now accept that | may have pégl too early. | am truly sorry that Martin (bruised pride and shatte
ribs), Anthony (pelvic disrhythmia) and Michael (chronic tinnitus) will now miss the rest of the season. On the gc
news front, though, | am delighted to say that Barry has reghpeetial consciousness, which is pretty much how thi
used to be- and his team of doctors say that in a matter of weeks he should be able to sit up and recognise basic
and football grounds. Unfortunately, however, his mdawing days are oved. have also come to the conclusion the
my decision to curtail the team from meeting with wives and girlfriends (separately, of course) except between tr
hours of 7.30 and 8.00pm on Sunday evenings may have beelvided especially if, as now seerkslly, they fail en
masse to win the ratings war with Coronation Street.

"At the end of the vespers we are all seasoned professionals and we will come through this crisis. OK so we me
crippled physically and mentally for a few years but you can't mai@opie without cracking a few jokes can you?
Know what | mean? The easy way out would be to hide away from those busloads of clodhoppers out there who
come to laugh at us, call us beastly names and sing 'Can we play you every week?'. But hidihgfisr svimps and |
double dare anyone to call us wimps, especially Barry. Now could you and your sound recordist kindly vacate tt
Mothercare changing cubicle as myself and the team want to eat our Pot Noodles in peace."

Should Marshall Dillon stardbwn and seek political asylum in the safer climes of Haiti? Have your say now on
www.allezennomdedieuallez dot cotton.

Father Megson is writing this homily on a Tuesday night as a welcome distraction from setting quiz questions. F
management habeen less than perfect of late and it now seems fairly likely that the March 3rd quiz will turn out t
the first 32 perfect question quiz paper of the season (simmer down lvor, | said you might be getting a 32 questic
not a 32 county Ireland). this happens please don't panic. My solution would be to double your first half score an
then seasonally adjust by deducting, say, 19 points to equalise the "pissed as a newt" factor that tends to kick in
the second half of most quiz matcheandall of ours. Et voilaa perfectly balanced quiz. No messy turning around
the second half (which has always confused Fr. M who feels that reversing is strictly for wimps) and you will be f
good time to see Trevor Mc Donald simpering on tHiyteWhat's that Mike? Oh, you're wondering about spares. |
don't know. Ask the barmaid or make your own up. Use your bloody initiative.

Fr. Megson is going to bed.
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Eine Kleine Weldkrieg

Fr. Megson writes thisurrounded by Post Office engineers and-tmdding electricians of the neimtelligent porcine
variety. They have told him to spend no longer than 5 minutes on the computer otherwise they will weld him ont
keyboard and then go on an extended lurabur. He tends to be unwilling to call their bluff so please read this as
quickly as you can.

"Just to say we got to play at Snoopy Dog's new venue last Wednesday and very nice it is too. A bit like Guanta
on the outside but more like La Mangaide. We were cordially welcomed by the local Il Capo, Tony Cassandra a
exclusively female entourage who served us drinks and then proceeded to encase our feet in concrete and throv
the deep end thus ensuring that we spend eternity at thetbot of the league or thereabouts. We didn't mind
though because they apologised and said it was nothing personal. It was just something they tried to do to all th
guests.

"One slight quibble about this new venuer two, if you count having a roomamed after James Andertersorry but
the beer is appalling especially the current guest beer which is called something and Spank. Fortunately Fr. M.
got time to think of a rhyming word to describe the taste. Our new transfer window signing2@misthe-menace
son was carried off injured after one sip and, like Barry last week, his long term prognosis is not looking goods S
only a young lad with a mere handful of games and a very frisky ferret under his belt and I'm sure he'lboociag
back from the Gents any day now.

"Gotta go now 'cos they've just soldered my tongue to the screensaver............ | wonder what they're going to do
that blowlamp UNder MY Chair ... e e e e GOSH.

"PS. My football poser this week comes from a Fr. Ferguson, a former racehorse owner, and now sadly underer
preacher in the wilderness, who asks:

What is the difference between Leicester Gityd Manchester Utd?

A: Leicester City still have some players in Europe”
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In Which Fr. Megson Casts A Dark Shadow Across The Cabinet
A Chairde,

Fr. Megson was in town last Friday night ministering to the neeéisleh women and of those who were about to fall
off their highheels after twelve Baccardi Breezers. He was just enticing one such hapless victim back to his excl
parishfinanced pied a terre (rhymes with lair) when who should he see berating thedeo outside the City Arms
tavern but The Government. They had been dragged kicking and screaming up to the barbarous north to model
new Spring Collection in-Eex. He took 'em back to Vespers, a luxurious club for good men fallen among qdizel
a quick debriefing session in the sauna and, as often happens when a posse ospwed, haHblitzed men get
together, they fell to talking about the local quiz league.

Apparently one of Tony's most pressing concerns, while he awaits hifimewial year invasion targets issued by his
Head Office in far off Pentagon House, is the woeful level of educational standards in the bottom half of the With
quiz league (nor is he overly impressed by the political balance of its website andkhehiiated that Mike Bath would
do well to read A DAY IN THE LIFE OF IVAN DENISOVICH for useful future survival tips like how to rescue a di
spitoon, but that need not concern us here).

"The level is scandalous, worse than Johnny Prescottssobport”, he blazed. "How can decent people be expectt
to tag along complacently with a mediocre government when they can't even stigeowith basic educational
requirements like having a grasp of the history of Great Britain in the EurovisignCottest or knowing how many
bottles of champers constitute a Jereboam. You can't fall into a pub in South Manchester these days without se
gaggle of anoraked middieged men and, God forgive me from saying this but it's true, quite a few ClarésEho
tempered women sitting in a darkened corner engaged in not answering questions. Questions, | might add, that
be the lifeblood of intelligent debonair free spirits like me and John Prescott and countless tens of others who ta
time and efort to watch Reality TV and pay attention to the BAFTA results.

"l ask you in all sententiousness (impressive word-efastair Cooke let me have it when he retired) to consider the
future. These sad Robin Cook throwbacks, these alternative quizeebsbty cycle home, eat a vegan bacon buttie
and in the absence of any intellectual stimulation like, for instance, watching the latest salutary instalment of HO
CLEAN IS YOUR TOILET on the telly, they probably find nothing better to do than breéds @mghing like Islington
round here they will tend to breed faster, and with more baying to the moon, than your average urban fox. And \
dystopian future awaits their unfortunate progeny! Dingy 4 bedroomed detached hovels unlit by the joys dibw
can these poor benighted creatures ever hope to attain their allotted role intlifat of decent Sun reading Sunny
Delight swigging couch potatoes and poltimgpth fodder?

"Imagine, if you will, a home where the History Channel is considered the norm. A home where cryptic
crosswords are left shamelessly lying around the kitchen. A home where encyclopaedias are not guiltily snappe
and stashed under the cushion whenever snatbsed little tots walk into the room without knocking deaning their
boots. A world in short without the joy of YOU'VE BEEN FRAMED or the life affirming bathos of HEARTBEAT.
fellow Americans, without celebs. A world, in short, without ME. | swear to you, fellow Manchurians, | swear to
the sacred career of Gordon Brown that such a world shall not come to pass in Manchester or in any other State
Union. Goodnight fellow Ninja Turtles and may God bless Ant and Dec."

These things having been slurred (I am indebted to Sister Euthariddie dount Lourdes Convent in Enniskillen for
sending me this rare example of an Ablative Absolute), Tony and HM Government joined Fr. Megson in a peace
slumber in the urinal furtherest from the left.

And as they slept Clare Short sat knitting on tlié Ring and dreamed of passing rose red tumbrils.
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South Reeks Reporter Postbag
Last week's cringing homage to Tonyism has caused waves of nausea around the Reeks and, with it, a rather pi
swelling in our postbag this week. Which in turn has led to a spate of ruptured paper boys especially on the
Carrauntuoil round. Windblowoopies of our hallowed organ have draped themselves around lampposts as far sc
as Droitwich, a town which never before in its long history has been known to be swamped by culture.

Our long held editorial policy, as ratified by our local Lib Dem cdanéd to print only those readers' letters that
pertain to the peril of dog turds in the windows of Estate Agents or to the even greater risk of a rash of chip pan
breaking out in unlicensed local massage parlours, and, of course, to the souaiglsof taxis that go beep in the
night. Here then is a brief selection of letters that we considered too interesting to print:

A judge called Tony Cascarino who presides over a bench in the Marie Louise Gardens every morning until the |
open, writesto say that he strongly objects to being likened to Claire Short:

"Don't let the accent or the hair style fool you", he cautions, "the honourable lady from the Bull Ring, and I, have
nothing in common. Au contraire, my nanny is of the opinion that, dea cight, my angelic good looks tend stronc
to favour a young Tony Curtis. (ED. NOTE: he means the guy who used to play Baldric in Blackadder). Indeed i
80's when | had a weekly spot at Foo Foos many young men of indeterminate genderamtite wlimb on stage and
beg me to autograph their Some Like It Hot videos. | rest my briefs.

"Incidentally, when the other less good looking Tony was in Vespers last week | don't suppose he mentioned if h
anyone in mind for the vacant Lord High Extooner job. | wouldn't mind having a bash at it myself although the ea
starts might pose a problem during the quizzing season. Let me put it through my mental blender and | will get t
you next week with a nice bowl of pea and ham soup."

Raisiig the decibels somewhat a Fr. Paisley, an apprentice Moderator in the Church of the Poisoned Chalice ove
diocese of Little Britain, Rockall and The Calf Of Man, fumes to the point-offietéd tinnitus:

"l enjoyed last week's exposé of whattly goes on at Vespers Sauna and | enclose my membership fee for 20 ye.
must however break the habit of a lifetime and rant against the quiz recently set by Ethel Rodin. | have nothing
the good lady in question. Indeed, over the yearavehtaken much solace and solitary pleasure from Ms Rodin's
"KISS* but her quiz was an abomination in the sight of my lodge. What do you mean, do you breed beavers ove
there? Beavers are vile playthings of the Devil with stmkyteeth just like Bamie Winters and how abominable is
that? Shut up and let me rant in peace! To have one round on popery could have been excused as an attempt
an old bigot by teasing him almost to the point of blessed release but to have FDJdRhear- | saidFOUR rounds on
POPERY in ONE quiz means war. Step outside now Ms Rodin and choose your instrument of perdition.

P.S. Could you send me an autographed photie and maybe a used neckerchief?"
The Editor Replies:

It was POT POURRI you deaf old goat. ‘®atriP- French for rotten pot. Speaking of which, have you taken your
Epsom Salts yet? Take a Lem Sip as well and get back into bed or I'll tell the duty nurse you tried jumping out tf
window in your longjohns last night to go to the Westlife conce@o on. Into bed NOW. And don't forget the magic
words: 'Teeth and toilet'.

P.S. The editor's decision is final in these matters and you ARE a deaf old goat. Breaking away from the Editor"
of saving the best till last, we end this week watletter from a raddled Opsimath who ekes out a meagre living by
solving frameworks he can't manage the actual crossword clues yet, just the frames! He writes tediously:

"Here's an interesting thing" (you just know instinctively at this stage thaditwbe - ED.). Whilst putting last week's
article through my siege engine | sat up as if galvanised when I noticed that you had used the word "bathos". It
is a small world, as they say (inhabited almost exclusively by-sritaled people ED). My great great grandmother's
name was BathosBathsheba Bathos to be precise, which | always try to be.

"I have done extensive research, sometimes to the detriment of my conjugal lifestyle, and | have discovered that
was a 16 year old ploughgirbfn Horsham when my great great grandfather claimed her as part of his Droit de
Seigneur package on a windy bluff overlooking what is today East Grinstead's prestigious new National Bus dep

"Now my great great grandfather would have been one of the TieyBaths (the first component thereof being rather
idiosyncratically pronounced "tin"). They were a very old Norman family who came over with William The Congu
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William's motto, as every schoolboy and some of the better disciplined schoolgirls WaswWHoni soit qui mal y pong'
which of course means in translation "never leave home without taking a bath". William seems to have taken thi
motto very literally because legend says he never went anywhere, not even on a date, without having aBdtinne
dancing attendance on his every move. A 'By Royal Appointment' sanitary ware business was thus born and the
duly cleaned up south of the Wash although they were less successful when they tried introducing the heathen ¢
of hygiene into WesYorkshire.

"You and your readers will be intrigued to know that our family Coat of Arms still features "un chat méchant piss:
dans le bain" on an avocet background. Avocet is, of course, the heraldic term for avocado. Fascinating, I'm su
agree | could talk about this subject for hours and | feel sure that you would be delighted to listen. When are yo
free?"

Not now. Michael. Not ever.
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31/03/2004 Reflections on an Opsimaths paper

(no title)
Father Megson haeng been a voracious reader. By the age of 15 he had devoured the entire oeuvres of JANET
JOHN and CHICKENCKEN and he was ready for a new challenge. Consequently he set himself the goal of read
Chambers Autobiographical Dictionary and, irghtér vein, the Complete Oxford Dictionary.

Understandably for a priest with a very hectic social life and a congenital narcolepsic condition, he has yet to get
page 7 of either tome.

How fortunate for his team then that last night's setters suffenira similar tardiness in their reading. The letter 'A’
posed no difficulty whatsoever. In fact we revised the life and times of John Aubrey at the end of Tuesday night:
training session. And people wonder why Fr. Megson is so successful!l He waultbba slightly less successful ha
the setter gone on to ask about the lives of famous people beginning with the letter Z but forewarned is forearme
he will be stopping off at the library tonight for the MASK of ZORRO video and a few Lena Za@asne t

Very enjoyable quiz. | think it was similar in temperament to the previous week's Piggy e&ovride subject base,
some mental teasers, a few anagrams (not the highlight of one of-#hatX night: "everybody else gets effin' genera
knowledge and | get effin' anagrams!") and generally reasonably difficult but with a sense of humour e.g. Methil (
more) Rodin. Bet she didn't get that one.

My own @tW would be the photo of Kenneth Horne. But then I'm biased. For truly Fr. Megson is thieFsoRlorne.
Just my luck to be handed a photo of somebody bloody Robey who | had only vaguely heard about. But that's g
for you. | also had no idea about the apple with its origins in Essex so | went for a Dagenham Piper. | strongly f
such an apple should exist.

Congrats. to John B. for getting the long scientific questsorry, essayright. | was very relieved that it didn't come
across for a bonus because we didn't understand a word of it. Are you absolutely sure it waif'sgriopsis of the
plot of LORD OF THE RINGS? Oh well.

Gerry
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07/04/2004

The Big Matclg Souvenir Programme
The BLeague fixture between Arsenal and Chelsea has been brought forward by 24 hours this week so alastot tc
with the eagerly awaited meeting of those mediocre Titans, Opsimaths (Harry) and Brains of Oak (Aunt Sally). S
could not be higher with the winners expected to move into a pivotaHalde position a mere 20 or so lengths behir
the heavily waghted and blinkered pacemakers George the Fifth.

To mark this historic anticlimax we are publishing a special souvenir edition of our match programme Dope Test
Dennison who, as not many people care, now plays for the Brains but continues to hpirgshimought for him by the
Opsimaths, has kindly agreed to be our centrespread model (watch out for those unsightly staples, John) and to
our fanzine questionnaire. Please be aware that John was suffering from a mild and bitter hangover duinagjdahe
shoot and interview and cannot therefore be held legally responsible for any material contained therein which mi
lead to a breach of the peace.

5ht 9 ¢9{¢o65¢0Y W2Ky> ¢gSftO02YS (2 GKS Of dzai® y ALIKY Qaédz
the mediocre Titans.

JOHN: Not really. You have sausages, perhaps?
5¢Y WdzZRIAYy I o6& @&2dz2NJ | OOSyid @e2dzQNB y20 | 20!

JOHN: Nice sausages. You have ketchup? No, neither local nor made good. | betriorkgaire but shortly my
father he was moved to Siberia for reading Jeffrey Archer novel when he should have been hosing down pit pon
happy to be native of Irkutsk. Is much trendier than Bradford.

DT: But your name is English?

JOHN: Da ahnyet. Is Anglicisation of real name. In my corrective camp when | join playgroup is already anothe
Denisovich@SNE 02NA Y3 YI yo lfgleda gNRGAYTI 02NARYy3T GKAY!
writer as Jeffrey Aradr. So they translate my name to John Dennison. Is unpronouncable and silly name, yes? |
they call me Sean McDenis and also other names which | am not understanding.

DT: So you joined our quiz league for fame and fortune?

JOHN: Da spasibélso beer. Also sausages. | have very good agent. Best in all of gulag. He insisted | must hz
bed-sit with key. Also own toaster, porringer and television set. Is very good television set. Receives not only bl
also white. |s very cosy cuddle up with Ant and Dec at weekend and toast hot buttered sausages.

DT:  And have you adjusted to our language and weather?

JOHN: Da. Language is more littler problema than | have used to thunk. | only have major problema with langt
sheis bespoken if | am leaving my beid. Weather also is better than | have thunk. | think your summers very mu
similar to our winters in Siberia.

DT:  And has Fr. Megson taken you under his wing?

JOHN: Da. Chicken wings also very nice. Espspialjyones from Marx and Spenglers. Fr. Megson is very influen
man. But | have met him only once. We were in changing room after once more big big defeat. | remember Roi
Jane were very unhappy to share shower with six drunken men and DaFrialMegson strode in manfully like John
Wayne, only without horse, you understand. He call team together in very wet huddle and announce in very pow
@2A08SY ab2 Y2NB OK202ftFGS o0A11ASa ¥F2NJ &2 daclieeks, asWidd fa
a tenner to support very sick animal in 3:10 at Uttoxeter and is gone. | think Fr. Megson is very spiritual person.
perhaps the Rasputin of the Reeks. Maybe one day Boney M will write famous song in his honour also..Ra... Ré
Rasputin. Is very splendid song, no?

DT: No. You can go back to your-Siedow.
JOHN: Spasibo. You want to buy raibiait?
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14/04/2004

Fr. Megson's housekeeper opens the door.....and her heart
"Oh hello, what doyou want? No love, I'm his housekeeper. Priests don't wear headscarves. You should know |

"No, Fr. Megson can't come out to play this evening. He's indisposed. Hors de combat, as Fr. Wenger used to !
that funny accent of his. No love, théthred Fr. Colleymore took him down to Cannock Chase on a doggin' weeke
and the poor thing only crawled back last night. You should see the state ethisiand bruises all over the place.
More gore than in that new Mel Gibson filum, The PassidBeakham or whatever it's called. The poor little fella sp
all last night in his basket licking his belly.

"... No love, that wouldn't be part of a housekeeper's job description. But I'll sew his ear back on when I've put it
through the mangle.

"No love, he didn't say what happened. But he's been whimpering and crying out something shockin' in his sleep
something about them having an altercation with some pointers who kept laughing at them and calling them nan
Honestly, he's not cut out fahat type of stuff, poor wee lamb. His little nose is all hot and dry and that's never a ¢
sign, is it?

"Yes love, you're right, | blame that naughty Fr. Stan as well. Disgrace to the cloth he is and always has been.

"No love, you're right, not wohty to wear a dogollar. | tell you, that nice Saint Jude must have been working over
to get a cur like him through his final Doctor of Divinity exams. Combined Honours in Theosophy and Celtic Stu
erse! Wouldn't know the difference betweerdauidic fertility symbol and a Swedish weather forecaster if you ask r

"Don't fancy coming in for a drink do you, love? It gets a bit lonely here when he's stuck in his kennel. We coulc
crack open a tea bag or two. I've got plenty of tea bags.strings attached

"No? Are you sure, love? Lots of men would jump at the chance, you know. Underneath this nylon housecoat |
the heart of a passionate woman.

"No? Sure? Oh well. You'd better sod off then. Bye.

"Now. How do you get offline orhese things? Let's try this button. Sod it. That's the hoover. Must be this one tf
Oh sugar! Has anyone gotatorch? ................ccccceen, "
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05/05/2004
Quiz Feedback and Wasps

There were arawful lot of quiz players in the Fletcher Moss last night. | thought that the alcohol must have been
claim to my faculties even earlier than usual because every time | looked up | caught sight of some reprobate or
from our hallowed quiz leagu Were they holding auditions for Fifteen to One or something?

Anyway, when they weren't avowing their disappointment at West Brom once again failing to make it to the Euro
Cup Final, or being sick at the bar, they all seem to have been unitedonyraan feeling about the quizset for last
night. A lynch mob was gathering momentum by the door and shouts of "Let's drive the varmints outa town" coL
heard all down Barlow Moor Road.

Nobody enjoys an occasional lynching more than me but, at thefistunding like Henry Fonda in Twelve Angry M¢
| think we should give the setters a fair trial. Who wants to be Lee J. Cobb? OK so it was hard and not to every:
taste. We won but our score wasn't marvellous. It wasn't the type of quiz wheresgmaiencouraged to go for
cavalier 2 pointers (lvan Denisovich from our team and Mike from the Albert excepted) but personally | felt that 1
guestions encouraged quite a bit of logical conferring and many of them were gettable at least as a guess.

| thought the "nearer home" round based in the North West of England was a good example. Eminently difficult
had a lot of interesting debates trying to puzzle out the solution. We hadn't a clue about the obscure Roman set
name but we eventuallgrrived at Ribchester as a good guess given its North West location and the fact that it we
settlement rather than an actual modern town. | think the round based on the new entrants to the EEC could ha
been made slightly more easy and interestingn intriguing countries should have been able to supply more
inspiration to the setters than an insipid double portion of national dishekatever a national dish is when it's at
home. | speak as an Irishman who has not eaten cabbage and bacon sascumw But the concept of the round we
nevertheless sound.

All I'm saying is don't automatically jump to the conclusion that a difficult low scoring quiz is the same thing as a
quiz. Marshall Dillon has already made this point so try to pay rmbeation in future. After all, a scoreless draw in
football can be just as exciting as-adddraw. But, as a former manager of West Brom, Fr. Megson feels he should
drop this entertaining football analogy before it blows up in his face.

What's tha? You still want to lynch poor old Snoopy Dog. Oh, all right then. They're in the attic. But no torture
or | will cancel our trip to Wacky Warehouse on Sunday. This is a British quiz league after all.

Fr. S.M.

PS. Incidentally, Copeland, | degour very impressive and impassioned plea for Civil Rights for the humble wasp i
Saturday's Guardian. Like you, Fr. Megson has many friends who are wasps and proud of it. WASPs are a diff
matter and should be swatted twice a day for refigsio go to mass and incestuously conspiring to spawn the Bush
dynasty.

One question though. How do you know that ALL wasps feed meat to their kids? Surely a fairly large percentac
Didsburydwelling, Guardiameading parenting wasps would tend towangsgetarianism. In which case it would
probably be fair play to swat them, at least playfully, if they land in your muesli.

What does the rest of the league think about this moral dilemma? No answer. Probably not back from the lynch
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12/05/2004

Millwall fan writes.............. or should | say scrawls
Fr. Megson's rejuvenated altar boys and girls breezed past the despairing and inebriated lunges of a tiring Fulha
select IV last night.

Good questions and overalh enjoyably sporting contest keenly invigilated by Colinski. Although, to be honest, h
ever looked up from his Guardian crossword when he heard the rumble of an oncoming London Tube station qu
or when Fr. Megson tried taking a sneaky swigistbeloved Snecklifter. Fr. M. seems vaguely to recall being calles
filthy Snecklifter during his Seminary days but the reasons that lay behind this jocular nickname are now secrete
in the labarinthine archives of Maynooth police station.

So nowall Fr. Megson has to do is to keep his squad moderately sober and pure in spirit until the Cup Final. No
task although Ivan Denisovich is virtually certain to return pure as the driven slush and spiritually strigeauld that
be shrivelled from his walking expedition when he aims to become the first man to walk from Robin Hood's Bay |
across to Siberia without spilling his Snecklifter or shouting obscenities at his faithful husky, Boris.

2004 will surely go down in history as the year wiam absolutely mediocre team made it to both the FA Cup Final
to the Withquiz Cup Final. You can rest assured, though, that neither Fr. M. nor that other cheeky altar boy, Wis
name if not by nature, will be taking their superannuated oppositightly.

"I know people will accuse me of being an overcautious napamby", said the bespectacled supremo, "but | will be
treating Finger V as a proper quiz team. | didn't get where | am today by not doing my homework. | have alread
started watching \deos of them in action. My favourite one so far is the one of Barry on the Ci80 d@np in Ibiza in
1982. Amazing. | haven't seen anyone in that position since Devon Loch keeled over in the 1956 Cup Final."

Incidentally Mike if you happen to get kri@d out of the Plate and | know that's unlikelycould the Opsimaths set
again for the final. If you are stuck for ideas might | suggest 64 themed questions on Irish counties beginning wi
letter F. Just an idea.

Fr. Megson.
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19/05/2004
A Very Unsporting Cup Final Build Up

With just two weeks to go to the Cup Final (except for viewers in the Northern Reeks who will have a second che
hear The Rev. lan Paisley in conversation with Graham Norton) intense prisssuilding up within the seething
cauldron that is The Griffin taproom, spiritual home of crisis-bagd Finger V.

As someone who has built his reputation on charity (more games thrown away than any other team this season)
Megson has long been loathe kick an opponent who is lying bloodied and senseless on the ground. However, a
much wrestling with his conscience, he now feels that this might in fact be the safest time and place to kick an
opponent........ so here goes.

"History tells us thaall evil Empires eventually crumble", mumbled Fr. Megson ex cathedra as he polished off his
cream egg in as many minutes," and Finger V are no exception. This is a must win match for them. The director
Holts demand instant gratification in théape of cups and, frankly one measly league championship is scant retur
all the beer that has been pumped into their underachieving guzzlers this season. Admittedly their eccentric ma
Marshall Dillon, is not without a modicum of animal magmatisvitness the recent Curious Case Of The Dog In His
Nightgown!), and his English has come on leaps and bounds since last season, but frankly I will be surprised if i
back managing a kebab stall in Albania by the end of the summer. He seem® figt@d teams to within a gnat's
whisker of a double climax and then being asked to stand aside while someone else finishes off the job in hand.
least that's my reading of the situation based on my extensive knowledge of Barbara Cartland novels."

However our fastidious cleric is taking nothing for granted.

"l did not get where | am today by not doing my homework (and I still have the three smiley faces and the Zeta+
received for my Why Sassenach children are boring, with particular refeteridee Janet and John oeuvres
dissertation back in 1959 to prove it). | have done a complete statistical analysis of the opposition's strengths ar
weaknesses and unfortunately it proves that they still have at least a mathematical chance of beatinesight.
My greatest fear is that they might get a question on local football teams ritpiais becoming the first mortals to
correctly answer the vexed question of Manchester City since the heady days of Joe Mercer. Such a lucky brea
give trem the impetus to go on and finish with a score approaching double figures and | don't think even the finel
honed Brains of Oak could compete at that level.

"That is why | am now asking for your assistance in a local campaign | am organising (veadattdyisvord, don't you
think?). If anyone out there can lay their hands on a klaxon of any kind, or a dog that likes to howl for some tenc
loving throughout the night, can they please bring them along at midnight for the next two weeks and | witgive
further instructions when we meet up initially at: Dunwinnin, 16 Spatchcock Mews M20? You can find the home
addresses of the other members of Finger V simply by tuning in to 'www.weknowwhereyoulive.dot cotton' or fron
good police station.

"Additionally | have invited the vociferous fan club of a well known and successful Irish stand up comedian to cor
along and chant the name of their hero under the bedroom window. A loud chorus of 'Dylan Moran forever' shot
enough to eat away the final vages of their manager's flimsy sélélief.

"And thanks finally to Mike Heale for promising to come along each night and serenade our rapidly disintegrating
opposition with his inimitable rendition of Morrissey's greatest hits. | never fail to be amaaditels uncanny ability
to mimic that plaintive note of disaffected alienation that has, over the years, made Morrissey Manchester's best
wuss."

Fr. Megson broke off at this point to go and book an epmyped Magic Bus for the victorious homecomjrayade. He
certainly lives the dream, doesn't he?
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More lasting than Bronze
A Chairde,

I know it's all over for another season barring hangovers but just to let you know that Fr. Megson is still waxing Iy
and gibbously over the moon about achieving his lifetime ambition of becoming a clue in a Dummy crossword. E
heart out Finger Vthe better priest won. Better luck next year. "Dissolute Spiritual Leader Of Our Quiz Commur
to Fr. Megson'svay of thinking, a far more impressive epitaph than "He/She Knew 64 Things And A Couple Of Sy
Thanks again Dummy.

Slan til next season,
Fr. Megson

PS. Almost forgot, what does dissolute mean?
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13/10/2004 @ Start of a newseason and FCEK have decamped from the Royal Oak in Didsbury and gone to The
Swan in Ladybarn

THE ROUGH GUIDE TO LADYBARN
A Chairde,

Someone famous, | think it was Jane Austen though it may well have been David Beckham, once said that liddyy
despaired of finding romantic adventure in her own village, she should seek it in another village. Fr. Megson thir
too. So it was that, on a dank and dreary Wednesday night in October of the year 2004, shortly into the reign of
gueen Kilry Silk, that his new team, FCEKHE IRISH CONNECTION, packed their trunks, said goodbye to the cir
is Didsbury Village and embarked on a new life of sordid mediocrity in the adjoining hamlet of Ladybarn (pop. 63
an itinerant parttime postrman based in Fallowfield).

"A new season and perhaps a new millennium", thunk the gihgied, increasingly celibate Adonis as he hung his
lovinglypressed cassock and vest on the single 4@eatger, which also served as a ligjtting, thoughtfullyprovided by
his adopted hostelry, The White Swan. That same White Swan as was famously bypassed by Prince Rupert of -
on his way to the battle of Marston Moor, largely because it had yet to be built but perhaps also because he fear
Robinson®est bitter would have a diuretic effect on his men in the heat of battle.

"Pray, what brings you down to these parts?" inquired a friendlyejaiged local, as Fr. Megson settled his nerves anc
team at the bar, soon to be their home from home andRimisin's case, her only home.

"A lousy agent, fate and a paucity of success in metropolitan Didsbuanged the failed urbanite.

"The world over there is full of married men, aye and Opsimaths afgf&ggarts too. They're welcome to their
newfangled wgs and fancy inventions like Electric Pigs that light up at the merest touch of your finger. We hanki
the simple life and a single light bulb is about as simple as life gets. Now move aside, frierdhgfupcal, and allow
me to inquire of thadenim-clad vision behind the bar if she is unescorted after supping up time. | wager she will
mightily impressed to hear that | once plied my trade in sybaritic West Bromwich". She wasn't all that impressed
transpired and thereby doesn't haregtale.

For those of you who are cognisant of the fact that Bandar Seri Begawan is the capital of Brunei yet have never

venture beyond Didsbury for a pint and a packet of pork scratchings, let me assure you that a trip to Ladybarn is
nearly as hzardous as THE GUIDE TO ROUGH WITHINGTON AND BEYOND would have you believe. Do not
under any circumstances, attempt it without a duffel coat and a slab of Kendal mint cake.

Route 1 (the most direct):

Take a north bound bus from Wilmslow Road asH for Fallowfield (Phallo'feel’). No need to ask to be put off whel
you get there 'cause that will be your natural reaction when you see it. On alighting, don't immediately panic anc
you've landed in the Home Counties. That's just the way tildesits speak these days. Point yourself in an easterly
direction towards the dreaming spires of Droylsden and walk, don't swagger. When the dress sense of the loca
to remind you of old TV footage of the Jarrow march, start looking for the lsign that says:

WELCOME TO LADYBARHESIGNATED BY UNTESCO AS AN AREA OF OUTSTANDING NATURAL MONOTC
DRIVE CAREFULBOYS WITH HOODS CROSSING.

Then slow down until you come to a pub called the Talbot at which point you should gather spéedradjrun as if
your life depended on it (it does). Then when you have recovered yousfssidgand rearranged your underclothing,
simply follow the Charabanc Parking signs and you will eventually be grabbed by the lapels and "invited" into the
hallowed vault of The White Swan.

And that's when your adventure really begins.......
Route 2 (the most expensive):

Take a train to Stanstead Airport where you can get some really cheap flights these days. Unfortunately howeve
Ryanair refuses to fly to Lyldarn. So ask a taxi driver to take you back to Manchester. This could cost you as littl
£550 if you smile winsomely. The driver will take you as far as The Pie and Porringer on School Lane but he ob
won't take you to Ladybarn after dark. $our most sensible option at this juncture would be to walk home and pra
that you don't draw FCERhe Irish Connection away in the first round of the Cup.

See, | told you there was nothing to worry abdat.Megson
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20/10/2004

OOPS........ IMATHS LET IT SLIP
A Chairde,

Heartbreak for crisis club Opsimaths at rainswept Albert Club last night as they narrowly failed to bring off the
comeback of the season against a dour yet increasingly metaphysical FCEK side.

It was aparticularly dark teatime of the soul for Brionski, the Opsimath's brilliant but wayward Romanian internatic
who, shrugging off accusations of indulging indifdnancing drugs, played the game of his now officially-emanced
life and still managedotend up on the losing side.

"Gutted, absolutely gutted”, sobbed team captain and former he¢farob, Mike Bath.

"Going into the game nobody gave us a chance of grinding out a result against FCEK, possibly one of the slicke:
teams to come out ofddybarn in the last decade. But fair play to the lads and lass, they played their socks and t
off and | think our fan was also outstanding tonight. Out standing in the rain | mean because he's currently barre
selling his services to the highdstlder. Going into the final round | really thought we had cracked it. We had 'em
the ropes crying for the towel to be thrown in. Marvellous."

So.......... what went wrong Mikey?

"I'm not saying anything until | have had a chance to see the videbdupose with hindsight some people might sa
it was tactically naive for me to play the final round with young Brionski up front on his own and the rest of the te
dropping back to the bar. | think our lines of communication became a bit stretcheldl them | wanted them to play
in a Double Diamond formation but perhaps | didn't make myself clear.

"I've also told Colinski, our brilliant but wayward Moldovan striker that his knowledge is exquisite but it might be ¢
more effective if he learned trelease it earlier, perhaps even before the question gets answered incorrectly by bo
teams. A small quibble | know but | think it is attention to detail that marks out great managers like wot | am fron
mortals like Joe Keegan."

And will the Opsimtiis avoid the drop this season? Everybody seems to have their own opinion, mostly negative
What's yours, Mikey?

"That's dashed decent of you. I'll have a pint of Albert and a packet of crisps please. Oh go on then, twist my ar
Just a small Glemorangie, ice, no coke and maybe another packet of crisps to keep the first one company. God,
see that Brionski tonight. Triffic. Different class. Did | mention that he's brilliant but wayward? Don't know what |
on tonight, but whatever itvas, | bet you you could bottle it and sell it behind the bar for 3 quid a pint. We could ¢
something German and pretend it was real. Trust me, I'm sure it would catch on. .We could get rich and buy a n
team. We COUId.........oooeiiii i "

Triffic idea, Mike, different class.

Fr. Megson



The Father Megson Archive
Articles from the WithQuiz website in date order

27/10/2004 Reflections on a home defeat by Ethel Rodin

(no title)
A chairde,

Thrills and spills aplenty at the Village of Ladybarn

Stadium last night as Ethel Rodin deservedly outclassed the erstwhile league leaders in a high scaringh topme
watched by a handful of neappreciative locals.

Here are some of the more reptdle post match comments:
Winning team manager, Roz Rodin:

"I never use clichés because | think their usage is becoming somewhat clichéd in the league in which we live toc
Suffice to say that I'm feeling a tad superlunatic at this moment in tinnestéd myself and decided to let some of the
youth team have a run out tonight. It was a bit of a gamble but it paid off handsomely. Well, maybe not handsot
but you know what | mean! | thought all my babies, with the possible exception of bahylalied with great poise
and maturity. And, speaking of maturity, | note with some alarm that my bottle of Highland Park is nearing the el
its natural life.......... Garcon!"

Father Megson:

"Effin Rodents- sorry, | don't mean to be bitter and twied. It's just that I've been under a lot of stress recently.
Tonight's defeat means that | may well be the first manager this season to be sacked twice within 48 hours. Min
shall be taking my first dismissal to the High Court on the groundstttuaok place in a parallel universe. They can't (
that, can they? You've gotta help me, Tony. Don't go to sleep on me, Tony, wake up. God, | thought judges we
meant to be sober!"

Baby John Tolifthird team youth player and apprentice heartthrob)

"It's every trainee heartthrob's dream to play a quiz in Ladybarn and | still can't believe I've scored tonight. Just
only last week | was sat at home peeling the spuds and inventing 8 new words for last week's quiz! And tonight
scoring in Adybarn! To be honest | don't remember much about it. Somebody said 'yarg' so | just closed my eye
shouted 'nettles' like you do when you panic. And when | woke up all the team were on top of me, you know, kis
and cuddling and that sort of thin It was a marvellous feeling, | can tell you. Marvellous."

Sven Goren Erikssda Swedish commercial traveller currently sharing digs in Ldybarn):

"Ya, forsure it was good but | have came only tonight to see Roz Rodin in action but she is not gagtigrmé his
makes me feel bad forsure because | have many respects for her because she is happy to be dominant and bec
is refusing to have a TV in her kitchen. In Sweden we have a wise saying which is saying that a team is not a te
without afox without a box. Now | have explained myself forsure so | will go to fold my underwear and listen onc
more for DANCING QUEEN on my music centre."

So it's Goodnight from Sven, and Goodnight from a very redundant......

Fr. Megson
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03/11/2004 Reflections on a paper set by FCEK wBicBaths found far too lengthy

(no title)
A Chairde,

Fr. Megson is believed to be in hiding this weekend following allegations that his fingerprints had been found on
suspectpicture round found in several South Manchester pubs and clubs on Wednesday night last. He is believe
have sought diplomatic immunity in the Gboottee Embassy situated in leafy South West Ladybarn. Late last nig|
Embassy received a call from ammalaiming to represent the Moral Majority breakaway faction of the Didsbury Ro
Club. He is claimed to have warned the controversial cleric not to show his face in any pub within a 5 mile radiu:
School Lane or the consequences would be dire. nTdre who spoke with a pronounced St Cath's accent was
unspecific about the nature of any planned retribution but warned that, if carried out, it would mean a long perioc
enforced and excruciating celibacy for the hapless Fr. Megson.

In a hastily convergepress conference, Fr. Megson said he was unable to comment although he was heard to giv
loud gulp when he heard the nature of the threats. He did manage to point out however an inaccuracy on this w
website.

"l tend never listen to anything thahockjock Mike Bath says on the stupid website. There's enough bilge on Rad
Eireann to keep me happy. But just let me point out to smpegts Bath and his elsorry | mean ilk that curates do
not in fact lay eggs and certainly not when they #eling as menopausal as wot | am at the moment. What do you
mean badtempered git? | am NOT being bmmpered! It's youse that are being unreasonable ........ bugger off an
find something else to read.............ccccc..... I'm goin' down a pub..............but definitely not on School Lane."

Fr. Megson.



The Father Megson Archive
Articles from the WithQuiz website in date order

10/11/2004 Father Megson is away travelling around the Baltic states

Fr. Megson has left the Building
A Chairde,

No Fr. Megson this week since he has acceptiedrative missionary position in Eastern Europe. He will be hurtling
around Estonia, Latvia and Lithuania on the Baltic Rail Expmes$o be confused with the Balti Express which hurtle
only between West Bromwich and Edgbaston on a Friday nighttatigoubs close.

Having closely observed Kirsty Wark's BBC series NEW EUROPE, Fr. M. is blissfully aware that the countries in
seem only to be inhabited by a giant race of blonde females, none of whom are legally allowed to bé foute3
inches in their dainty ankle socks. Coming from the Northern Reeks, where no female is legally allowed to exce:
1 inch, Fr. Megson has obviously got his work cut out but he has always been keen to have a go at holding dow
missionary psition and we have to admire his selflessness, his pluck and his grossly misplaced optimism.

If you are all very good he will bring you back something nice from the Baltics. Sorry, Ivor, taking 6foot 3 inch blc
out of the country is frowned upon ovénere. But | might be able to get you a new plate to replace the one you so
carelessly lost last season. There's a loaf and a tin of mushy peas in the fridge and a pint of milk cooling on the
bathroom window ledge, so you shouldn't starve. Oh, and dondet to turn the radiators off before you lift Baby
Tolin out of his playpen.

Fr. Megson.
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17/11/2004 Father Megson returns from his trip around the Baltic states

Letter from the Baltics
A Chairde,

Bitter disappointment foall Withquiz junkies this week as Fr. Megson returns still jobless from the Baltics. His las
of gainful employment disappeared after the Chairman of the legendary FC Skonto Riga admitted that he would
probably be hanged drawn and quartered if he wéw appoint the much reviled cleric. "Maybe now you should let 1
Wolves have him", he sneered uncharitably, as Fr. Megson responded with a visible wince.

Some brief impressions of Latvia and Lithuania (I ran out of time and will have to save festoaid time):

1. Baltic Rall is fairly efficient but to use the word "express" in this instance would be as daft as to refer to our D£
EXPRESS as a proper newspaper. It will get you there in the end, but bring three novels, a bottle of vodkehamd .
with you. Or if you are feeling lazy, you could always stay in Riga Old Town and spend the afternoon in one of it
Irish bars watching reruns of English Coca Cola cup ties on large TV screens. Now there's cultural for you!

2. Lithuania is famore exotic than the somewhat Scandinavian Latvia. Vilnius is a blend of exquisite Russian Ortl
church architecture and brutalist Stalera tenements. The people don't seem as-ssured as the Letts, and desigr
jeans are not de rigeur but they are more willing to talk and seem to have a nice-defirecating sense of humour,
neatly summed up by this splendid logo | saw onshiiit (covering a rather splendid chest):

| LOVE LITHUANIBUT WHERE EXACTLY IS IT?
3.My favourite fact about Lithuaa:

All their lifts seem to be manufactured by a company called Schindler. Now Lithuania is not a country where you
make jokes about death camps with an easy conscience but | must admit | was tickled by the idea of Liam Nees
to stardom in dilm called SCHINDLER'S LIFT. Sorry about that!

3. Most esoteric moment: Watching WHO WANTS TO BE A MILLIONAIRE in Lithuanian with Russian subtitles.
admit | found it tough goingon a par with last week's quiz set by Snoopy Dog by all accolihs64,000 litas questio
was (and | paraphrase):

"Blah blah blahvasi blah blahets blah Jose Mourinho blah blah blahvets. llli;
A) ARSENAL B) CHELSEA
C) MANCHESTER UNITED D) LIVERPOOL?"

The contestant loked at the QM as if he was an idiot (and he probably was) and, without batting a bushy eyelid,
plumped for Chelski. | was impressed. Now can you imagine Chris Tarrant asking a contestant from Basildon:

"Which of these Lithuanian football clubs is manabgd/iktor Brazauskas. Is it:
A) KAUNAS B) VILNIUS
C) KLAIPEDA D) ZEMAITIJA?

Take your time."

"Well, Chris, I've got an idea but | think | will phone my friend Barry who lives @rifi;. He knows all the
Premiership clubs in the Northwest so he's bound to know this one. Over to you, Baz."

Fr. Megson
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01/12/2004 An epic victory over Fifth Finger at the Griffin is cause for celebration in Ladybarn

WEWOULD LIKE TO HIRE A TOPLESS BUS PLEASE
A chairde,

Much binding in the Reeks last nighand not all of it totally suitable for prevatershed TV viewingas FCEK returned t
a hero's welcome following their epic victory against their auld Saxon Faeger V. Fr. Megson is feeling far too
emotionally overwrought to pen anything remotely resembling a coherent column.

So let'sdetach ourselves for the moment from the cesspit that is his stream of consciousness and put things into
perspective.

Firstly, yes, it was a grand victory and, | think, a deserved one. We kept thinking it would only be a matter of tim
before we managetb blow our early lead but the moment never arrived. Not even when yours truly did his best t
selfimplode by dismantling Brunton Park in scenic Carlisle brick by brick and setting it down kicking and scream
Bolton's Lowryesque backstreets of th@5sDs.

Over the next few days the website and the tabloids will doubtless be full of inquests and lurid headlines of the K
MUST GO variety. But, lest we forget, Finger V's defeat is headline news purely and simply because it does not
very often And it does not happen very often because they are a fiendishly good quiz team. And the cheery spi
which they showed in accepting defeat and quaffing our free beer libations (and a burnt offering of peanuts for M
makes them an even better quigam. So remember folks, they are good but not invincible. Believe in yourselves
feel free to add to their grief next time you play them. Let's make it an eleven horse photo finish season.

Incidentally, it was nice to note that FCEK's reward fotibgdhe league leaders was to drop down from second to
third position. As they say in the Northern Reeks, that Ivor is a sleekedyonecouldn't trust him with your granny!

Speaking of league placings, does anybody know why this week's setters, dinea@®ys, are languishing at the foot of
the table when they are in possession of so much varied and esoteric knowledge as was in evidence in their par
night? | suppose all of them are at an age when, whenever they hear an interesting fact od Radidecide to jot it
down as "a good question”, they find thaby the time they have wandered upstairs to retrieve their spectacles fror
the laundry basket and then trundled back down to the downstairs loo to liberate the-aatd then find that the
pencil sharpener which they seem to remember using as a bookmark that morning when they were forced to ab:
reading Schott's very interesting Miscellany because the wife's constant banging on the loo door and frenzied cr|
"are you dead in there awhat?" became too much of a distractiemell, they find that the interesting fact has alread
wafted gently through the canyons of their mind and back into the ether whence it came.

They did a good job last night though. | thought they gave a masies iti the art of balancing. Both teams were gi\
an equal dosage of fairly straightforward questions and more devious posers that never quite stepped outside th
boundaries of guessability. The picture round wasn't my cup of tea really and | fowny ditficult but | would happily
give it 10 out of 10 for freshness and inventiveness. Again, purely on a personal level, | would dispense with the
"question of the week" category on this occasion and award instead a "round of the week" trophy toxtelieat
"cinematic colours” theme.

What's that again? you thought that round was crap? Oh well. That'sogsiness for you!

The final word on FCEK's epic struggle with Finger V goes to that well known Jesuit and papal pizza adviser, Pe
Wenger who observed the game on a specially erected giant screen at Old Trafford (well, when over 60,000 pec
up you have to make some attempt to entertain them!). Pere Wenger was heard to comment:

"C'est magnifigue mais c'est n'est pas la buerre".

Actually, he made this comment some years ago during a heated TV debate on the merits of STORK margarine
late and not terribly lamented Leslie Crowther. But what's the point of being Fr. Megson if you can't use a bit of |
licence now and again.

Fr. M.
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08/12/2004

Of Cabbages and Queens
A chairde,

You may recall that Fr. Megson's Teaser of the Week last Friday was "Why are the Opsimaths at the bottom of t
league?". A swollen postbag duly ensued, though natasdlen as the one received a few weeks ago pertaining to
matters arising from our 6 foot 3 inch Baltic babes debate.

Unfortunately, no correct answers were received, so our star prize of a signed snapshot of Ethel Rodin playing C
and Nurses on thedach at New Brighton (c1962) will now be rolled over to our next competiti@nd to believe that
baby Tolan was still only 38 when that snap was taken all thosffegepiatinted years ago!

The most ludicrously incorrect solution to our teaser cdnoen a regular listener called Colinski, a retired child prodi
from Kiev, who writes unconvincingly:

"As you are no doubt aware, we are a very much better quiz team than most people realise. If you examine the
footage of all our games you will gily see that we have hardly missed a spare all season; nor have we failed to ¢
an opponent's question except for those tricky occasions when it has been passed over to us whilst we have be¢
engaged in solving our crossword puzzle which, | thinkwjibbiagree, is a perfectly legitimate way to while away yet
another boring quiz evening. | feel that this speaks volumes for the woeful quality of the quiz setters this season
amateurish inability of these so called "bright young things" to positi@questions allocated to the Opsimaths in ar
sort of logical mayhem is killing off our chances of winning the League this season just as surely as myxomatosi:
the bad old 1950s."

He continues: "Far be it from me to make excuses but you woubdhaige to agree that we have been a martyr to
niggling injuries this season. That most of them wereigé#li€ted is true but hardly germane to the argument. Not tc
mention the blatant bias of the regular QM towards our opposition. When was the iastvtie got a spare at home?
I'll tell you bloody when. The 17th of bloody March 19%4d only then because it was bloody St. Patrick's night an
she was too bloody pissed to tell us apart from the bloody away team! No, | have a lot of sympathy i@k ridral
Houllier bloke when he said that his beloved Liverpool never deserved to lose a single game during his 6 year re
glory at Anfield. That they did in fact lose most of them was unfortunate, but what can you do when Lady Luck ¢
to treat you like un plonker de grand magnitude?"

Not a lot, Colinski and Gerard, not a lot. Sometimes world events take a dramatic turn that overshadow even the
Machiavellian world of the Withington quiz league. Such an occasion occurred last Friday eveniogevbeaur
greatest statesmen, Robert Kilr@ilk, was brutally ambushed on the steps of the BBC studios on Oxford Road, irc
perhaps, just a stone's throw away from the site of the Peterloo massacre in 1819.

Much to his credit, Fr. Megson was quiokshow his revulsion and to condemn the perpetrator.

"It saddens and pains me greatly", he pontificated from his luxuriously padded pulpit at 9o'clock mass on Sunday
some mindless thug, who quite possibly hails from some decent madads familyf this parish and who has had all
the benefits of a state education, should so wantonly and so wilfully waste a perfectly good bucket of shite in this
manner......"

The more charitable among you will be relieved to hear that Mr KiBitlyis making a nmdy effort to shake off the
odour of sanctity thus showered upon him.

"Only time will tell", he told an appreciative, if somewhat distant audience, "but | feel confident that my hair is big
enough to bounce straight back after the 48 dousings of JeyasiFhas had to endure tonight."

One beneficial result of the debacle is that Mr. Kit&ilk may now leave UKIP to muddle on without him.

"I have found that a bucketful of ordure in the mush concentrates the mind wonderfully”, he crooned. "Sadly Ehc
that UKIP is no longer big enough to harbour a statesman of my undoubted ego. Consequently, | now intend to
new, more egocentric party which, after careful thought, shall be called the KIEBR&YTHE UNITED KINGDOM'S
UNRIVALLED NATIONALARIRE party."

Anybody who wishes to support the new party should contact Fr. Megson in Vespers nightclub after confessions
Saturday evening when he hopes to have a small number of introductory badges asturtedo give away.

Wear them with pride. FEM.
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15/12/2004

Last Night
A chairde,

Like Chelsea, Snoopy Dog has had difficulty fielding a full team this season so it was nice to see their full streng
get back to winning ways last night. It would have been eweer had it not been against us, the hapless FECKS of
What price us becoming the first team to beat Fifth Finger and get relegated in the same season? No quibbles t
Beaten by a better team last night. We always find Snoopy a bit of diarihey are the slumbering giants of the
league and if they can buy a few more regular players they will once more be a major force in world quizzes. Te
supremo, Tony Orlando (26), is looking forward to the transfer window opening in January.

"Yes, iiis a bit stuffy in here tonight,"” he said in his posatch summingup.

"As you know, | am a very sleepy giant indeed and | thought the questions looked a bit on the tired side as well t
So, all in all, it might be an excellent idea to open adamin January. Do we need a warrant?"

Fr.M

....and, following the above match report, I'm very honoured to have received a Christmas Card from our friend fi

Baaaaaaaaalll Humbug

....EWE SEXY THING....

Fr. Megson (pictured lefh the dark demob suit) indulges in some sub Graham Nortonesque baaanter with Imelde
(nearly 2) from Swaledale, one of the finalists in this year's REEKS OF $SAEHPR final currently being recorded i
Vespers nightclub. The final of the contest that gripped the nation by its communal jockstrap will be shown on I
on Christmas Day and will run simultaneously with The Queen's Speech. The lucky winner will receive a nosebs
mashed turnips and an exclusive contract to host www.Withquimfdanuary onwards (take a weHlrned hike, Mike).

....... PLUS the once in a lifetime opportunity to share a single berth with Fr. Megson and Trevor Mc Donald durin
romantic 7 night cruise on wine dark Wastwater.

Best wishes to all our quiz teams,
Fr. M.
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The Priest Is Not for Turning
A chairde,
People often stop Fr. Megson on the street and say:

"Now just run back in there like a good priest and put that bottle of Merrydown back on the shelf and we won't se
more about it this time".

And you know, in a very real sense they are right. If it wasn't for the kindness of strangers like therggemn would
be forced to take to his bed with a permanent hangover the size of County Laois.

Do any of our listeners have a similar heartwarming story about having their lives reaffirmed outside the COOP |
security guards? Do write in and tell Auntiekiall about it on the website. There's a mega bottle of Merrydown tc
shared by the ten best entriedut | can't seem to find the receipt so please don't go supping it outside the COOP.

Very often people stop Fr. Megson on the street and say:
"Well now Father, it's nice to see you out on parole again and when will you be changing your name to Fr. Robsc

On these occasions | tend to smile benignly, raise my hands as if in benediction and gently apply my forehead tc
bridge of the supplicant's nosd then offer my hanky as a peag#ering and say unto them:

"What sort of effin' eejit are you anyhow to be askin' such stupid effin' questions? Sure even a protestant wouldr
goin' round askin' pup questions like that! Do you mean to say tloakllike a Fr. Robson or something? Are you tn
to say that | look like a middigged overweight terminally depressed dipsomaniacihesn with a crybaby 'woe is me'
Geordie accent? (Ed. Note: We think the Geordie accent lets Fr. Megson off dmecadity here!)

Away home to yer cesspit and boil yer head".

Then | go all holy looking again, tell them they can keep the bloody hanky, and absolve them on the spot (well, |
priest after all). | then tell them to run along home to the bosom ofrtFemily and the dog but for penance they
should watch the five sorrowful videos of Fr. Robson being interviewed after the match. If, after watching the
interviews they still think that Fr. Robson has the face and the mind of a satirically eloquent thegsshould report
back to me at confessions next Saturday evening and | will break their bloody nose all over again. Persistent off
will not be given the purgatory option when they die. They will go straight to the Hawthorns.

Now if you'll excus me, I'm just popping out to the COOP. Don't wait up for me.

Fr. Megson (for ever and ever)
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02/02/2005

A Quiet Night in Ladybarn
A Chairde,

Inactive brains for Fr. Megson's social inadequates last night as FCEK saheumatch ban imposed for harbouring
impure thoughts in their recent match against The Histrionic Men (Fr. Megson still reckons that at least one of th
isn't really a man but there seems little point in arguing with referees these days if you havea'Sgottish accent anc
an M16 post code). The ban came at an unfortunate juncture as Damian, Fr. Megson's stunning amanuensis (p
played by Sylvia Kristel), caught sight of some of the questions as he was typing them up and he reckons that he
have been able to get some of them right especially the ones about old queens and other filth that never appeare
the seminary syllabus in Fr. Megson's youth.

Still, it was nice to relax. Half past nine saw a freshly horlixed Fr. Megson already cuwiigd asporch and a good
Trollope underneath the bedclothes. Funny, but there seems to be something about the scribblings of Trollope tt
appeals to charismatic men of action like Fr. Megson and John Major.

Alas, 5867 sheep later our eponymous pastor stdktossing and occasionally turning, bedevilled by feverish image
Wayne Rooney in a sarong and Timbo Henman in a construction worker's kit. The teatime of his soul grew ever
when his past failures came rushing back to haunt him: agonisimgomes of spineless moments when he had refus
to fly solo for a much needed twgointer and, even more painful to recall, those involuntary and unilateral ejaculat
of absolute balderdash that were fast becoming his trademark.

In desperation he reacliedown for his trusty hotwater bottle which contained an emergency supply of Merrydown
such moments. Soon he was hurtling through the astral plane. Looking down on the cosmic speck that is Soutt
Manchester he saw several Greybeards trapped in a igglass bubble of many hues. There they would remain u
they had solved the 64 enigmas set by 4 gnomic dwarves known as the Homines Pedantici or, in family circles,
Norman NeLifers.

The more the captives tugged at their greybeards and theentioey poked at the walls of the giant bubble the more
the answer to the mystic riddle of "Who won the Eurovision Song Contest in 1970?" receded from their grasp. T
twisted and writhed in their agony; they conferred arcanely using ancient masonicmoi&ments; they spilt their
entrails on the floor and examined them rapturously (the landlord was less than rapturous); they conjured up
mendacious desires to relieve themselves so as to send secret textual messages to their friends. But still they ¢
persuade the runes to spell out the one Druidic word that would end their gut curdling misery (if you don't want tc
know the answer look away now).......... DANA.

"I'm glad I'm up here with a big big bottle," mused Fr. Megson's astral body, "and not tthere. It must be an awful
way to spend eternity."

There you are now. I've been telling you for years that any oul' egjit could have written LORD OF THE RINGS i
hour.

Fr. M.
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02/03/2005

FCKtake the FLAK
A Chairde,

I will continue to use this form of greeting even though it apparently does not constitute an official EU language.

Fr. Megson is today reconsidering his future as a top notch quiz team manager after his side, Dynamo FCEK, wi
sensationallypeaten, nay mauled, by the previously unheralded Finger V. The minnows from the Griffin stunned
packed White Swan stadium by easily recording their first win in the league since Feb. 2005. Many of the home
who managed to stay awake during the delmaare now baying loudly for the blood of the self appointed 'people's
priest'.

"Sometimes a manageariest has to stand up and be countedgid Fr. Megson,

"but there's no way you'll get me out of bed on a night like this for some stupid pub triviashquwill say though, tha
| thought we played well against the wind in the first half. It is easy for fecking vultures like youse to be wise afte
event but | suppose youse have a point when you call into doubt my second half tactics. Perfbhalihtime
lobotomies was a gamble that failed to come off on the night. It might have been better to have saved one of the
case it was needed in the final round. But the fact remains that lobotomies have now become an integral part of
game andhe team will just have to forget about last night. And fair play to Roisin, she has already forgotten whe
was last night. She thinks she was at home revising her book of Irish rivers. She reckons she got as far as the |
before she fell imd a coma. | wish the rest of the buggers were as dedicated as Roisin."

Colinski, a convicted panbkater from Bratislava, has once again inundated the Withquiz office with a hastily scra
note. He writes:

"l didn't get to the big game last night as myathy was playing up. | did however watch it on FIVE LIVE and it was
rubbish. Even Alan Green, the commentator who normally wouldn't say boo to a solent goose, agreed that Fr. M
lot should be spayed. There's no way I'll be buying a radio ligdbiecgear after listening to that lot of rubbish.

That Fr. Megson is far too soft. A good dose of discipline is what that team needs. None of yer fancy lobotomies
kind of thing only encourages nanbypy softies to be even more toucHigely. Nowijf | were Fr. Megson I'd have that
Roisin one into my den before her feet hit the floor. No messing. I'd tell her to pull her socks up immediately anc
excuses. Especially if she was wearing those little saddks that you sometimes see in Ethel Anssand in late night
films on the telly what | never watch. Yes, 'pull yer assideks up woman....", I'd say, '....and now roll them down
again......... but very......very ....slowly." That's what I'd do if | were Fr. Megson. Has anyone seen noyd26ssw

Fr. M.
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09/03/2005

A Succinct View Of Last Night's Quiz As Told By The Albert Park
A Chairde,

Albert Park set off at a blistering pace last night in the seething cauldron that is The Bowling Club. The local
constabularystruggled to prevent the lone drinker at the bar from spilling on to the pitch as the home idols threate
to become the first team this season to do the double over the overpaid, undersexed and over here mercenaries
FCEK.

Tragedy then struck as th@me side unaccountably lost control of their destiny and veered off sharply down the [
and underpasses of their pr€ambrian childhood memories. The rest was largely silence.

"It was the Clitheroe question wot done for us," opined Mark, their eloguwachorman.

"It seemed to have the same effect on us as Jaffa cakes did on that French geezer wot used to write long books
nothing in particular. It certainly got me thinking about the good old radio days. | practically grew up with THE
CLITHERQED, though unfortunately, due to Jimmy's hormonal imbalance, the experience was never likely to be
mutual. Still, size isn't everything and he were a fine looking man in an elfin sort of way. And really, really funny
way that only Lancastrian midts can be. Well can | remember the whole family sat round the wireless on a wet
Sunday afternoon choking on his cheeky capers and our boiled knuckle of lamb. | suppose it's the same for all ¢
codgers but | honestly feel that in those good olgsi&undays were definitely wetter and tinned peas were without
doubt greener. And Spangledoes anyone remember Spangles? ...........cccvveeeeenn. "

Yes, yes but returning to the painful present for a moment can | just ask Richard how he foundgtienguast night.

"Sorry, I'm not quite with you. | don't, think they went missing, did they? I'm sure Jitka had them for most of the
evening. | seem to remember her reading out some of them for us.................. oh, yes, | see what you meanmow
| was miles away thinking about Spangles.

Yes, the questions were set by Theats who apparently used to be Irish though they always seem quite normal tc
when | see them in the pub. They always tend to set 64 questions and last night was ptioexcewouldn't say they
were brilliant but they certainly managed to inspire me. And while we're on the subject.....Did you know that spir
those pointy things you sometimes find on the top of cathedrals? I'm quite fond of cathedrals, egpkeialhes that
look like giant gothic phallic symbols that reach out as if to ravage the sullen skies of Britain, thereby unleashing
showers on the sordid detritus that calls itself mankind.............. sorry got a bit carried away there..anyway its
about time we had a whole quiz given over to cathedrals. | could do the firstrhalfbe 32 interesting facts about
Beverley-that's a cathedral by the way, not a girl. Then | could balance things a bit in the second half by asking
interesting facts about Ripon. With maybe a spot the connection question at the end.

Or better still, we could do a reality TV series about life in a cathedral. We could brick up a couple of quiz teams
cathedral for a year and a day and see how theyecwithout food or water or hankpanky, though | suppose we cou
allow a small bit of hankpanky if we kept it tasteful and used an Anglican cathedral. It would make fabulous view
and it would probably make all the contestants feel terribly asaatid a bit peckish as well, | shouldn't wonder. | knc
| could eat a horse just thinking about it. You don't have any Spangles on you by any chance?"

Fr. M.
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16/03/2005

St. Patrick's DayA time to reflect
A Chairde,

Sometimes people stop Fr. Megson in the chemist's and say:

"Bless me father, is it yourself? Boy, but | was awful drunk at 9 o'clock mass last Sunday and half the time | had
notion what you were chunnering on about. Would you ever be so goodram tilvat bit about temperance by me
again and also the arrangements for the St. Patrick's Day march? And would you like me to buy that wee packe
Father, 'cause there's only a young slip of a girl serving?"

And you know, in a very real sense, Madmy housekeeper is right. It is all too easy to get caught up in life's little
debaucheries and to lose sight of the really important issues that pertain to our spiritual realm. And what could
more important than organising the craic for St. Paddyay- it'll be feckin' brill. So let me run through the timetable
again for all of you who were feeling less than sentient last Sunday morning:

10.00- Mass (please note that this may have to be cancelled if Fr. Megson can't find a new battery fFamhislack-
we simply can't afford to fall behind schedule on such a holy day)

10.14- Traditional blessing of the Sassenach graves
10.15- The even more traditional cursing of the Sassenach living

11.15- Fr. Megson to nip home for well earned bacon luttith all the trimmings and a scalding hot mug of Irish
coffee. Feel free to mill around the chapel gates chewing baccy like demented cows, hawking, spitting and slagt
your feckless neighbours like you do every Sunday

11.30 - Annual St. PatrickBay traditional parade to commence from the gates of our beloved Church Of The Hidc
Ovarie, Ladybarn

11.32- Annual St. Patrick's Day traditional parade to terminate at the front door of " Vespers", our church social ¢
and exclusive nightclub for disrning gentlemen priests and turf accountants.

The men should make their immediate way to the bar. Could the ladies please assemble in the cleaner's storerc
Please mind the broken statues, most of which have sharp edges. In the storeroom theytmétbd to a gratis and
complimentary porringer of Bailey's Irish Cream (75p for pensioners and other unwaged parochial parasites). Tt
should then bid a fond adieu to Fr. Megson and make their way home in an orderly fashion to pluck the amicker
the spuds.

You may remember that last year some auld hodtigy busybody from the Town Hall tried to take us to task about tf
arrangement. Well now, Fr. Megson is as Politically Correct as the next priest and | would thank that auldbtgisbial
to remember that this year. If she cares to look up the relevant Health and Safety ruling (section 6; subsection 2«
the 1849 "Proper Placement of Women" act) she will see that this instruction is mandatory and is quite clearly in
to protectour good womenfolk from being subjected to unwarranted attention and compliments in a public place.
There comes a time however when even priests have to be flexible in a heathen country so | would be willing to
the following concession:

If any of ya women out there are under 25, have in their possession a leathergkiimiand matching boots (green
would be nice and apposite but don't worry if they happen to be dark- teath would look lovely with a wee black
skimpy top) and have had experiencangding on fairly high mahogany tables, then report to Fr. Megson in the DJ &
behind the bar. Those lucky enough to pass his audition will of course need to to text their kids to remind them t
their own tea that evening.

12.00 (midnight on the 2#our clock system)official ending of St. Patrick's Day. Time to stand in a desultory fashic
for the National Anthem and then get a final 6 or 7 rounds in at the bar before wending your circuitous way to Fr.
Megson's top table for the official inquestraditionally, this can be a very trying time for the maudlin. So this year
have roped in Sister Conceptua Euphoria to act as a confidante and counsellor. She's from the order of The Po:
Bridgets who run a successful chain of Bail Hostels on CheefliBRoad so she'll be well used to listening to sobbel
and gobbers like you lot. But don't spin the "I could've been a contender” yarns out too long because she can't ¢
bathos and she can get fierce ratty when she's had a few.

Fr. Megson
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06/04/2005 The Charles/Camilla wedding was about to take place and Dave Rainford was about to appésar on
Wants To Be A Millionaire

Wot's a gel to do?
A Chairde,

Mounting problems, both physically and metaphorically speakingCfarles and Camilla as it now appears inevitabl
that their honeymoon will have to be postponed sine nocte on account of the clash with WHO WANTS TO BE A
MILLIONAIRE this Saturday night.

A Clarence House spokesman told WITHQUIZ earlier today:

"Both Charlesnd Camilla are pig sick about this coagkcaused once again by bloody people. Fortunately, neither (
them are regular viewers of MATCH OF THE DAY so that poses no problem although in fairness Camilla does fi
Gary Lineker can look appealinglyuéte when he laughs.

"Both Royal parties had anticipated hitting the hay immediately after the lottery draw but now feel that they will b
unable to do so since WITHQUIZ will be represented on MILLIONAIRE. Protocol dictates that they remajredrigh
and bushytailed to cheer Big Dave on this his biggest night since his 21st birthday party at the Red almost exactl
years ago today (I wonder what that stripper is doing in her retirement?)."

Regular listeners to this website will know that Dave and Cago back a long way. Right back to that snug in the F
next to the gents.

"Dave is absolutely fab" ,
said Camilla,

"and | would like to take this opportunity to apologise for calling him an oik on the occasion of our last tired and
emotional meeting | did so in the genuinely mistaken belief that he was poor."

One way out of the impasse might be for Dave to drop out of MILLIONAIRE and run instead in the GRAND NAT
which kicks off earlier that afternoon. Dave's trainer feels however that this ke Dave, might be a neatarter.

"Dave has been specially genomed to run in a quiz show," said Mr. Heale ,"and his molecules are simply not wir
compete in a bruising encounter with 7 foot fences. Nor does he feel intellectually compatibleitiver horses or
with Irish midgets with annoyingly squeaky voices. We could in no way guarantee that he would get round the c
time for his tea and DR. WHO which tees off at 7pm. Sorry. What about if Camilla watches MILLIONAIRE on h
and we ask Ethel Rodin to stand in for her in the Royal Bedchamber for just the one night only. That shouldn't p
problem, should it? It will be pretty dark in there and Ethel is about Camilla's height when she's lying down and |
of them know agthing about football or Reality TV so it should be perfect.

"Mind you, we'd still have to find a childminder for Baby Tolan who's normally ready for his teddy long before the
ANT AND DEC. And we'd need to buy some new jimjams for Roddy whohigioétiones at the White Swan last
week........... oh dear....... it's all a bit of a logistical nightmare isn't it?"

Royals who'd have them?

Fr. Megson
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13/04/2005 Dave Rainford has just won £250,000Mdho Wants To Be Millionaire
MAGNUS DAVIDUSUMMA CUM LAUDE

Hoc semano Withquiz in conjunctione "Osservatore Romano" Davidum Rainfordium summa cum laude salutat.
Davidus de facto rex mundi quizzorum cognentia generale et infantus terribilis leaguae taveDioishariensis et
proximis villagiis plus plebian qui recenter multos spondulikos vicit in populario IT\épedtaculo nomine Quis
Possessor Millionis Spondulikis Esse Vult.

Davidus Magnus qui frequens imbiber est in populario sed superpricendo hosiglioe "Leo Rubidus" nunc potest
non solum affordare in omnis hipissime vino tavernis et discothequis Mancuniensis Stocportiensisque imbibere ¢
etiam regulenter procurare crustum grandum servatum cum condimento bisto (gustanter) et sacam patatas fritas
devouratum dum ille in domum inebriatus ambulat media in hocte. Deo gratias tamen positivus est que success
personalitatem convivialiam non una iota alterabit.

"Nulla via, Jose'lixit eloquenter, sedente in suo novo constructato palacio media ifP#latine- monstrous
carbunculus in opinione Camilla nunc regina de facto angliae sed definiter non hiberniae.

"Amabo semper equaliter meos CCL mille spondulikos et meos amicos pauperos qui miserabiliter obligatos in st
abjecte in saecula saeculorwubsistare....turdum durum, amici....sic transit in Gloria Hunniford!"

Relaxante et sippende pinam coladam duplicatam in sua sauna privata, describat Davidus momentum grandum
ipse videtur in TV contra inquisitorem Chris Tarrantum (ex Tiswas qagtagnmum infantile in decado LXX erat).
Necne ille nervosus erat?

"Ablative absoluter"responsit Davidus sotto voce familiafespecialiter in prima parte nomine 'Digitus Prontissime
Primus'. Difficile est movere digitum et cerebellum in tandem inistliTVV. Facile est domo in sofa sed non in studic
Urgenter in lavatorium visitare desirabam!

"Finalter mihi successum est et Chris me embracevit fortis quale ursus. Bonum ovum esm@hsadiero puerile
amabam olim diem saturni ante meridiam gukmtempus Tiswas erat.

"Crusta custardi et canis nomine Spit! Brillianter!!! Atque amabam observare non solum Tiswas sed etiam Cha
Equus Mirabilis et Torchi Torchi, Puer Batterius.

"A beatus meus perditus juventused odious AC Milano, bastar@ed digresso. Non iam nervosus media in ludo.
Multi faciles questiones et Chris inquisitor gentilior quam Jitka est. Non potest conferrare sed potest:

I) Audienciam interrogare

Sed nota bene: non bona idea est hoc attemptare dum ludente in tavernaneo@ygnus Albusmulto periculo!
Il L:L

Hoc me totaliter confusavitdetesto anagramas

1) Amicum Interrogare Tlephonato

Problemum unumtudent mei optimi amici pro squado Parco Alberto qui normaliter in profundis recessis leaguae
localae

"Dormit - hoc ergo definiter non bona idea est. Necesse est ipso solo rubicon transversare noteo gradualiter pat
emergentum in ludo id est omnia correcta responsa cum letteris alpha, beta, gamma vel delta commencare tenc
Ludum infantum nunc est.

"Estinp tandem que satis spondulikos habeo. Fatigus sum et incredibiliter non imbibo pintum lageris dum duas |
Dico: 'Finale responsum absoluter Chris. Ita missa est. Vale.'

"Tunc, spondulikis securis depositis in valiso sub jimjamis designo Wiamedh, decideo in domum ambulare. Non
pluvit et ultimum omnibus transnocte de Londineo ad Mancunium multos spondulikos costat. Nulla via, Jose."

Bonum ovum es, Davide. Withquiz te salutat in saecula saeculorum.

Pater Medfilius
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27/04/2005

Wrestling with my conscienceand the cat
The other evening after work | was wrestling with the cat for squatting rights on the sofa when Danny, my stepsc
burst in and demanded to know who | would be voting for in the General Election.

"What General Election?" | started to ask before realising that, as the founding member of an esteemed quiz tea
shouldn't really have to confer on a question like this.

"Labour," | muttered enthusiastically.
"But you don't even like Tony Blair", pested Danny.

"Yes, there is that", | conceded, "but | don't like anybody else either and anyway I'm a natural born Socialist so it
be class treason not to vote for Labour like wot I've always done....

Yes, Danny, | know that Labour is no longercalst party but you are missing the point. No Danny, I'm not losing
temper, but Jesus wept, you're doing bloody politics for bloody 'A' levels so the least | expect is that you might b
intelligent enough to follow the cogency of my superior argun?elbw go away and practice your iPod 'cos I'm bus
trying to listen to THE ARCHERS. And it wouldn't do YOU any harm to listen to intelligent worthwhile programn
in a while".

Danny's a good lad really but, like most young people today, he refaggasp the complexities of being a tired old g

Many hours later when | woke up (with the cat snoozing contentedly on my chest), | got to thinking. Maybe | shc
vote for somebody else. But who? The Greens sound like a nice bunch but they migitlieed to put a tax on
unreconstructed neanderthals like me whose idea of a nice dinner is steak and chips with lots of salt and hold th

The BNP are running, as well | know, 'cos | saw their Party Political Broadcast the other evening.miciaadnd

watch it but | was sleeping with the cat on the sofa and it was on when | woke up. They seem very sweet and c¢
They were singing a lovely English folksong a la Ralph Mc Tell all about a misunderstood young lad who was fol
become a ntter on the streets of London 'cos when he was off fighting those racist Argies loads of gay black Alb:
with turbans and Irish accents took over his bedroom and brutalised his teddy bear. | felt very sorry for the nutte
for his teddy but all th same......I'd be worried that they were only pretending to be sweet and caring and when tt
finally got into power they might start shooting everybody that wasn't born in Basingstoke.

| was getting desperate now. What about Charlie Kennedy? Seenasrlike bloke. He looks reassuringly like a hur
wreck and he's got an accent that baffles Sassenachs so we would have a lot in common. And yet..... Lib Dem..
sound very macho does it? Not the type of party that could take care of it&edfif into a fracas outside the Pack
Horse in Levenshulme on a Saturday night. Nah, sorry Chas.

Then | leapt up with a brainwave (much to the annoyance of the cat). Why shouldn't WITHQUIZ put foward its o
candidate? | would be prepared to nomin&fikke Bath for P.M. if any of you lot would second him. | really think hi
would appeal to the Great British public. He's clever but not too clever. He's good at communibatsgot his own
website for Chrissakes! He's about the right aget babyfaced like that Hague tosser a few years ago but not as o
as the Pope either. And he looks nice and avuncular. | think he would look ever so wholesome kissing babies &
Though we would probably have to airbrush out the pint of beer and theqiaxflpork scratchings if we want the
pictures to appear on the front page of the Guardian.

We'll need a hame of course. The Bath'ist Party sounds good but I think it has been used before by a friend of C
Galloway's. The Liberal Opsimaths has guita ring to it but we don't want to alienate the large percentage of the
electorate who don't own a dictionary. The Friends of the Electric Pigs Party? You're being fcekin stupid now.

I'm not very good at manifestos. Perhaps Ivor could run us orvehem he gets back from the pub. Keep it simple Iv
Something along the lines of:

"If elected we promise to get rid of the rat race. We will achieve this by forcing all the successful people in Britigh
to take all society's losers out every Weday evening and buy them a pint."

Yes, | know it sounds a bit too much like ragtredisered Socialism but it might just work. And at least we would
finally be spared the excruciating embarrassment of having to don a bloody red nose every time like fesping
those worse off than ourselves. Sheamus McGuevara

(Fr. Megson is unwelhe fell into a coma when | mentioned the word "Socialidét's hope he stays there)
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19/10/2005

Fr Megson is out saying his officatil further notice
A Chairde,

Fr Megson won't be with you on a regular basis this season as he is sticeepied helping police with their
enquiries. He is beginning to be of the opinion that the local constabulary must be a bit dim because they seem
round to Fr Megson's luxury penthouse flat opposite the White Swan (no hawkersgwadters askingpr money for
pesky poor people please as a knee in the groin often offends) looking for assistance with their enquiries on virtt
weekly basis these days.

Gretchen, his new and extremely strict housekeeper (www.bigbavarianbabes dot cotton) thied teém that they
should be getting their answers from GOOGLE dot cotton like every other moron on the block but a somewhat p
incorrect Sergeant told her to get the fcek back to Krautland or he'd personally google her with his truncheormwh
Fr. Megson's opinion, was a tad over the top even for a policeman.

Never mind, at least we have no police teams to contend with in our quiz league. Can you just imagine it? It wo
all night. First you would have to answer your own questiontaad you'd have to skip over to the next table and he
them with their enquiries and heaven help you if you got their question wrong. You'd probably end up in gaol for
next 25 seasons which, come to think of it, might be a lot more fun than havibgave the elements every winter
Wednesday for the rest of your "life" to turn up in some poxy pub, empty save for two baleful tablefuls of baldy w
with an even weirder baldier weirdo (yes, Jitka, | am well aware that you are the exception tdehsatin the middle
asking them loads of questions about fish and urinating cricketers and whatnot!

Welcome to the new season and may the Lord have mercy on all that sail in her.
Fr. M.
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26/10/2005

Ethel well and truly FCEKed
A Chairde,

On the night that Chelski at last stumbled Fr. Megson moved to within a possum's prostate of proving himself a \
successor to Mourinho's mantle of invincibility with a 52 to 20 win over the hapless Ethel. Two wins out of two n
surdy ein Tausendjahre Reich at the Swan is at last becoming a realistic dream for the modest monk and his se
tonsured team. Well maybe not ein Tausendjahre but they are certainly looking good for another 168 hours unti
meet their annual Nemesisa the grisly guise of Friends of Snoopy Dog (we always seem to wilt in the presence of
motley crew). Maybe we have more skeletons in our closet than most teams but we can never handle the psyct
pressure of a judge chanting "you're goin'dovgoin‘down, goin,down" before the start of a game!!! So come on Tc
it's only a fcekin quiz after alleave your gavel at home next week and let Roisin enjoy her drink in peace.

Hearty commiserations once again to Ms Rodin. A good teanfrehoently have the beating of us, they got off to a
bad start last night and proceeded to have the kind of evening that only Robert Pires could fully empathise with.
after defeat their bad luck continuedbaby Tolan was given a two match suspensarappearing to shake his rattle ir
a sarcastic manner right under the nose of the QM and Roddy chose the wrong week to reveal that all the team
sick as a parrotleaving the landlord little choice but to wring their necks immediately and bueir tarcasses in the
charabanc parking area. We can only hope that our beloved Swan has not become infected.

Fr. M.
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09/11/2005 Father Megson has a meeting with David Blunkett

Fr. Megson's pastoral letter
(Fr M is currentlpn tour in Poland. This letter was written in the departure lounge at Ringway and brought to us
acolyte)

A Chairde,

Many of you, | realise, have been very unsettled by all the rumours currently circulating. Dusty from the Albert w
saying aconfession only last Saturday evening that her team's slow start to the season was a direct result of her
getting any sleep since August 22nd.

"Bless me Father, but I've become a stranger to the arms of Morpheus”, she wept confidentially.

"I'm desperae Father. My personal physician refuses to prescribe me any sleep potions on the grounds that he i
long St. Caths supporter. I've got to the stage where | spend the whole night pressing the HASH button on my p
but so far nothing has been detred. Typical bloody BTorgive my language, Father, but if they can't supply the
feckin' stuff they shouldn't advertise it. Now stop pfaffin' around Father and grant me absolution and | might still
it to the chemist before they close."

To allaysome of your fears | arranged to meet David Blunkett at a secret location for a frank and forthright excha
views. What follows is a transcript secretly recorded on one of those nifty little recorders that fit nicely into your

underpants. Sorry ah the quality in places but Damart is a notoriously bad sound conducting material and load.
students kept getting on the 142 Magic Bus and they all insisted on making clicking noises with their tongues at

Blunkett's dog. Prats, the lot of them!

FrMegson: "Hiya Dave, how's she cuttin'?"
David Blunkett: "Shower of southern feckin'....." (expletives deleted)

FM: "I know you're not with the DWP any more but | was wondebiatk in 1974 when | was a student some git stols
the green giro | was keepinehind the picture of the Sacred Heart in my bedroom. Would there be any chance of
gettin' me a replacement? It was for £14.78."

DB: "....." (eleven expletives deleted)

FM: "Fair enough Dave, sure there's no harm in askin'. Could | get yer dogrgmaiive and peanut sandwich?"
DB: "....." (expletive deleted)

FM: "All right so.. (sound of underpants being adjusted)....if | could just ask you about the rumours."

DB: "......" (sixteen expletives deleted) (sound of white stick breaking over priestly hea

Dog: "I think what Mr Blunkett is trying to say is that no, he will not be taking the Old Trafford job. At least ndteur
end of the season. David is of course free to make his own decisions but | may say that his refusal comes as sc
of apersonal disappointment for me since | was looking forward to getting my teeth into Roy Keane's suspect
hamstring. But c'est la vie. Life is a minestrone as someone wise once said and | believe this is especially true
political animals like myself."

FM: ", | didn't know you could talk."

Dog: (sniggering) "So how didya think a commie from the socialist republic of South Yorkshire got to be Home S
dumbo? Jeez, you papist priests are even more naive than the goddamn Toriesupisted, Dave here would be
zilch without me. Just another sad washgal lackey of the lumpen proletariat with bad attitude and an even worse
haircut. Hitler was the same. And Bush. Even Barbara Woodhouse. Look behind every great dictator and gou'l
dog."

FM: "Sorry, I'm a bit confused here. You mean you do everything for Mr. Blunkett?"

Dog: "Well not quite everything, bud. Otherwise the result of the paternity suit would have been even more
embarrassing for the government. Say buster, you'tdweppen to have a rubber ball on you? | feel real frisky today

FM: "Sorry, | left mine under the sofa. But what about the local newspaper?"

DB: "l could have been a contender."
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Dog: "Down boy! Yes Father, that part of the rumour is true. Me and @dvbe down School Lane next week to tak
the goddamn thing over."

FM: "And will there be changes?"

Dog: "Initially only the rag will change. South Manchester itself will remain in its current format until January 200
when all the new Gauleiters wilve been fully trained. But listen ,keep shtumm about the Gauleiter bit. Pinko D:
here thinks it's goin' to be a Socialist republic. Tee hee hee....."

FM: "So the newspaper will retain its hallowed title."

Dog: "Mostly. You Brits sure don't likettave your culture changed. Mind you, we'll have to tweak it just a little to
reflect the new Zeitgeist. Yesiree, the new Berliner formatted SOUTH MANCHESTER DEPORTER will hit the s
week on Friday. So if you have any Czech or Irish or York&sidents on your team.....Well you've still got over a
week to find replacements."

FM: (sound of gulping) "But you'll still be giving out pots of jam for the best published letters?"

DB: "Oh yes. | can give you a firm commitment on this point. | wasgs Cherie and the dog only last week that it
vitally important that we retain our jam. That's why Tony went to war in Iraq you know. Somebody has to protec
jam pipeline. Jam is what makes Britain Great. And it makes an excellent saniiwiciry tasty and far better for
you than bloody prawns. Isn't that right ,dog?"

Dog: "Yes dear."
Fr. M.
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23/11/2005

The 'E' word
A Chairde,

.............. sorry, be with you in half a mo. Just checking how many 'F's in esoteric......here we are......words begin
with 'E'....... God, there's an awful lot of them....... bear with me....let's see.....'E' for Entertainment.....nope, edhdtu:

Eruct....that's a new one...."to void wind noisily from the stomach through the mouth".....quite useful that.....mighi
mail it to Kieran later on.

Escort.....no way could | afford one of them on a single priest's pittance ...... Esker....."Irish name for the ridges of
glacial gravel".....fcek me, that's a good un'....here we are.....Esoteric. Nope, | was right, no 'F's in it. Interesting
definition though......"communicated to, or intelligible by, the initiated only".

The "initiated" tonight, presumably, being those who have read Philip Pullman's "His Dark Materials" trilogy in its
entirety. Or those of us who like to while away the eveningyatihg over pencil sketches of the contours of Delawal
in splendid isolation from the other 49 states in the fiefdom of Bush.....and at this stage we welcome Barry from t
Griffin....."Evening Barry. Thought that would get you out of bed".

Ranting asid, does anyone get my drift here? | love hard quizzes but if | want an esoteric evening, | will choose
home and watch Anderlecht on the box. You see | am aware of Pullman's trilogy and | suspect it is pretty good.
haven't read it. Now, t@ask me who wrote it or even to name one or two of the novels that comprise the trilogy is,
roughly speaking, a valid GK question. But to delve further into it and ask me questions on the text becomes es
rather than general. Yes, Tony and felloigrids of Snoopy, | know that we all do this with Shakespeare or even
Dickens but we have to accept that the general body of quizzers will have at least a passing knowledge of the cl.
would love to sit down and set an entire quiz on the collectioeks of Flann O'Brien (who | think is the greatest thin
since sliced spuds) and a few of you might even lap it up and say, "God, that was a fierce good quiz altogether,
the one about the bicycle should be the question of the week, don't you@t . mBst of you would hate it and that's
why | wouldn't do it.

Playing against Snoopy Dog is always a pleasure and Tony must be one of the nicest judges currently playing o
circuit. Yes, | know he has personally hanged 17 persistent offend&astes year, but they were gaggin' for it as the
say in forensic circles. But I'm afraid | will have to ask Tony to stand up and accept this Cardinal Sin award for €
quiz setting in November 2005.

I hope this will be accepted as constructivdicism. No team is better suited to set a wide and varied quiz. So spri
your many nuggets of wisdom around a little bit wider next time, Tony and keep us hanging on your every word..

And speaking of hanging on, St Caths didn't last night. Theydaietunad won at the end of round 6. But thereby
hangs a different tale and one perhaps best told by the likes of Flann O'Brien. Who unfortunately is dead.

Now, just one more 'E' word before bethey're bloody addictive these 'E' words, aren't they?2. let's see

Now........... Esox....... "a large fish mentioned by Pliny".....nmmm.....now if | could just find another 7 large fishedel
by Pliny........ could be the theme round of the season..............
Fr. M.

PS: As | write, Radio 4 has jashounced that scientists have discovered that a good memory is dependent on the
ability of the brain to unclutter itself of the things it no longer needs to know. So that explains why the Oopsimat!
never forget to send me a birthday card every yeaBless.
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30/11/2005

No 'F' Words This Week
A Chairde,

Following last week's definitive deconstruction of the 'E' word Fr. Megson had hoped to proceed in an orderly fas
this week by giving the F word a damned good setgingHe ran the idea past his line manager this morning. Purely
formality, he thought as he eagerly anticipated yet another hefty cheque byrretipost. The bishop however
despite his many saintly qualities, can best be described as a liveristossiat and the tone of his reply seems to
suggest that he leapt out of the wrong side of bed this morning with his dictaphone in one hand and Occam's raz
the other.

Top of the morning, Father, he ranted,

Mike here, the Bishop of Bath no less. yAa know, | dropped the Wells bit recently. Sure there's no way a man of
age could be expected to manage two flocks a week. No siree. One flock a week and a wee snooze after-breal
that's my new credo.

Having carefully considered your meatputhed and balachingly obsequious request, | regret to inform you that the
will be no feckin' F words on my website. Not now. Not ever. Away and frig yerself in a boghole, ydagedsel
gombeen.

You have, of course, the right to appeal against mysitet. As | said only last Sunday, democracy is a-many
splendoured thing and well worth dying for if that's the sort of thing that stirs your porridge. In this instance thout
would warmly counsel against an appeal as a kick in the groin often leguisrhature impotence. Or worse.

| greatly appreciate all the good work | have asked you to do for my website over the years and | feel confident tl
will eventually get round to doing some. In the meantime please feel free to look upon me a®hisort; the sort of
icon that sits on your desktop 24/7 ready and willing to leap into action at the merest touch of your mouse. 1 like
think | am never more than one click away from all my dear priests. But don't press your luck, baby. | nortodidg
at half past nine and | am well aware that most of your requests for rather bizarre websites don't start traipsing ir
well past midnight.

Clean up your act, Father or you'll find yourself adopting a missionary position in Collyhurst.
In Saeula Saeculorum,

Michaelus Bathensis (Ms)

Post scriptum:

........ omne animal triste est.....(sorry couldn't resist a little episcopal humour tharsed to have them rocking in the
aisles when | was a young bishop on the stapdircuit)

Thank you so mrch for your kind invitation to go fly fishing next Sunday. Alas | have already committed myself to
of dogging immediately after matins. "il you can't beat the fornicators, join 'em" as Cardinal Randy Newman onc
Wise words indeed and wordkat have a particular resonance in the Didsbury of today, | feel.

Rest assured, though, that the thoughts of you and your flies shall be close to my heart as | trudge my weary wa
car park to car park. | feel sure that one of us is bound to catctething.



The Father Megson Archive
Articles from the WithQuiz website in date order

07/12/2005

Everyone is human............. even Kieran's lot
A Chairde,
Proof that everyone is humatpart one:

In an unprecedented show of humanity last night, Sir Alex Ferguson allowed his team to take traffoftin Lisbon
to listen into live coverage of the tabtepping CLASH OF THE TIGHT'UNS at the Griffin. He admitted afterwards
feeling a tad put out that the team had once again taken advantage of his easy going nature by taking the secon
off as well. Football......... bloody hell.

"That Kieran looked a bit tasty tonight",
commented a jovial Sir Alex in the shower after the game,
"but | still feel confident that few teams will have a chance of beating us in Europe for the rest of the season.

"Our main aim here tonight was to ensure that we would not have to travel to Middlesborough in the next round «
UEFA Cup. My lads achieved that goal with something to spare and that means a great deal to this club. | have
said that success it just about winning, and you lot in the pressbox will have to start believing me now.......... I
thought the questions were OKish tonight but them two about European airports were a bit irrelevant, weren't the
Who gives a shite about flying to Europgwvadays when you can get to Burt@mTrent for less than a fiver with
National Express........ "

Proof that everyone is humaipart two:
In an exclusive interview with WITHQUIZ yesterday afternoon God said:

"Without wishing to sound omniscient, | havieigk 20 spondulicks on Benfica and The Fingers coming good tonigh
Yes, | know 20 spondulicks is a big gamble for a Godhead currently on a losing streak (thank you, Opsimaths!!!)
from the Griffin shares my confidence. As you know, | have sgams moulding Barry in my likeness. Still can't qui
get the ears right but he is as near as dammit to looking divine. As Barry said on Monday night as we shared a
nectar in The Pie and Porringer,

'If God had meant FCEK to beat the Fingersiblgdd have given them brains.'

"Quite right, Barry. | might have done a lot of silly things during my stint as God but | have never gone that far. N
with a brain to play with would be an absolute logistical nightmare"

God was talking to Fr. Megsan....and Sir Alex still isn't.

P.S. If anyone can lend God 20 quid until His next payday in 4004 BC he would be very happy to grant you a pl
indulgence. Protestants will have to make do with a Boots gift voucher
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FCEK's Manager makes a terse 74 second-poatch statement following defeat
A Chairde,

| think it was Father Megson's father (who, following his successful operation, was also known as Father Megsol
once stated that pride comes before a fallell, perhaps we were too overweeningly proud leaving the Griffin last
week clutching our deux points, and so it was fairly inevitable that we would fall to earth last night.

Let's be honest. We didn't just fall to earth, we got buried six feet unded.Imn sure | caught just the merest glimpse
of lady's underwear as The Histrionic Men once again danced merrily on our graves. Once Fr. M., that most reli
tossers, had won the toss and elected to go first thereby handing Ivor the Bogside guestibmew we were dead an(
gone. Nor did it ever seem even remotely likely that we could pull off a St. Winifred type resurrection. Though ir
if you were born in 17th century North Wales would you really want to come back?

The quiz was fine in gered. We kept managing to suss out the themes....... it was the answers that refused to con
us.

We wuz brairdead and we got what we deserved against a veffpim team viz. a damned good stuffing. Which
reminds me of the setters' still much revilearkey quiz all those years ago.

The fall from our David Camerdike status last week to this week's Charles Kennedy performance was best sumn
by Ivan Denisovich who grudgingly accepted his first free drink of the season with the brutal butemerg
admission:

"I hate Christmas!"
Cheer up Ivan, you've survived worse in the gulag. And don't worry about David Cameron.......... he won't last.
Fr.M.
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If Only It Were That Simple...........
A Chairde,

TheWithquiz call centre recently outsourced and now working 24/7 from a disused mineshaft in Dovehlosessonly
been inundated by one letter this week. It comes, as ever, from Colinski;ledafhg scribbler from Bialystok whose
epic travelogue KAZAKHAN A GIANT STEPPE FOR MANKIND, BUT MOSTLY FOR SHEEP AND GOATS won
'most pulped book of the year' award back in 1953.

He asks:

Has this ever happened to you? You've just been kicked out of the Fletcher Moss on a Monday night in Jamuary
watch disconsolately as the teeming rain reduces your beloved and unfinished crossword to the consistency of
maché. A shiver of atavistic existentialism races down your spine as you observe the sodden squalor of Didsbul
ginnels reflected throgh the sickly Lucozadainted glow of the street lights and you suddenly and-&férmingly
think: "I don't want to be called Colinski any more. | want to be called Boris The Macedonian”.

Funnily enough, exactly the same thing happened to me last Mpnight. Spooky or what?

Now that I've made up my mind to follow this inner voice, | was wondering if any of your late night listeners migh
or care if the local GPO keeps forms for people who wish to change their name to Boris The MacedoniadhBel wot
getting up tomorrow but you can catch me in the fish shop on Friday any time after elevenses.

P.S. I love your show.
There's something very comforting about people who like to rant in the middle of the night.
Roisin replies:

Next PLEASE. Over herebjiad bat....make it snappy....I've not even had my morning beer break yet. You should
be in the "Boris The Macedonian" application queue but I'll serve you anyway 'cause | like the cut of your jib.

It's quite simple really. Why people have e $poonfed, I'll never know.

You'll need a form BM1611b(rev2003). Then you'll need to show 9 household bills to prove that you currently ex|
Colinski. Plus of course the obligatory 5 photographs, at least 4 of which must bear a true likenesPlefageunote
that, in their renewed efforts to wipe out terrorists and other n@tair voters, HM Government now insist that all
photos must be doubly authenticated. So you will need 2 professional people (3 in the case of judges) to counte
form PH2Tc) attesting to the fact that you were alone in the booth at the time of development.

You must also ensure that your ear lobes are lined up correctly. Neither of them should be allowed to stray mor
26cms from the tip of your nose. Smiling is afise strictly prohibited unless in possession of form PSY196(b) outl
how long you have been in psychiatric care. You must also be aware that if in the last 25 years you have submi
application to hold a dog licence (either in black and whitenamwlour) you will need to furnish a DG4 exemption
certificate. Don't worry unduly about this one, they hardly ever turn down an applicatiofact most people get thenr
back less than a month after their application has been processed.

No ,the real poblem is getting hold of the V81 DG4 which is the form you need to apply for the DG4 exemption
certificate. We normally have them here but, due to an unprecedented run on them recently, they are out of stoc
the moment. If you care to call back affepm a week on Friday we should be in a better position to let you know \
they haven't arrived yet.

If I can be of any further assistance then please don't hesitate to ask one of my colleagues. And may | just say |
much I'm looking forward to callingou Boris The Macedonian.

The rest of ye please note that I'm fcekin' SHUT here now.

Fr. Megson.
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Megson's Half Sour
A Chairde,

Nobody ever gets their name up in lights at the White Swiaere's only so much yocan do with two light bulbs! But
metaphorically, Tony and his gifted Canine Friends achieved this accolade last night, becoming only the second
this season to carry home the bacon from Ladybarn's dimpressive Stadium of Murk.

Snoopy has been our trditinal Nemesis over the years so we were none too surprised at the outcome, despite gt
into the last round with a 4 point advantage. MEMO to team: this week's training session will mostly be dealing \
the 2005 obituary pageswe can maybe do the 2® edition a little later on. Tony on the other hand seemed a trifle
stunned by the victory. He nearly spilled our free drinks as hendaetled his way back from the bar. Then came al
urgent request as to whether anyone had Mike Bath's mobile nunfbaring no doubt that the victory would quickly
turn to ashes if not registered before the webmaster had a chance to sober up. Aidan took the added precautior
notifying all the Irish newspapers. Anyway, well done Snoopy Dog. Good win, good teamuigogood griefl Now
we'll have to beat the Mad Dogs TWICE if we are to have any chance of wresting the laurels from their rabid pav
season.

We liked the questions last night and | was particularly impressed by the first themed round. | préstimhevas
intentionally and fiendishly boobtrapped. We were quite convinced that the theme was colours until we simply
couldn't come up with a colour to explain the stage entrance of Bill Kerr.

"Maybe Bill Kerr is wrong", opined Roisin frantically.ayide the actor was Richard Greene." Good point Roisin. Bl
would the hero of Sherwood Forest really have felt at home in the environs of East Cheam chez Tony Hancock.

And surely, it would only have been a matter of time before Anthony Aloysius snaBetolit of my digs, you
Brylcreemed poof and take your band of Merry Men with you. Good grief."

One genuine note of dissatisfaction with an otherwise skillfully put together paper. We were narked to get no po
correctly naming Peter Nicholl's 196flay A DAY IN THE DEATH OF JOE EGG. Even more narked when our op
were awarded a bonus point for incorrectly naming it A DAY IN THE LIFE OF JOE EGG. | know how easy itis t
small mistakes when setting but | think this called for a greaggirele of care. The incorrect answer does a great
disservice to the subtlety of the author. Anyone who has seen this excellent play (or film) will know that it was
deliberately named to make a very important point about the existence of a severely hppditahild and the way
parents respond to this burden. Perhaps one of the very rare occasions when a trivia quiz question can be desc
the difference between LIFE and DEATH.

Now, if you'll excuse me, I've got a lot of obituaries to get through fleetfoe team arrive for training.

Fr. Megson



The Father Megson Archive
Articles from the WithQuiz website in date order

08/02/2006

"Just the cheese, lovel won't risk the Danish bacon this week"
A Chairde,

After a few hours spent in the scantily dressed conviviality of VESPERS nightclub, Fr. Megson frequently lohist
fiscal outgoings. By way of stark contrast, his monthly incomings have remained brutally static since 1976, the y
coincidentally, that he sent that-éldvised letter to the Vatican questioning the need for dashinghaided young

priests to emain celibate every Friday. The resultant gap is known to economists as Fr. Megson's shortcomings

The local bank manager, several utilities and the people who manage his WORLD OF LEATHER storecard are |
to corresponding by post with Fr. Megsmminding him in less than subtle terms of these shortcomings.

His spirituality being no match for this ugly face of capitalism, Fr. Megson's only recourse is to outfox the postme
sauntering down to the Village early in the morning where he likesdolge in a spot of window shopping at the
CHEESE HELMET. He never ceases to be amazed at the smells and prices that emanate from in there. Why, |
ruminates, do people spend so much on a lump of cheese with holes in it recycled from last niglsttramm one that
smells like it passed its sl date the year City last won a trophy?

People just don't think things through, do they? After all, it's not as if cheese was scarce. If you take the troulite
a few doors down (all the while makisgre the postman isn't following you) you can pick up a nice packet of Galte
processed slices from the @p for a fraction of the price. And slices are so dsendly; even hungover priests can
easily manhandle them into the gap between two sliceMother's Pride to make a delicious and nutritional lunch
whenever the housekeeper storms out ranting and raving just because you forgot to pay her last month and you
happened to leave your socks on the kitchen table last night.

But where was 1? Ah yesjtside the CHEESE HELMET. Funnily enough, | was here last Tuesday morning as we
who should walk past but Dusty. She was on her way to do a bit of window shopping at the fish shop. A brave\
is Dusty. Some of them fish would give you théyealbbles, lying there with their big open mouths full of teeth and
their sad, accusing eyes. Is it any wonder Hemingway shot himself?

"Morning, Father", she said,
"How's the hangover? Is it confession you're taking or are you just stood there avdidipgstman?

"He's like a feckin' limpet that same postman. You could have your head under the bathwater for a good half ho
he'd still manage to find you! A shameless lackey of the financial powers that be, that's what he is, and no mista
Makes you wonder if Engels wasn't right all along, doesn't it Father?

"Listen, Father, could | ever bend your lug for a minute? It's just that | find myself on the horns of a theological
dilemma. | keep having this dream, Father. At least | think it'sandf®it sure how can you tell these days? Anywa
I'm always running around in this lovely big garden having a great time altogethdrme without a stitch onand
then a big snake sticks his head out of the nettles and says 'Dusty, sink yer grn@ishigris big juicy Beauty of
Bath.....ach you will, you will, go on, go on....if you do you won't ever have to confer again.....that Withquiz will be
oyster.....go on, go on, sure it's only a bit of forbidden fruit........ where's the harm?'

"Well Fatter, what do you think | should do? I'm not the kind of girl who would normally chat to snakes or take sy
from them, but sure wouldn't it be worth it maybe just the once? I'd love to beat them auld Mad Dogs all the way
Didsbury Road and back agaimd them yelpin' and howlin'. Come to think of it Father, it wouldn't do your team an
harm either after that lilylivered performance you gave last week. What do you think, Father? Should | partake ¢
Tree of Knowledge?"

"Well Dusty", replied Fr. Bhson, "since time immemorial that has been one of the ten great unanswerable questi
If I'm not mistaken, the other nine appeared last year in a paper set by Snoopy's Friends. Would you consider v
listening to a Leonard Cohen LP? Therein mighhé wisdom for which you seek....or | could let you borrow a few ¢
my CIiff Richard albums if you prefer........ hang on.....they're putting some of them Polish sausages in the windov
Now....... 'Yum yum, pig's bum' as my Granny used to say. Listey, Dastt take offence or anything. It's just that I've
not really got my spiritual head on at the moment. Could you ever give us the lend of 79p and we'll consider the
closed?"

Fr. Megson
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Photo-Finish llluminates The Stadium of Murk
A Chairde,

Well, they were certainly humming in the Reeks last night after this clash of the Tight'uns. As indeed were the
combined 16 armpits (uxters to Roisin) of steattered contestants. When the dust had settleattually most of the
current dust in The White Swan settled there in the early 193088 draw was seen as a tactical victory for the the M
Dogs who can now relax and let their game in hand do théngkn the final evening of the league season.
Notwithstanding the fact that the final quiz is due to be set by the less than neutral FCEK. Roz, can you let me k
you would prefer the questions to be set in Highland Gaelic or in the Lallans aiienids- and Roddy, how do you
fancy a round on GREAT RAILWAY SIGNAL BOXES OF EASTERN EUROPE?

That said, the moral victory last night could perhaps be said to belong to Fr. Megson's-agddlbeartthrobs. To
negotiate a league season without being bbtig consolation drink by Kieran's redoubtable squad is no mean
achievement. Does anyone know when this last happened? Never mind, team, we play the Histrionic Men next
They normally buy us a drink.

'Make Geography Historythat would have to behe new manifesto after tonight's Atlaest. Nobody likes a bit of
‘where in the world?' better than myself or Mad Dog Barry but this was surely global overkill. There were many ¢
and interesting questions in there but the intervening jetlag madertheard to savour. Overall, the paper contained
few blips and loose ends that could have been tidied up by a spot of judicious editing. In fairness though, Mike f
Caths has had a few squad problems this season and deserves a lot of credit fog kégpeam on the road. The one
or two blips last night were probably due to some of the team providing questions for the first time.

Our best player last night was that snappgr of unconsidered trifles (and urirsdden dimps), Ilvan Denisovich. He
may not know much but he certainly knows how to improvise. His educated guesswork was truly inspiring. A we
sympathy went round the room on the one occasion when his deft footwork deserted him and he blurtingly attrib
the song I'm Mandy, Fly Me this hero Barry Manilow. Given his previous good behaviour we have let him off witt
caution though he will have to report daily to the Didsbury Police station under his new name IVOR Denisovich.

One final point. Despite the high stakes and the fevenadpits last night's encounter was a truly sporting affair with
lot of hugging and kissing (no tongues) after the final whistle. Are you listening Fr. Mourinho and Fr. Robson?

Slan,

Fr. Megson
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Battle of More Marstons reenacted at the Red
A Chairde,

Very much a skirmish of two halves last night with Fr. Megson's roundheads taking the high ground in the first he
Prince Ivor of the Bann mopping up resistance and leading a valiant if belated countenattiaelsecond.
Unfortunately for Ivor the first half contained 7 rounds and the second half consisted solely of round eight. Henc
somewhat inevitable futility of the comeback.

In between bouts of internecine warfare with their QM Ivor remaimpddosophical about the result.
"l thought we tossed well tonight and ultimately that was our undoing",
he blurted cryptically,

"In philosophical terms | thought FCEK played a very astute game. Much of their knowledge was a priori wherea
became dvious that our knowledge tonight was argued very much from an a posteriori position. At least | assum
is what our QM meant to say when he said we were shite! But what else would you expect an auld epistemolog
him to say?"

The QM was quiclotretaliate by cuddling his mamag and falling asleep.
Slan,

Fr. Megson
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The Bootleg Tapes
A Chairde,

That's it folks. Another Withquiz league season ends not with a bung (..nice try, Brother Damiamith It
whimpering of Rabid Mutts.

Once again many questions were left unanswered during the season and once again most of them revolved arol
Megson's inherent inability to lead his team to a quiz title. Has the league's highest paid priest lzeltomey we can
no longer afford? Is it time to ditch the deacon?.... sack the sacristan?

Now is the time to find out if Fr. M. is capable of handling his knockers. As you know, he no longer talks to the n
but we clubbed together and promised hinskpup meal (without the meal) on condition that he should subject
himself to some rigorous scrutiny. What follows is a transcript of the secret tapes. Withquiz's very own Megson

Mike Opsimath:Winston Churchill famously described Rusholme asdtiigiwrapped in a mystery inside an enema".
Many of my Withquiz brethren feel that this description might equally apply to you, Father. So let's begin with a "
basic questio . Just what is it, Father, that makes you tick?

F.M: Fcek off, ye hoor. Jusecause my team is tick doesn't make me tick. Tick, my erse. I'm a feckin Eisenstein

compared to you, ye big superannuated Sassenach gombeen. Ask me any US state capital.......... go on, any on
Even Des Boise.....See, motormouth, you'réletiher and no fur knickers. Step outside and we'll see who's tick......
warned though....... | was a bareknuckle fisting champion in the Ring of Kerry during my youth......put 'em up, ye

Sassanach varlot.......

Gary PigCalm down Father.....eat youaussages before they get cold. There's a good boy. Nobody's calling you t
In fact your epistemological knowledge is the envy of every pensioner who ever fell asleep in the bar of St. Cath'
club. Tell us Father, this great passion of yoorghilosophy, is it innate or acquired?

F.M:Acquired. Picture the scene: A humid Saturday evening in 1986. ...."And now on BBC1"......| sat mentally tr
and physically erect. The happy conjunction of so much blood, bodily fluids, starchedinifotens and functional
black tights made me swoon and | realised | had now embarked on a lifelong voyage of passion. | simply had ta
more of this.... Unfortunately | wasted the next three years thumbing through bleedin' philosophy tracts before m
mammy pointed out that the soap opera in question was called CASUALTY and not CAUSALITY.

Roz RodinWhat's your favourite chat up line, Father?

F.M:I'm pretty much a "Heh,babe, d'ya come here often?" kinda guy..... and | think the results speak for themsel
babe. Mind you, it has on occasion led to a few moments of embarrassed silence whenever | use it in the confe
box especially up the road at the convent. Those Sisters of Perpetual Succour are a bit traditional for my liking.

up babes, ya've nothing to lose but your wimples.

Kieran DogYour reference to the One, Holy, Catholic and Apostolic sacrament of confession leads me nicely intc
pertinent question, Father: Does the concept of absolution ever occasion you to have feelirgmtibity of almost
Nietszchean proportions? Or, if | might paraphrase that in the vernacular, does it ever get on your tits a bit havir
there and forgive people all the time even when you know that they are all basically tosspots who haemitarof
contrition in their beer sodden, fatncrusted hearts? Incidentally, | trust there are no hard feelings about my team
once again beating your lot to the league title. Sorry about that. It's getting a bit monotonous now, isn't it Father
me just say how much | admire your ability to be a pathetic loser every year and still come back the following yee
demented fcekin' groundhog looking for even more grief.

F.M:Keeping it in the vernaculaiP### off, my son.

Mike St. CathWhat advie, Father, would you give to me and the other young blades in the village who are thinkit
settling down and entering into the holy sacrament of Matrimony?

F.M:Well Mike, | think it was Hegel who so wisely declaimed: "lhr Schwimmvest ist unter dém Sitz
John XPat:What was the first word you ever looked up in a dictionary, Father, and how was it for you?

F.M:CUNEIFORM. | was six at the time. The experience was O.K. but | remember feeling a bit cheated. If me
hadn't been so quick to rip thesaltteries out of my torch | might have got to the word | was really looking for.
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Ivorhistoryman:What did you go off for Lent this year?
F.M:Celibacy and Maltesers.
Ivor: Was it hard?

F.M:Impossible, Ivor, impossible. Whenever | managed to smooch myjnteagt position of norcelibacy, | started
fantasising about Maltesers.

Ivor: | know just what you mean, Father, I'm always doing that.

F.M:Must be a Northern Irish thing!

TonySnoopyif you hadn't been a priest, Father, what would you have been?
F.M:Soler.

Tony:No, you berk, what profession would you have embarked upon?

F.M:Well, m'learned friend, like you | was mad keen to join The Axis Of Evil. It seemed a less stuffy option than
Service although their pension plan was a bit up in the didid actually get as far as sitting their entrance exam. T
said my potential for Evil was really quite promising but unfortunately | didn't have the matttsyou always need the
maths, as Peter Cooke so rightly pointed out. | also narrowgdfie SYNCHRONISE YOUR WATCHES practical |

Dusty Albert:May God forgive me, Father, but I'm a fierce woman for the cynieisfa an occupational hazard with a
us Fulham FC supporters, Father. My question would have to be: Just how do | know you exist, Father? You se
been trawling the fleshpots ddidsbury for years now on the lookout for you and that other man in black, you know
that nice man who delivers the Dairy Milk into sleeping women's boudoirs. | keep bumping into Colinski but youl
never there, Father. No offence Father, but are yoe s1ow that you're not just a figment of some eejit's fevered
brow?

F.M:Now listenDusty. If | was really a figment how would you explain the rapid disappearance of all those sause
that were on my plate five minutes ago. Keep the faith, sister. Seek and ye shall find. Actually | saw you in the
Moss on Monday night. |vgan the corner sharing a pint with The Holy Ghost. He very kindly popped down to he
set the questions for the final league match of the season (I have to say he's not as inspired as people make hin
be). You must have spotted hirsmarmy lo&ing dude in the white suit and po#gil. The one that kept trying to cha
up the barmaid in tongues of fire.... | hate it when people do thgs$ so fcekin pentecostal.

Richard Albert ParkAs you know Father, it has been a life long ambition of noriee buried in a cathedral. The full
monty, you know, crypt, tomb, big alabaster effigy of me dressed as a Crusader knight and a nice cuddly wolfhot
at my feet keeping my tootsies warm. | have applied three times, Father, but they say they&reenen heard of me.
So | was wondering, Father, would it be O.K. with you if | broke into the church some evening and doctored my |
cert. to read "son of Mr and Mrs Richard Lionheart"? Also Father, | was wondering if you were ever buried in a
cahedral?

F.M:Frequently, Richard, Frequently.

Richard:Wow, really Father? ....I mean, really really? Wow! Mega! | bet that was well cool, Father. Did you hay
of them plaques on the wall with writing and stuff on it?

F.M:Yes, my boyan epitaphinscribed in Latin.
Richard:Latin? Wow!! Well cool!! You actually got to read your own epitaph in Latin? Wow! Mega! What did it
F.M:HIC JACET PATER MEGSOMOBIO QUI PIST IN EPISTLE INSERTAVIT.

Richard:Wow!! Megacool!!. ....that's well gabLatin. ........... any idea what it means?.....never mind........ | don't car
what they all say about you Fathefm well impressed. | think you are one cool sacerdotal dude.

F.M:Amen, my son, Amen. Tell me, O brave Crusader effigy, are you geiagthem sausages or not? There's peo
starving over here.................

Pater Megsonius
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24/05/2006

JUMPING OFF THE BATTLEMENTS INTO GLORY
WITH A BLOGDOURDLING CRY OF "TOSCA" A PIG CALLED DAVE HURLS HIMSRIFSANCSHEED OFF THE
BATTLEMENTS......coooiiiiiiiiee. WILL HE SOAR PE&GEINBO THE WELCOMING ARMS OF WINGED NIKE,
GODDESS OF VICTORY AND NAFF SPORTSWEAR.......ccccoiiiiiiiiiiieeeeiiien OR WILL HE SIMPLY GO SPI
ROCKS BELOW?

TUNE INTO WITHQUIZ NEXT WEEK FOR ANOTHER EXCITING ADVENTURE OF "PIGS IN SPACE". WITH
STAR GARY HEARTTHROB.

Only kidding. Relax, Dave and fellow Piggies, it's all over and you really have won probably the most exciting Ci
of alltime. | remember watching Kieran's lot being narrowly defeated on the last question by St. Caths in (I think
That one certainly was up there with the classics but | think theagahching drama of Wednesday night just pipped
to the post.

Not much to say really since | think the match spoke for itself and most of you were there in person to witness eit
our match or the Plate Final (well done, Degsird luck, Albert Park). A big thank you for the splendid turnout whic
added greatly to the@tmosphere of the Finals......let's make sure we all take note and continue to pack all future C
Finals to the rafters.

Thanks also to Ethel for setting their second paper of the Cup Seé&bBam your overtime docket, Roz and send it to
Mike. Shoulde worth about 3 casks of finest Bishop's Finger (myself and Mr Dennison Snr. still wince at our blu
this question!). The questions were fine. Some people felt they were a bit uneven. Maybe so. Certainly the sco
graph indicated many peaks atrdughs for both teams and | suppose it was inevitable that the Piggies handled th
troughs better than us since they have had their snouts in them for more years than Gerry H. would care to adm
as always in a drawn game, you have to concludettimbalance was just right. Well done Ethel for upping the ant
and making the questions a bit harder than usual. This is exactly as it should be in a final. Your motto was obvi
MAKE THE BUGGERS SUFFER IF THEY WANT TO WIN A CUP and it wbiked admir

| will however quibble with the means used to decide the outcome after our drawn Final. Both teams worked ree
hard to achieve a draw and | thought the overall level of G.K. and inspired guesswork was very high. A shamet
we had instantljto resort to penalties instead of giving us a little bit of extra time or possibly even a golden goal

outcome. What | mean is that some genuine G.K. could have been used in a fairly brief-fgnane rep from each
team in a life or death face offf@omething similar using a question (or questions) similar to the standard of the s
Then if still unresolved, you could resort to the dreaded Eskimos........ just a personal point of view, maybe it coul
discussed at greater length before the helxawn Final (quite possibly not until May 2076, but you never know....

A big thank you to our very own Theo Walcott aka Charles Dennison who stood in at very short notice to replace
who had to cry off due to a family illness. It was only higlthiriz ever and was by his own admission a bit of a bapit
of fire but he can be proud of the part he played in such a good game.

Well done Pigs. Enjoy your lap of honour next week.
Gerry
Fr. Megson adds:

Not so fast there we will of course be appeatimagainst last night's result. Apart from the fact that all of the Pig's
answers were clearly offside and that Gerry H. spent all evening passing love notes (and quite possibly fivers) tc
what about that last answer? | spent all last night lookihthe video replays and it is now quite obvious to me that
what Dave actually shouts out is "Tusker". And, as you know, a tusker was a type of primordial warthog commo
swampy area now known as Didsbury. So Dave's cry wasn't an aimeerly an atavistic cHde-coeur to an early
ancestor of his team. Replay next Wednesday, White Swan, 8pm sharp. FCEK to set.

Fr. M.
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25/10/2006

"Man is born free but is everywhere in chains"
Nowhere is this truth more universtidan in the village of Didsbury, where our children, as soon as they are old er
to be expelled from school, invariably disappear and spend the rest of their lives in chains. Chains like CAFE R
THE SLUG AND LETTUCE, O'NEILLS and THE PIE AREROR®&IName it, Didsbury's got it. O tempora, O mor
What a waste!

Don't get me wrong, nobody likes to see teenagers enjoying themselves more than Fr. Megson. It gives him gre
pleasure to mooch around Platt Fields of a summer's evening, peetmgsivarious nooks and crannies and lending
his vocal support to any trysting teenagers he finds happily ensconced there. But don't you agree that the youn
of today deserve a good kick up the arse for squandering their cosseted lives in thggedspine fancy Dan
emporiums where even the unfortunate worm in your bottle of poncey Mexican lager gets served up on a bed o
dried tomatoes?

Have they no idea of the many sacrifices we, their parents, had to make? The way we had to suffer for our art.
they realise that great wastrels are made, not born? Have they no appreciation of the countless hours we had t
ripening and matung in the permanent fug of smoke that was South Manchester pub life in the early '70s? The
endless weekends we spent developing and honing our skills amid the noisome detritus of spilt beer, pork scrat
soggy Number 6 packets of ten, degred copes of SPORTING LIFE and beaten dockets, more spilt beer, blood, ¢
and other bodily secretions less easy to identify? How we endured all this and still managed (mostly) to be up ¢
of aMonday morning to do our civic duty and sign on.

Marvellous. Just reflect on this and ask yourself one question: Without surviving all these hardships would we hé¢
become the unsung scourges of the taproom that we are today? | think not. Fear not though, the little green sh
recovery are beginning to bucsometimes a trendy young blade will stop Fr. Megson on the street and say:

"Scuse me Father but would you mind not staring at my girlfriend's naked midriff. And incidentally Father, do pl
like that White Swan you're always banging on about reallstxi called in to Didsbury Library last week and aske
they could direct me to a pub in Ladybarn, and they said if its not on the shelf we don't have it. But had | tried Ic
in the section marked ORWELLIAN DYSTOPIAS OF THE 1930s? And Batherwayi're still ogling my girlfriend's
bellybutton".

If he does decide to wine and dine his wee girl with the stunning belly button in the White Swan, he will be pleas
surprised. Gone are the days when it was just a basic boozer with lightiblgm® Today, thanks to the efforts of
one of the most progressive landlords ever to wield a baseball bat in Ladybarn, it has become a total sensory
experience. A riot of light and colour will take your breath away as you enter with virtually every enang lits own
individually styled decor. Their revolutionary idea ofyalhr round Christmas decorations has won them many frien
within the Green Partyas well as its own state of the art light bulb. Although, if you intend visiting their sumpémo
suite toilets, it is still advisable to carry a small torch for those annoying moments when the barman accidentally
the sandwich maker on without first turning off the TV thereby overloading their extensive but overly complicate«
wiring system. fis should cease to be a problem in 2009 when their application to rejoin the National Grid is dug
reconsidered by the Health and Safety Executive.

Other recent improvements include a freshly laundered beermat at every table and a sadbiyed topolicy of
washing all the pots and glasses on a weekly basis, even when there is no direct evidence that the previous use
recovering from a sexually transmitted disease. And if the very mention of STDs is enough to inflame your gast
juices, you ray like to note that The White Swan is rapidly earning a reputation as one of the finest gastropods (I
he means gastropubs, Ed) in the whole of Ladybarn. Try thaiigall breakfasts (egg, beans, bacon, beans, sausag
beans and a freshly tinneditnato served with bread, dripping and lashings of house vodka) which, at £5.95, repr¢
excellent value for money.

Finally, another unique feature that makes the White Swan a Mecca for impoverished drinkers everywhere exce
possibly, Saudi Arabia.....

From November this year it will be possible to opt out of the time honoured tradition of buying drinks at the bar ¢
join their exclusive BYO club. This enables you to bring your own supply (subject to a minimum of 96 cans) anc
in the warmth aml luxury of the taproom. You can even use the beermats!! A nominal corkage charge of £34.7¢
vat) applies though this fee can sometimes be waived if you are willing to let the landlord drink 65% of the total
cannage. So, drop everything folks awed down to the White Swan tonight. You have nothing to lose but your che
- and the odd quiz or twoFather Megson
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01/11/2006

A Night of Mystical Fervour at the Bowling Club
Fr. Megson's trousers visibly sagged last niglihe Bowling Club as crisis club 2 FCEKs sank without trace against
seasoned campaigners Opsimaths. It was only the Ladybarn side's first away defeat of the season but, ominous
also their first away match of the season and the Landlord has div. Megson just seven days to improve his team'
performance or he will be looking for a new taproom for the rest of the season.

"l thought our players tried very hard tonight", said an asti@eeed Fr. Megson. "I thought our builgh play was very
promising but unfortunately our final answers left a lot to be desired. It's ironic reblave been telling the buggers
for years now that they need to be more positive and the first time they heeded my advice was in that bloody pic
round last nightvhen a bit of negativity was called for.

| think the Opsimaths deserved to beat us last night though obviously it is always easier to win when you are on
That new bloke, Howell, was obviously pumped up on something that isn't normally availééebatr in the Albert
Club.....and he's far too old for an adrenalin rush. Are you sure, Mike, that his name is spelt Howell? Isn't there
word HWYL that is impossible to translate into Sassenach but roughly means "an almost mystical ferverg'i2 nich
equivalent word in the Irish language either although, in fairness, we do have Riverdance and the music of Danit
Donnell.

Question of the week for me was when Mike asked me "would you like a Talisker?"
Fr.M.
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15/11/2006 Reflections on a paper set by Albert Park

(no title)
A Chairde,

Anyone who has ever sampled the crisps or pork scratchings at The Bowling Club will know that it is a great plac
Albert and his soushefs duly served up 7 coursedflafzoursome hautecuisine last night....... and one dish of poison
dog's bane that was the quotations round.

Now listen, mes petits Alberts, nobody cooks up a more nutritional quizset than you lot but this round was off. T
was brilliant but thigound should have been thrown to the feral squirrels out the back. The only thing to be said i
favour is that it was off for both teams here last night ....and | suspect for all teams. Between ourselves and Nag
- which must surely come to@mbined brain cell count of at least a hundregle notched up the combined total of
deux points in this round. Maybe it was just a bon mot too far for us two old warhorses and if so | will call arounc
to shower you with abject kisses of apolagylet's hope it doesn't come to that!

"Who said?" questions are OK in small measures. Normally you either know them or you don't. But | feel that th
should always be something in the content or the context of the quote that gives a foothold todivaicig
person....something to hang onto before that fateful leap into the dark with a desperate cry of OSCAR WILDE o
ashen lips. Not so last night. The setters chucked us into a well of Nietzschean profundity, sadistically applied \
to the sides and sat back to listen for the splash.....there were few survivors.

| was going to ask for a War Crimes Commission to be set up but our new webmaster, lvan Denisovich, is frantic
pointing at his watch. He had his laptop confiscated many yearinape Gulag so he may well have to copy this
website out in longhand and drop it off at your houses tonight. Please check your position in the League table ¢
as his addition tends to suffer when he has had a few pints. | have already cl28¢BEKS tally. Well done Iva&+0
does indeed equal 4.

Father Megson
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29/11/2006 @ All about Mike Bath and fairies

(no title)
A Chairde,

Still quite a few years to go before we are due for another new millennium but it's tpeite a week for visitations in
the Withquiz parish.

Just before he went down under Mike B. was surprised to find a fairy in his bedrafottme winged variety, | hasten to
add. Never one to look a gift horse in the mouth the veteran Opsimath trappelittthevarmint in his sock drawer anc
threatened to leather it to death with his favourite Hush Puppy if it refused to grant him the statutory Three Wishe

"Three wishes", guffawed the feisty little sprite, "are you 'avin a larf? ..listen, pal,thosti§ patcher Britain, not
bleedin' Fairyland. You can 'ave one fcekin wish and that's yer lot...and even then it will be of the either/or variet
Deal or no deal, pal?"

The proffered choice turned out to be either for England to win the first Test nigtéhrecord margin or for Mike to
have unlimited Svengdlike control over a bevy of beauties for a whole evening in the comfort of his own bowling

Rather selfishly perhaps, Mike opted to allow his lust to overcome his patriotism and was sdondgint at leisure
when the bevy of pulchritude was revealed to be none other than (The) Napier &irf2 stone of them simpering or
Mike's knee and taking it in turns to whisper sweet nothings into his ear. Hence the Opsimath's unexpectethsgict:
Wednesday.

"It was sweet as a nut", said an exhausted Mike afterwards, "but not quite the kind of climax to the evening | was
hoping for".

Funnily enough, the other visitation in the parish also concerned one of (The) Napier Girls. Apparentlydithael
been attending a meeting of The Flat Earth Society in a pub in East Manchester. It was a dark and stormy morn
Michael left the pub to walk home at approximately 4am, all the while taking great care not to step over the edge
the yawning abgs that lies directly below Eastlands. Imagine his surprise when he saw a spectral lady sitting
majestically atop a traffic cone somewhere in Beswick. She was very beautiful and immaculately dressed in a sl
and white kaftan with matching cloak ahdlo. She was clasping to her bosom a pair of rosary beads, a toy horse
what appeared to be a torn up season ticket. She looked very sad yet serenely resigned to her abject misery. N
cannot be sure but he thinks she said something like "Btease they that giveth sustenance to the goat" before she
floated away over the rooftops towards Gorton.

So intense was the vision that Michael immediately fell into a deep slumber and woke up the next morning in a
vandalised bus shelter with a throbbingddache, blurred vision and a raging thirst....

Even more terrible to relate was the fact that he found a mysterious hole in the left knee of his trousers and there
traces of dried blood on the patella itself. Not only that but he experiencedribleisensation in his right thigh as if
hundreds of demons were sticking pins and needles into it.

Spooky or what?......I'd like to see that auld rationalist bollox, Dickie Dawkins, explain this one away..........

Fr. Megson
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13/12/2006 Fr M is transferred to a parish in Gorton

(no title)
A Chairde,

Like the unfortunate, and for me undervalued, Alan Pardew, Fr. Megson does not have a game this week. Or w.
last week? I'm never sure these days. One of the pitfalls of goingrk in my new parish of Gorton is that travelling :
far eastwards inevitably means passing through so many time zones that, by the time the 169 bus has wended i
eccentric way to Gorton Shopping Centddanchester City Couneipeak for a dereliatvorking men's club, a Turf
Accountant's, a library, a post office and a butty shgpu invariably find yourself 61 years behind Didsbury Mean
Time.

This is not necessarily a bad thing. The locals genuinely appreciate the services of what (I veowdséngvis the
friendliest post office | have ever slept-iand Clement Atlee is a far better Prime Minister than Tony Blair can ever
hope to be- but it does play havoc with my already Rip Van Winklesque grasp of time and place. | was just alaoui
doing a scintillating piece on our extremely enjoyable recent tussle with The History Men but my housekeeper he
pointed out that that was last week and not last night and who am | to doubt the word of such a redoubtable figui
woman ...Ah wi, maybe I'll get it right next year....

One matter arising that might be worthy of mention however, is the proposal for a new weekly website slot that v
unanimously passed by ourselves and The History Boys, to wit: THE ANSWER OF THE WEEK rurhis &huiddn,
or perhaps even replace, THE QUESTION OF THE WEEK. The first ever winner of this prestigious competition
Damian who correctly stated (SPARES number 5) that the distinction shared by Claire Rayner and Marilyn Monr
in fact a proclity for airing their views whilst standing over a manhole cover. Well spotted, Damo. Any future
nominations will be gratefully accepted by Mike and his temporary vicar on Earth, that reckless muncher of polor
enriched potato peelings aka lvan Denisbv

Fr. Megson would hate to be taken seriously by anybody but would nevertheless like to make one heartfelt plea
sink to our knees and suck a well deserved orange at the half time stage of yet another season. The quiz itself i
rightfully the highlight of the week but logging onto our excellent website every Thursday evening has, for most
become part of the ritual that makes our league so enjoyable. Everybody is unanimous in their praise for the effi
dedication and skill shownythoth Mike and John for making this possible every week. For their part it would be h
to improve on perfection. | do feel however that the experience could be improved by having more contributions
everybody else out there. The site is perfestiy up to be an open forum, particularly since the easy to use messag
board was added. | have to say that our silent majority has been growing by the week this season. When we m
on a Wednesday night everyone seems to have strong, witty and soieepolarised views about everything quizzic:
yet given 12 hours sobering up time everyone seems to go quiet. Political Correctness?......Apathy?......
Shyness?......Surely not.

So come on everybody. Make a New Year resolution to release the inmesksagtiart of your psyche that lurks beneg
the surface of even the most sophisticated quizzer and let's get a bit of good natured banter and occasional cont
back into our increasingly anaemic Withquiz forum. You have nothing to lose but youdisfaed your selfespect. A
free Fr. Megson teshirt and a night out with (The) Napier Girls for the best piece of invective
publishedbetweennowand the whistle for the second half of our season.

Nollaig go brea

Fr. Megson
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03/01/2007 A new year message from Fr M

(no title)
A Chairde,

Happy New Year. Fr. Megson extends a shower of greetings to all you shower out there and in Australia.

Hope you all had a good Christmas. People keep asking me if | did and | always say: "Oh yes, it was a very spit
experience in a very real sense"...but the truth is | can't remember a fcekin thing about it. | suppose | must have
0dzi A AGA AFtFHdzSId 6 L I GKSNI GKFdG L grFayQid GKS Tt @2dz
period and could | just say sorry if you happen to have been one of those people in the queue irofherCEmas Eve
| was well out of order hling obscenities and tins of baked beans at you just because the queue was moving so ¢
and | now fully accept that your need to buy milk and groceries for your families was just as valid as my need to
more cider. | can assure you that thiglwever happen again as | have since learned that DISCOUNT BOOZE (wc
all our retail outlets were so poetically named!) is far cheaper and they don't bother stocking poxy loss leaders lil
and bread.

Let me see now if | can retrace my movetrtsenl remember going into town for the local priests Diocesan meeting ¢
Xmas boozaip in Vespers lapancing club on the 16th of December and not getting home again until the 21st.
Apparently the craic was good and | eventually fell asleep under thst@hbs tree in Albert Square. | must have stay
there for two or three days and | remember waking up feeling a bit under the weather with a lot of bruises and
contusions. You know how it is when you fall asleep under a Christmas tree......peoplesianfticking you up and
shaking and poking you to see if there's anything nice inside......its a very inconsiderate thing to do to a fellow Ct
and | dare say that the inquisitive hoors soon found out to their cost that there was nothing verggide i

me....... serves them right and | hope they got some nice new shiny shoes for Christmas!

Sorry about missing the midnight mass. I've had it in my diary since last January and | fully intended to go. But
how it is on a Christmas Eve morningou're stood there in your longjohns listening to the BeeGees and ironing yt
cassock when a couple of old lags from the Seminary turn up celebrating the anniversary of their defrocking anc
parole. You go out for a couple and before you kiitpyou've drunk your own body weight in cider and poteen and
hey presto, in less time than it takes to say "you're a fcekin gobshiEr d&«eane, take that back what you said abou
me and that donkey or I'll kick your arse all the way back to feckidesland, ye hoor ye", you have lost the power t
twiddle your toes let alone genuflect....Sorry anyway.

Hope you didn't miss me too much. Can | just say a big thank you to all the altar boys for improvising so valiantl
short notice and to the many nmebers of the congregation who shouted out helpful instructions at key moments
throughout the service. Marvellous. Sure isn't that what the spirit of Christmas is all about? The baby Jesus wc
been fierce proud of the lot of ye. And isn't itawful shame that the Channel 4 cameras didn't turn up. I'm sure
there would be a lot of mileage in a new light entertainment series called WHOSE MASS IS IT ANYWAY.

For some reason | had a bit of a headache on Christmas morning and | felt a bit lonégpesssed. It's always a sad
morning for priests. Strictly speaking, we aren't supposed to keep children in the house overnight so we never g
chance to dress up in a beard and red cloak nor watch their little eyes light up as they open the@rspre#tzink that's
the bit that priests miss the most. | do of course get to dress up in various guises during the rest of thmyear
Marlene Dietrich ensemble is to die folbut it never quite has the same magic.

Did any of you get any decent preds this year? | didn't. Just the usual auld shower of socks, bottles of holy eau
Cologne from Knock and Lourddsalk about coals to Newcastleand half gallon bottles of Bailey's Irish Cream. Reac
my lips, all you female parishioners of a certage out there, real priests don't drink Bailey's fcekin Irish Cream.

| did get a big box from the Bishop but my wildest hopes were cruelly dashed when I tore it open and found A
COMPLETE GUIDE TO THE ONE HOLY CATHOLIC AND APOSTOLIC CHURCH INY6l NBEHRACRIEEDSELF
LEARNING MODULES. I got on the blower to him prontissime but he told me to stop swearing and read the fce
before the New Year or | would be out. Looks like times are hard in the Vatican and they are making all of yifore.
our own jobs.

So | slammed the phone down and got in touch with our Union rep. Fr. Vivaldi aka The Red Priest. He said not 1
because they had negotiated a very decent redundancy package for people like myself who had no fcekin chanc
beinggiven a job in the new shakeg. Apparently we are to be offered an annual pension not exceeding one and f
turd times the total of our best collection plate based on the previous fiscal year.
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"Pardon my Latin, Fr. Vivaldi", | said, "but that's a rlghtl of bollox. There's no way | could eke out the next 20 yee
on a selection of zlotys, old Irish threepenny bits, mutilated coppers and buttons and washers of various sizes. /
what about my wee house and housekeeper?"

"You'll lose the house", he plied, "but you can do whatever you want with your housekeeper".

"Well, at least that's something”, | muttered as | adjusted my reindeer antlers and bellowed for her to drop everyl
and come hither.

Fr. Megson
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24/01/2007

The Good Old Days
A Chairde,

Fr. Megson was rooting through Mike Bath's underwear drawer the other wae#t don't say the thought hadn't
crossed your mind to take advantage of his absengken he found this snap of the early days of the Withdesgmgue.

To the untrained eye not much has changed at St Caths over the years. Despite the best efforts of the Luftwaffe
was just as focused on the question then as he is now. If you look a bit closer, however, you will see that the for
those halcyon days was slightly different to current practice......and, if you are an old prig like me, I'm sure that yc
agree that all the neviangled changes over the years have been very much for the worse.

You will notice first of all that, due to ¢hwar effort and Wilfrid Pickles being on the wireless of a Wednesday night,
there was a dearth of manpowengirl quiz players weren't invented until 1968nd teams were very often forced to
turn out without any opposition. Today only the Napier Gimsintain this quaint tradition. Note also that in those
chummier days the QM wasn't expected to be a Norman Nomates and sit all by himself, but was allowed to be a
member of the team. | wonder how many QMs could you trust nowadays not to look at theauastil they had given
the wrong response. Not many | fear, with the obvious exception of Jitka. Cometh the hour, cometh the woman!

Finally you will note that the questions were a lot more straightforward in the '40s. Theme rounds were a travesi
to be invented. Interestingly even Manchester didn't have a Gay Village in those days and | always think the twc
hand in hand. Cameras, however, had been invented and picture rounds were not unhebtd, @fue to the
blackout, they were rarely a suess. Alternatively setters would use nothing but their own ingenuity to conjure up
picture questions that combined simplicity with a stunning sense of reality. For example, Round 4 Question 6 wi
being asked as the unnamed photographer from the Repaaptured this snap, simply required the player to:

"NAME THIS ANIMAL"
Life was certainly a lot less complicated in them days.
Slan,

Fr. Megson



The Father Megson Archive
Articles from the WithQuiz website in date order

07/02/2007

Voting Has Now Closed
A Chairde,

The BBC's Goal Of The Season stilyoe up for grabs but the much more prestigious award for The Withquiz Rour
The Season was conclusively and effortlessly snapped up last night by the Opsimaths with tieuitless stagger
through the heart of Manchester's publand.

It wasn'tjust the perfectly judged subject matteany team that felt this round fell outside the range of their
knowledge would seriously have to consider asking themselves just why they are playing in a Madzseigrub
quiz league it was also the entertaing penmanship and the innate fairness of its construction. It may have claimi
inspiration from an earlier stroll through the Streets of London with Ralph and Tony but, whereas Snoopy's quite
imaginative offering courted (no pun intended) controversyw@ndering out of our manor, this one succeeded
because the setter knew his audience and he knew what they would appreciate being asked. In short he remen
to keep it a local quiz for local drunks....PERFECT.

The other seven rounds may not have be@mfpct but were nevertheless very enjoyable. The reason for the
mysterious Australian connection may never become apparent to anybody who claims to have seen Mike B. out
paddling on his holidays in Blackpool on Christmas Day. It became so pervasigédlitdhe evening that 2 FCEKs
were fooled into thinking that that obscure road built by the Romans ran between Melbourne and Hobart ...and g
an engineering feat that would have been!

In the end the Piggies of Wrath proved to be unwiser than the H@&Esekin' Instruction, but only by the width of a
dead dingo's donger. Seeing such a strong squad as Gary's Seven Pillars of Wisdom languishing near the foot
table comes as much of a shock to the system as seeing Charles and Camilla wandeditigeronean streets of
Gorton..... perhaps both parties are only there for the beer.

Slan,

Fr. Megson
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28/02/2007

Fr. Megson Has Left The Reeks.....
A Chairde,

A significant number of you rabble out there have been asking if Fr Megson was over in Ireland recently to atten
Ted memorial synod on Inis Mor (aka Craggy Island). My considered response to this enquiry would be "feck of
mind your own feckihbusiness". | will however say that it ill behoves the Catholic hierarchy of Mayo not to, at lea
give The Reeks' most successful missionary in Godless Sassana the chance to turn down an invitation to such &
the invite does eventually turn wpithout a stamp on it | shall be quick to let them know that wild horses couldn't hi
dragged me there even if the booze was free. When you've seen one pub full of smoking nuns and legless pries
running around shouting "feck" and "arse" you've seeanthall.

Mind you, | might have quite enjoyed joining the crush in the community hall to witness the "Loveliest Girl With tf
Loveliest Bottom" competition which followed hard on from the cleaning fluids drinks reception which was namec
honour of Fidack's favourite tipple. He's an awful hoor, that same Fr Jack. A total disgrace to théutotbu could
never accuse the man of being a hypocritet like some of them boyos in the Vatican.

Any wise dictator will tell you that the trick of stagiin power is to stay at home. Fr Megson has been slow to leart
lesson and once again he faces the order of the boot on his return. Holding the Napier Girls to a one point marg
winning a game counts as a winning streak for 2 FCEKSs this sewkbnM might well have to be content with joining
Sheila in the car outside the White Swan for the remainder of the campaign. Could be a lot worse-fastighagine
if Sheila liked quizzes and you had to spend the evening reclining with Howsteemaed up Trabant with his size 12
steel tipped wellies poking into your ribs. Mind you, he's not bad looking for a man of his age, | suppose........

I'll leave you with a picture of Fr M's country home in the Reeks. It used to be a mobile homethefateeels fell off
in the early 60s. | never did get the dog's name. He just breezed in one morning, licked my face twice, yelpkd o
think my beard must have hurt his tonguand then he was gone.

The world would be a far better place if thereme more friendly, enigmatic, dogs around.
Slan,

Fr. Megson
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07/03/2007

Galway Love
Fr. Megson can't be arsed to write a sermon this week. Talk amongst yourselves for the next week and read thi:
interesting newspaper iterfeaturing Megson's kid brother who, like his more str@gse sibling, would appear to be
blessed with a fair modicum of animal magnetism.

A man who was found dressed in latex and handcuffs brought a
donkey to his room in a Galway city centre hotel, because he was
advised “to get out and meet people,” the local court heard last
week.

Thomas Aloysius McCarney with an address in south Galway
was charged with cruelty to animals, lewd and obscene behaviour,
and with being a danger to himself when he appeared before the
court on Friday. He was also charged with damage to a mini-bar in
the room, but this charge was later dropped when the defendant
said that it was the donkey who caused that damage.

" Solicitor for the accused Ms Sharon Fitzhenry said that her client
had been through a difficult time lately and that his wife had left him
and that his life had become increasingly lonely.

“Mr McCarney has been attending counselling at which he was
told that he would be advised to get out and meet people and do
interesting things. It was this advice that saw him book into the city
centre hotel with a donkey,” she said, She added that Mr McCarney
also suffered from a fixation with the Shrek movies and could
constantly be heard at work talking to himself saying things like
“Isn’t that right, Donkey?”

Supt John McBrearty told the court that Mr McCarney who had
signed in as “ Mr Shrek” had told hotel staff that the donkey was a
family pet and that this was believed by the hotel receptionist who
the supt said was “young and hadn't great English.”

Receptionist Irina Legova said that Mr McCarney had told her
that the donkey was a breed of “super rabbit” which he was

bringing to a pet fair in the city. The court was told that the donkey
went berserk in the middle of the night and ran amok in the hotel
corridor, forcing hotel staff to call the gardai.

McCarney was found in the room wearing a latex suit and
handcuffs, the key to which the donkey is believed to have
swallowed. He was removed to Mill St station after which it is said
he was the subject of much mirth among the lads next door in The
Galway Arms.

He was fined €2,000 for bringing the donkey to the room under the
Unlawful Accommodation of Donkeys Act 1837. Other charges were
dropped due to lack of evidence.

Slan,
FrM



The Father Megson Archive
Articles from the WithQuiz website in date order
14/03/2007
And so it goes......
A Chairde,

I'm far too petrified ofRoisin to even think about reviving the hoary old Limericks competition but | couldn't resist
sharing this one which | came across whilstaading SLAUGHTERHOUSE 5 a few weeks ago. Like all the stuff in
works of Kurt Vonnegut (Grumpy Old Man, pacadlence- forget all them pretentious tossers on BBC2) it's witty,
irreverent and true. | think it would make a fitting epitaph for Fr. Megson and all his male bon viveur colleagues
certain age in Withquiz:

There was an old man from Stamboul,
Who soliloquized thus to his tool:

"You took all my wealth

And you ruined my health,

And now you won't pee, you old fool"
And so it goes.......

By the way, if you haven't yet read SLAUGHTERHOUSE 5, can | recommend that you throw away this Saturday
Guardan magazine and do so. Don't read it whilst sipping a machiato outside one of leafy Didsbury's many tren
coffee bars but jump on a 169 bus and watch the descriptions of firebombed Dresden spring to life as you wend
enchanted way through the backsets of Gorton and Abbey Hey. Repeat the experience on Monday morning by
catching a slightly later bus and enjoying aeading of Dante's INFERNO in the midst of 200 or so of Burnage and
Levenshulme's finest schoolchildren as they plan their guetaititics for another day in the quiet groves of academic
that are littered all over East Manchester.

And so it goes......
FrM
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Pure Fiction
A Chairde,

The final round tonight was called "PURE FICTi@MNIith onlygoes to prove that the truth, as portrayed in the
previous seven rounds, is indeed stranger than fiction. Does anyone, for example, really believe that Socrates ©
his final cup of hemlock simply because he could no longer live with his irrati@anahég globules of peanut butter
might stick to the roof of his mouth? | think not. Small wonder then that Fr M sat for most of the evening holding
onions and swearing in Egyptian. He did however really enjoy the final round though several mpighaca was a bit
too specialised for their taste. Fr M would like to take this opportunity to invite the setter of tiéstitound to his
place at the weekend where we can slip into something more comfortable and spend an intimate soirée comynari
contemporary boolends......... and | pray to God that it was not set by either Tony or Eric.

Truth indeed can be stranger than fiction. Could any sane person really have believed that Ireland's rugby team
take second place on the back pagesredand's cricket team last weekend? Or that Ireland's cricket team would be
turn be dumped off the front, middle and back pages by an Agatha Christiesque whodunit saga? Do they still he
butlers in postRaj Pakistan? Be that as it may, | look fadata the Pakistanis turning up at Croke Park and becomir
the first foreign side to beat Kilkenny in an-idlland hurling final. Only then will | once again feel safe supping-a pi
curry pint of Guinness and listening to THE FIELDS OF ATHENR Ykarbitre gfi The Clarence pub in Rusholme.

Only a true great like Fr Megson can ever hope to understand fully the-segoping nightfright that being a manager
can induce. The next few weeks will make or break his reputation. Can 2 FCEKSs hold oubraecopecof the truly
great second best teams in the history of the league? Or will they wilt under pressure and be remembered as ju
another bunch of thirdraters? And will they become the first team ever to get bumped out of t'Cup by The Men T
Couldh't Hang? Glory may well be fleeting but obscurity lasts forever.

Fair play to him though. He's a wily old fox. More callow managers like Ferguson or Mourinho would have the t
holed up in the Stadium of Murk endlessly revising their phobia questibiis surely the mark of a psychological gen
to whisk his squad off for a weekend of team bonding and pedalo racing in a disused quarry on the outskirts of ic
Doveholes in Derbyshire. It was there during a limbering up hagiographic exercise legjson stumbled upon the
intriguing fact that the patron saint of quarrymen is in fact Saint Rock. Must have been a bit ofia siften he
applied for that job.

"Have you ever done any patresainting before, Rocky? Never miydu'll soon get théhnang of it- it's not exactly rock
science, you know."

If any of you out there happen to know who has the honour of being the patron saint of sewerage workers, could
drop Fr M a line and he will be in a position to commence setting a perfectly mpiiedor when his team get knockec
out of t'Cup by the aforenentioned THE MEN TCH.

THE MEN THEY COULDN'T HANG is an excellent name by the way. But | wouldn't go round shouting it too lou
you're playing against last night's setters. You don'ttv@amile Tony by setting him a challenge that he might find
impossible to resist.....

Go raibh maith agat, as they say in Pakistan. Sleep well.

Fr. Megson



The Father Megson Archive
Articles from the WithQuiz website in date order
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An email From Dusty
A Chairde,

Fr. Megson was in th&hower last night, fingering his beads and rapturously contemplating his favourite Joyful My
when a brick sailed through his window. Attached to the brick wasraaiefrom Dusty. It read:

"Bless me Father and forgive me for breaking anothemoifr windows. Only I'm a desperate woman and the fcekin'
Social are refusing to pay to have me put on the broadband. What else is a girl to do when she needs to get hel
on her preacher man? Sure you could be all night dialling up!

"Anyway, Fatherenough about your fcekin' window. Get over it. How are ye ,Father? How's your bits and bobs’
Doctor Tim was blind drunk in the Red again the other evening and he had us in stitches telling us all about yout
embarrassing discharge. He was sayin' thatamell of it would make a pig sick. He's a great man with the words i
Tim. | was awful sorry to hear about your trouble, Father, and | hope it clears up soon. Isn't it a good job you'ee
or you would be out on your bike every evening ¢tiie' half the county? You're a terrible man altogether, Father.

"I'm fine and dandy meself. As you know I've been a martyr to my corns and the quiz team these last few montr
friggin’ hard to get out to the bingo when you're a full time carerdqguoorly quiz team. They were awful low at the
beginning of the season but they're sailin' along as high as mountain goats on syrup of figs at the moment. Not .
as them shower of fcekers in the Griffin, mind you. Wouldn't they sicken you, thaittotheir winnin' every fcekin'
week? Do you think Father that it's natural to be winnin' every week? Sure, you'd have no time for a sex life at i
all them books to memorise. You'd wonder betimes if maybe that Kieran wasn't a secret Jestliuped in by the
Inquisition and embedded in our midst. | wouldn't put it past him, meself. Or maybe Father, they're in league wi
Divil. I've seen them mintinprovin' documentaries on Channel 5 about hoors like that. Wouldn't it be awful Fathe
sell your soul for an aul' tin cup that you could pick up on Longsight market for less than a fiver? Much good a ti
will do them when they're meltin' away in the fires of Hell in a few years time without so much as a drop of water
to their blackened lips never mind the ten or eleven pints of fcekin' Holts they normally be guzzlin' every time the
friggin' question right.

"Far better to be a perpetual and righteous loser is what | was just sayin' to the-taachl'm sure a lifelongser like
yourself would agree, Father.

"Anyway, Father, don't mind me. That's enough eschatology for one evening and me without even a glass of sh
taken. Would you have a drop in the house at all, at all, Father? It'll be in the cupboard, behbidabh......

...... that's better, Father, now where were we? Ah yes, in Hell. Do you ever get the angst, Father? I'm a martyi
angst, meself. | be lying in me bed of a morning, listening to Wogan and the rain and the wind pelting thedogjas
of the corrugated tin roof on my wee cottage and | get to thinking about the poor people who die of a Wednesda
before you get back from the quiz. My guess is that they'd die unshriven and end up in the fiery pit, bad cess to
pockmarked sols. Is that how it works, Father? Do you have any figures on it? | mean, what percentage of you
parishioners who pop their clogs of a Wednesday would go to Hell as opposed to them that can hold on till the T
morning, or maybe even the Friday ming if they can afford to go private? Do you think God is good, Father and
gives them some leeway and says,

"Ah go on then, just this once, mind and don't go tellin' Peter or there'll be hell to pay. Sure that Megson hoor is
at home these daysHe's a fcekin' liability. Slip on into Limbo with the dead babies and the protestants who neve
drank or swore or kicked dogs or threw stones at Catholics."

"Mind you, Father, you wouldn't catch me dead in a godforsaken place like Limbo with allghemiksng babbies and
tee-total protestants with their noses stuck in a bible all day long. No Father, I've been to Ballymena of a wet Su
and there's no way | could endure that for friggin' eternity.....

"This is turning very morbid altogether. Yowstd be ashamed of yourself, Father. Frightening a poor defenceless
woman with all your aul' guff about dead people and the Hounds of Hell. Is it any wonder that people can't stanc
sight of ye. Cromwell was right, Father. Hangin' all the priegite isnly answer...

"Keep up the good work ,Father. I'll be round straight after mass on Sunday to cheer you up and collect me bric
don't forget to buy some decent sherry, Father. Kisses and cuddles, Dusty"

Slan, FrM
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The Sun Has Got Its Hoodie On....
A Chairde,

Dark teatimes of the soul for everyone down at the rarely sunlit Stadium of Murk as Fr Megson battles to persua
team that there is still life after their cruel banishment from t'‘Cup. The Bodjil of becoming the first team ever to
finish second best in t'Cup for four years running has been cruelly dashed from their puckered lips and not even
outside chance of displaying the treasured Plate on their kitchen dresser can dull the pain.

Apain that gnaws away at Roisin more than most. After a heated exchange last week she stormed out of Fr Me
office tearing up her contract and announcing to a stunned taproom that she intended taking a five year sabbatic
off and retrace JamesIroy Flecker's poetic footsteps to Golden Samarkand. After feverish preparation she duly <
on this epic trek last Friday. Unfortunately she was forced to abandon the expedition shortly after Parrswood wh
got an urgent text from her family gang that she had left the oven on and could she come back and sort it out.

She has since taken to her room armed only with a crate of Becks and a copy of Hesse's THE GLASS BEAD G/
can but hope that the utter futility of this book (and the fact thadr room is not en suite) will persuade her that playi
in the Plate is not quite the most undignified way of obtaining oblivion.

Having given up the Herculean task of trying to motivate his teamhrase that many of you who follow football in
East Machester will be familiar with Fr Megson was forced into spending some time answering his fan mail. Ape
from the usual paternity suits and death threats there was one other letter of interest. It came from Colinski, a w
hung meat purveyor from Mdbva. Colinski writes:

"As you all know | have been sent here by Her Majesty's Government and Jitka on a 25 year tour of duty. | canr
divulge exactly what it is | am doing over here as it involves industrial espionage and various other bits of politice
jiggerypokery.....actually, could you excise that bit if you publish my letter on the website. Thanks ever so much

| rarely get the chance these days to tune into your excellent Withquiz website. | believe this has something to ¢
Moldova being lhe only European country to opt for the long wave Betamax broadband option but | am not an ex|
such matters. Anyway, the kids were off school a few weeks ago so | was able to get a bus into work and perus
foreign laptop before the boss woke up.

| was delighted to read the-mail from Ms Dusty. | found it stimulating both intellectually and otherwise. She is
obviously a very remarkable woman with her finger firmly on the pulse of the Zeitgeist....whatever that is. A natic
needs to feel the stely touch of a woman's finger on its pulse, none more so than present day Moldova. We do
many strong and able women in our society but, to date, the government only allows them entry into the Civil Se
via the public toilet attendants (level tgute. Obviously these positions do have their limitations and | would not
advocate that Ms Dusty should apply for Moldovan citizenship just yet.

| was however wondering if Ms Dusty was 'spoken for'. If not, could | presume to ask her if she mighjaarme for
a spot of speed dating (I would of course be delighted to refund half her train fare). | normally fulfil my speed da
obligations- like national Service it is compulsory over heom a Saturday night between the hours of 20:45 and @1.:
This gets me back to my flat in good time for Moldovan Match of The Day which is one of our cultural highlights,
other one being a form of Polo which is played on dorAkagk. The entire nation is still in a frenzy of excitement aft
last week'programme which dedicated itself exclusively to extended highlights of the 1968 Wembley Cup Final
between WBA and Everton. The Baggies became national heroes here after a late winning goal was scored by
backside of the late Jeff Astle. Unfortunatéte goal came too late in the game to be included in the highlights as t
Moldovan TV State Service is very short of lignite and must by law show the epilogue and National Anthem befo
closedown at 22:15. Even events of national significance such sidéhtal assassinations, political show trials and
Eurovision Song Contest are subject to this rule. Everybody here hopes that one day we will join the European |
and then Moldovan men and women will have equal rights and enough lignite to veaitiball and films like DANISH
DENTIST ON THE JOB until well after midnight.

I will have to stop writing shortly as my tallow is beginning to harden. Could | ask Fr Megson to send me a photc
of The Stadium of Murk. Many people here claim that ouidwi@l Parliament building is based on an original bluepr
for the construction of your pub which was found by Moldovan spies on the body of the architect shortly after it w
down from a lamppost in Ladybarn in the bad old '30s. | would like tdhesseracity of these claims.

Please send me also a signed snapshot of Fr Megson.
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Most Moldovans think that you probably look like the backside of the late Jeff Astle but with an even funnier acce
For my part, | frequently and fondly conjure youaspa youthful Didier Drogba only with less hair and perhaps a littl
pinker in complexion. Am | hot or cold?

Slanski,
Colinski

P.S. Could you tell your Turf Accountant friend that | wish to place a 5 rouble bet on WBA winning the 1969 Eurc
Cup WinnerLup- the late Jeff Astle to score the winner in extra time?

Also could you check with Didsbury library to see if that book HOW TO SABOTAGE A LIGNITE MINE is availabl
reserved it ages ago.

FrM
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17/10/2007

TahiniSunset
A Chairde,

7:15 of a Thursday morning and still no Fr Megson at the breakfast trough. Gretchen, his receaityfide
housekeeper, felt her pert yet ample bosom heave with relief and anxiety in equal measure. She could live with
thoughtthat the miserable old bugger had popped his clogs in the middle of the night. But for him to do so with t
weekly pay cheque lying as yet unsigned on the kitchen table was cruel beyond belief.

Lighting her pipe and slipping on her best deerstalker sineeyed the house for clues. The trail of discarded
underwear and beesodden clerical garb from the front door to his bedroom told her that he had indeed made it h
from the quiz in Ladybarn. Why though was the kitchen in such a state of disarday3hduld anyone ransack her
condiments cupboard and spill jars of her famed homemade tahini paste over such a wide area? Why should ar
person feel compelled to use the ensuing goo to smear across the walls the single word FECK in crude disjointe
lettering? Gretchen shuddered. She had been in the presence of a psychopath overnight and he had not even
to visit her room!

By now in urgent need of some sustenance Gretchen raced to the laundry basket and groped. Deeper and deej
groped. Her heart sank further as it became apparent that she groped in vain. Her two bottles marked HOLY- W,
NON POTABLE had disappeared. These bottles had been more dear to her than life. They had been given to t
wise blind farmer on Carrauntoolshortly after she had parachuted into Ireland from Duisburg. He had said that tt
contained a magic elixir called poitin which his family had been distilling since before the coming of the Sassena
was sacred to the Irish and was traditionally wkibefore funerals. It varied from drinker to drinker but, generally
speaking, the funeral would be required about three days after drinking it.

Gretchen was overcome by grief. The woman who had shegteledly fought her way out of Stalingrad now found
that she could not live without her poitin. She swooned to the floor and wallowed miserably-pitgethd tahini

As indeed did the author when he blew last night's quiz on the final question. An excellent quiz against excellen
oppositin. Both sides contested every point with a ferocious dalliance that increasingly tested our QM's endural
until he was reduced to a Basil Fawltyesque moment at about 11 pm when he politely beseeched each team to *
answer the bloody question!!!!"

........ and then it was just me and the QM, eyeball to eyeball on the final question. The bar about to close. One
needed for a very honourable draw. Two points and | would be more famous than Jonny Wilkinson was in 2003
team looking smug ansignalling with at least 30 fingers in the air. Mark and his Parkers looking resigned to a vel
unjust defeat.......

If ever there was a moment not to say CHICK PEAS, that was it........................ Who says it's only a bloody game
FrM
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The Blessing Of The Unmarked Graves, forsure
A Chairde,

Fr Megson and his soulmate in adversity, Sven Goran Erikson, are still wringing their heads in anguish over last
setbacks but, despite the hate mail, battanagers remain remarkably upbeat.

"Ja, forsure, we were maybe unlucky not to come away with something after this six goal thriller. But that is foot
forsure, or maybe perhaps it is cricket. | am not sure. | think that if we play like this every week then perhaps,
forsure, falish people will stop saying that we are inconsistent. | am wondering now if you need to be a membe
Vespers gentlemen's club or is it that it is allowed to pay on the door? Also, is it that you are maybe perhaps allc
join in with the young ldies who are dancing on the revolving stage? | must wear, forsure, pristine underpants".

Fr Megson has been rested this week and has been advised by the team psychologist to remain in hiding. He is
very appreciative of the massive public suppagthas received. In towns and cities all over Britain, notably in Bolt
and in Leicester, tens of people turned out to chant his name and effigies were burned.

Luckily for him it is now that time of year when quiz fever gives way to the frenzied regaitef the annual Blessing o
the Graves. In a remarkable show of confidence the Bishop of Bath without Wells has this year entrusted Fr Me
with the prestigious task of blessing the unmarked graves.

"Any eejit can bless the graveyard graves", hetficated loudly ex cathedra, "but it takes a particular kind of eejit tc
traipse across Europe blessing the unmarked graves. It should get him out of my hair, sorry, diocese for at least
years. | am not unmindful of the fact that during his timehe parish paganism has become the official religion of
choice in the Ladybarn area. In a recent exit poll conducted outside his church shortly after the beginning of ma
of the congregation admitted to having partaken of phallic worship whilt @%% had seen SONGS OF PRAISE in tt
past five years. Of this 7%, over 4.6% admitted that they only watched SONGS OF PRAISE in the hope that it n
a bit of phallic worship. A worrying trend indeed".

"It is indeed a great honour to be chosentess the unmarked graves", beamed a delighted Fr Megson. "Domine
non sum dignus, but I'll give it a bash. It will be fierce, long and thirsty work though and I'll need lots of overtime «
pub breaks. Withington alone will take about three weeks.nggarden in the area is a potential unmarked grave. '
have to remember that crimes of passion were a very popular pastime in Edwardian Withington. They were a bi
the TV soaps of today but a lot more interactive, of course. God alone knows hoywdisaarded spouses there are
out there....not to mention the milkmen. Records from Heald's Dairy show that of the 92 milkmen who went out «
their rounds week commencing 25th August 1902, only 11 made it back to the depot. And 2 of these 11 later
succumbed to massive groin injuries.

I think it would be a really good idea to build a memorial outside Withington Library in honour of all the milkmen
were killed in action on the job or wounded at the front. After all, many of them could have begmeaui
grandfathers though obviously nobody would be terribly sure about that.....

Fr. Megson
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Dusty Claws Back...(1)
A Chairde,

Fr Megson was sat on the top deck of the 142 bus this morning grooving awayl&etld®e Dolan's timeless classic
Make me an island and leafing through his Compendium of Sexually Transmitted Diseases. Not a great book, i
told. Far too many drawings and not enough pictures. And the pictures that you do find are pelitégso@ graphic
to get your juices flowing freely. But it's a book that Fr Megson wouldn't be without in the rush Been when the
students pile on in Fallowfield ("I've only got a 500 Thai baht note, driver, can you change it?") he is stilégdaca
have at least two seats to himself.

But not this morning.

"Bless me Father, how's yer belly off for spots?" solicits Dusty as she plonks herself and her 17 Discount Booze
down beside him.

"Sorry about the bags Father, | was just pickinaudpw odds and ends for the team's breakfast. You're lookin' awfu
lonely Father. Aren't ye lucky | got on to keep ye company. That's a very interestin' looking book you're clutchin
under yer cassock. Are ye still troubled by that aul dischdogen below or are you just doin' a bit of research for a
theme round. Do ye fancy a wee quiz now, Father? Ah go on Father, ask me a disease. I'll crack open a few Ie
it'll just be like the real McCoy.

"Listen Father, will ye be seein' Roistos? Will ye do me a favour? Can ye tell her | was askin' for her and will st
in tomorrow night? | need to call round and apologise for not gettin' her a Xmas card and a wee present. | also
poke her eyes out and scald her tongue. Fancyathiestrumpet standin' up in a crowded pub and shoutin' out that |
was a lesbian. The cheek of her Father! The aul dirtbag. Sittin' there slaggin' decent Godfearin' women off and
sluggin' away on lager from the neck of a bottle like tumblers hagnbeen invented. Is it any wonder that there isr
a back street flax mill in Belfast that would employ her? She must be awful jealous of me, the aul minx.

"Father, you just tell Miss Roisin that I've had more men than she's had liquid breakfasthat'glmore, | was never
desperate enough to have to marry a Mayo man just because any man from the more respectable Counties wc
refuse to touch me with a barge pole. Tell her to put that in her pipe and smoke it and | hope it chokes her..... ar
nearly finished with that can, Father, I'm in sore need of an ashtray?

"Tell her as well, Father, that me and the team have never even been to Lesbhos. There's no way | would spend (
money to sit on the beach for two weeks watchin' women with morals etbel than a common Protestant lyin' aroun
sunbathin' in dungarees and screamin' in agony when their nose studs get too hot. If ye want to see that sort of
Father, it would be far cheaper to lie on the grass outside Manchester Town Hall of aRsidayyafternoon.

"Well Father, we're near the Town Hall now so ye'll be wantin' to get off. It was grand to see ye again before ye
not seen ye on top of yer column recently. Don't worry about it, Father. Ye wouldn't be the first Impkiddést to
get knocked off his column. Look what happened to that Nelson hoor in Dublin a few years ago."

Dusty was talkin' to Fr Megson
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Dusty Claws Bac?)
A Chairde,

Bigger portions of jelly, and lashingsgiriger ale, at the Withquiz party last week when it was announced that The

Opsimaths had made it to the coveted number 2 position in the league table. Only Fr. Megson and Ivor refused
party hats. Team captain and the very model of an Opsimathdgtionary definition), Mike Bath, was so buoyant tt
he became entangled with the helium balloons on the ceiling and had to be held down by Jitka and four burly se
guards hired by the Bowling Club from KKLS (Kirby Kiss Logistical Solutiopsjisaithe party.

"Absolutely brilliant, 'triffic feeling”, Mike told our reporter when he had regained the use of his windpipe. "We're
absolutely supralunatic. Triffic. Who would have believed it? One moment we are just another mediocre quiz te
then less thar5 years later we are a second best team. Who says that fairy tales don't come true?...Oscar Wild
probably...it's always bloody Oscar Wilde.

"You know, it's an even more amazing achievement when you consider that not all of us are old codgerslodkregs
Howell. Seems like only yesterday that he was running around the club in short trousers licking the froth off you
when you went to the loo... he still does that, come to think of it and I, for one, find it a very unappealing habit.gL
back, an awful lot of people thought | was crazy when | adopted a youth policy and gave him a run in the first tee
few years ago. Just goes to prove that you CAN be second best with kids on the team. So ya boo sucks to that
ponce on the telavho nicked the pound coin out of my trolley in Morrisons last week.

"You know, you need a lot of self belief to be a manager in this game. | still remember all the flak | took when | <
Howell. People said that 4 pints was a crazy price to pay fantied youngster. They said his English wouldn't be
good enough and that he was far too flash to settle down and start coming second best at quizzes. All those far
movements and stejpvers are fine and dandy, they said, but they won't win yopaints. But | continued to believe
in him and look at him now. He's still a flash git, | grant you. Still far too much Brylcreem for my liking and | abse
loathe those tangerine boots of his, they just make him look silly, if you want my honegirapBut you've got to
admit that he can play a bit. The way he can bend a blurt irainidas to be seen to be believed. People like Ivor c:
pack a lot of power into their blurts but they can't bend 'em like Howell. 'Triffic.

"He still has his deactors, of course. A lot of people think he goes down far too easily when he gets within sniffin
distance of the box. Maybe so but | can only speak from experience and say that whenever | have taken him ou
odd candlelit dinner he has alwaysdhaved like a perfect gentleman. Just a quick coffee afterwards and maybe a
chaste peck on the cheek and then he sprints off home to practice his hand movements aongestep| wish | could
run that fast. I've tried chasing him a few times but | alsvaegllapse with a stitch and a loud gushing sound in my e
Maybe it's God's way of telling me not to be a sentimental old fool.

"It's not all candldit dinners, mind you. Nobody works their team harder at evening training sessions than me. T
don' call me The Dominatrix for nothing. But that's another story. No, | work on the principle that you can't get |
out of a stone so it's my job to drum some knowledge into their thick skulls. I've just started a punishing schedul
where | give eachfdhe team a specialist subject every evening and they then have ten minutes to research it anc
become an expert on it. Hopefully we can avoid injuries and by the end of Matc¢he latest- we should know
everything that is to be known. Then we caally blow that monstrous regiment of Napier Girls out of the water.

"As we speak, Alice is in Stockport revising the brickwork of the local viaduct. Yes | know it sounds a bit obscure
has come up before so it's bound to crop up again. And Brreisin the library boning up on his irregular Serbo
Croatian verbs. A bit of an awkward one this. SeZboatian is one of those pesky languages that has more irregul
verbs than regular ones. In fact there are only five regular verbs in the whidle-Seoatian vocabulary, each one
denoting, naturally enough, an action that is performed on a regular basis. Thewate this down please, | won't be
repeating it- the verbs 'to be’, 'to do’, 'to spit noisily', 'to cleanse ethnically' and 'to socaoee goals than England'.

Incidentally, has anyone seen Colinski lately? | sent him out over a month ago to do some research on Manche:
centre pubs and laplancing clubs. | wonder what's keeping him?"

Mike was speaking to a sulking Fr. Megson
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19/03/2008

A Viaduct Too Far...
A Chairde,

Portsmouth did it. The tykes of Barnsley did it magnificently. Even unsung Cardiff City did it. Surely the lowly
Charabancs could do it.

But, alas, no! Against all the odds tinederdogs of Ladybarn went crashing out of the WIST Champions Cup beate
mighty Chunky last night at the stunning Pineapple of Dreams on Stockport's very own Rive Gauche.

A stunned, asheffaced Fr Megson writes:

Things were going really well at the beging. Then, completely against the run of play, we blurted out the wrong
answer to our first questionconfusing Small Heath with the less well known Newton Heath. Manchester Utd,
Birmingham City still not sure what the difference is. It was at thiage that things started going badly wrong for us

You know that dream when you are a little fluffy bunny, your mummy takes you for your first day out on the M6,
then she runs away and you can't find her because you get a bit dazzled by all théneddlights of the cars bearing
down on you at 110mph. Then a massive Parcelforce truck comes hurtling towards you, you scream "Stop", anc
driver sticks his head out the window and says "Sorry mate, can't hear you, I've gétadyh. | love thigack.
Paranoid by Black Sabbath. D'ya know it?" And then you wake up screaming.

Or the one when you are making mad passionate love to 5 Page Three girls on a narrow ledge above a massive
shop and suddenly the ledge breaks and you go hurtlowgn...down...down....and you wake up screaming: "Dear G
I'm so sorry for all my sinsespecially that one about making mad passionate love to 5 Page Three girls on a narrc
ledge above a massive butcher's shop. But please God don't let me die inex.hin

Well, it was a bit like that for us last night.

We panicked early on, and by the time we got into our stride we were about 20,000 points behind and the WIST
was well and truly beyond our clammy reach.

Chunky are a really impressive (and hospaaldam and it should be a humdinger of a final when they take on the
might of the Napier Girls.....far too close to call.

Thanks finally to Mike for a really good set of questions. | loved the one about the Ayresome Park/North Korea
connection........ relly kicked myself (and the team) for not getting it right in time.

Fr. Megson
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26/03/2008

Memo to Lord Bath from Lemsip Parsnip MP
As you know | am a very important person in the HP London which | think is somethingith golitics as well as
being very flavoursome brown sauce. | believe my official title at the moment is Lib Dem spokesman on Scrabbl
anagrams, but my briefs are also wide enough to embrace all that is good in Eastern European teenage cultare.
my following request, which is as follows:

Send me please ticket for your very exciting Chunky Girls final. Please also do not send me ticket for main audi
Send me ticket instead for adjoining shower cubicle which must have fitted onesipedpeephole. This is my
favoured way for watching Chunky Girls play.

Please do not ask for me to send monies for ticket as visit from the Estonia Secret Police breaking down your dc
midnight with pickaxe handles often offends.

I go now. Any further questions please first send cash. This is democratic principle which | have learned in youl
country.

Kisses and cuddles,
Lemsip XXXXXX

PS: Please also not to forget to secure {arg your "Lord" Bath title by leaving some mdymwn envelopes behind
usual cistern. Brown envelopes this time please. You left brown sauce last time which | have not found very fur
more Mr Wise Guy please or | will send hungry Chunky Girls to sit on lap.
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08/10/2008

A New Season of Discontent
A fresh season of mental malfunction and stunted ambition is once again upon us and hope springs eternal in Fi
Megson's pert yet manly bosom.

"Bring me my pint of burning gold, bring me my arrows of desire", he crbapgily as he manhandles his team into &
sitting up position in the famed Stadium of Murk (briefly known over the summer as "The Enlightened Palace of
Celestial Murk" in homage to the Beijing Olympics). Indeed much of Fr Megson's misplaced optitrasm fsom the
recent Olympiad.

"It just goes to show what can be achieved even if you are born a bit of an eegjit", he beamed. "All you need is th
to forego the pleasures of youth like going out drinking and then kissing girls and gettirapdidoncentrate instead
on doing interesting things like riding a bike with funny wheels, or taking up residence for four or five years in the
swimming pool. Don't worry your pretty little head about being called 'Norman no magesé there'll beplenty of
time to be antisocial when you get your medal.”

| have to say, though, that | was a bit disappointed with the Team Reeks overall performance. One miraculous r
the Mixed Doubles Ba§norkelling event was a pretty poor haul compared tantgaB. Mind you, it has to be
remembered that most of the team GB success came in either sitting down or lying down events and just try sitti
down or lying down on top of Carrauntoohil every night for 4 or 5 years and see where that gets you. For simila
reasons Yngling class sailing has been slow to catch on as a favoured pastime in the Carrauntoohil parish. And
dressage well, as yet there is no equivalent event for donkeys and you would need to pick an awful lot of spuds
able to affordto buy your wee girl a dancing horse for Christmas!

But fair play to the lot of them: they played as a team and that's what | want this lot to do this season. Why do p:
always laugh when | say that? If only | could get our Brazilian playmakehRa@sstop sulking and sign her new
contract, we're quite willing to give her an extra bottle of Beck's every other week. But, oh no, that's not good en
for her. She's been a right little madam ever since that night she got tapped up by the Elgstrid\Pof a sudden she
wants to play for a team that wins things. Personally | think it's more to do with playing for a team that is likely tc
twelve fittish young men crammed into the post match shower cubicle.

In a clever move to ensure that selmody else gets the blame this season Meggers has allowed himself to be kick
upstairs at the Stadium of Murk (is'nt the Ladies loo up them®) as the newly appointed Director of Quizzing.
Several candidates from various teams have already beerviateed over the summer with a view to filling the vacal
Manager's position. The general standard of those interviewed was impressively dim but unfortunately none of t
was stupid enough to accept the post. Consequently the Charabancs will hendeforthnaged by a different 'Guest
Manager each week. This policy has already paid rich dividends for the team at Have | Got News For You and f
other well known team of jokers, Newcastle United FC.

In the hot seat for their first home match will keevin Keegan, the sedfyled people's choice. Kevin is known to hawvt
track suit and a proven track record in leaving a lot of questions unanswered so he should feel at home amongst
Charabancs. The match is scheduled to end at 11.45pm and Kevioved that he will stay right to the bitter end.
Obviously though, if we fall behind in the first round he may be forced to reconsider his options.

Come along early to avoid disappointment.
Fr.M
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15/10/2008

The Getaways Mad, bad and unlikely to Know
Several of our listeners gleefully hurled buckets of night soil into the WithQuiz studios last Wednesday night in p
at the outsourcing of the first quizset of the season to a bunch of unknowns called the Getawaygishbpeof Bath
without Wells points out, however, that many of the Getaways have in fact played several games in our Quiz lea
various guises, albeit under cover of darkness. Indeed he can recall one famous occasion when they actually ce
with both points after four players from the opposition, Ambof3, had been sent off for substance abuse in the first

Getaway Richard (back row, centre) cheerfully gives bitter rivals, the
Napier Girls, some useful advice on how to identify landlockedntries

Anyway, for the benefit of any of you too young or too inebriated to remember meeting them, here are some brie
pictures of four of them not the brainiest four, | admit, but perhaps the four that would be best avoided on a dark
night inParrswood.

CLIVE

AY mpnc 22YFyQa wSFEEY LINBRAOGOSR (KL ( -bdtzhdnyhB munt splasited ¢
out the best part of a tanner to have his golden tresses lopped off and he disappeared forever from the women's
problem page.Later he announced that he wished to become a thespian. This turned out to be nothing more the
unfortunate typographical error, though he did receive rave reviews for his performance in the 1962 Gorton librai
LINE RdAzZOGA2Y 27F | ai Rikzobs&wd KemdahKTinaranotéd \idatiherhdd been greatly touche
Clive's Bottom, and that he looked forward to seeing it run and run in London's West End. It is perhaps this incic
Tynan had in mind when he went on to utter the first fdetter word ever broadcast on the BBC. In his heyday Cliv
was very much the Lord Byron of the quiz wentdad, bad and unlikely to know. Today he lives quietly in a two
bedroom chateau on the banks of the Mersey where he cultivates awarding marrovs, his memories and a growin
sense of worldly ennui.

MARK

The only member of the team to have been given the name Stibium at birth, he renounced this title after his first
primary school when he came home sitill friendless. In retaliation his fmbamred him from using the name Bassett
and from spending any of the sizeable family fortune accrued from their liquorice mines in Uruguay. In retaliatiol
against their retaliation he announced that he was going to his room. Furthermore, he woulddrtimé® known as
Mark and would never grow up. True to his word he still plays quizzes with the boyish enthusiasm of a 12 year ¢
Mark adds:

GL 23S ljdATT1Sad vdaAT T S& INB ONREE @ L O2 dzpldingxuidles.F
LGYE ONARETEH L KIFIGS LS2LXS 620 KFEGS ljdzAT T Sad 9aLISC
never give up even when | don't know nothing. | remember one night they asked me a stinker. Name the capita
.St 3AdzvK ho@Aazdzate L KFERydd | Of dzS wOz2a L glaydi
YR 2dzZRIYSY(d L gSyid FT2NI ¢AYyGAYyOAftSo LG 61 a @gNRY:
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guess numebr 54- bingo! I'll never forget that moment of epiphany. It came just as the opposition were on their fi
jdzSatAz2y 2F GKS S@SyAy3a gKAOK gl a W2KAOK OAdGe Aa
. NYzaaSft akKQo drie pdingthatieveyfing MadRabddg spakeéto me for the rest of the season. but | stil

f20S ljdzall Sao L GKAY]l ljdzATTS&a INB ONREf o t{ L GF
DAVE

Today Dave is an icon of the quiz world anidesly available on desktops all over Ladybalut in the early days he
was largely unknown. Then, in a last ditch effort to revive his career, he turned to TV and became the first sevel
old to win a million guineas (a sizeable sum in those days)a Meccano set on Junior Criss Cross Quiz. Shortly af
that he was persuaded to turn professional and the rest is history.

Despite his stardom Dave remains as unassuming as ever. Indeed, if it wasn't for his distinctive vocal chords (w
helped hin pick up an Olympic bronze in the Men's Boom in Helsinki in 1952) and his tactile habit of bear huggir
everyone within a forty yard radius (he was once mistakenly yetianded for heavy petting with the opposition) you
would hardly know that he was the room. In 2005 he broke Pope John Paul's world record for shaking hands wi
most people on their way back from the toilet.

Today Dave eschews the razzamatazz of TV quiz shows and divides his time between leafy Ladybarn and the tz
the Red lon where he does regular Harry Belafonte tribute evenings. In his spare time he likes listening to music
("anything by Rambling Sid Rumpole really") and watching ladyboys play football. He hopes one day to be rich ¢
to buy Man City FC and to stetkiem to their rightful place in the Beswick and District B Division League.

RICHARD

(extracts from a recent interview first published in the Guardian Weekend Magazine)
Q: Full name?

A: Richard Brinsley Sheridan Schwarz.

Q: Really?

A: No.

Q: Which livingperson do you most admire?

A: Mike Bath.

Q: Really?

A: No.

Q: Who would you like to share your desert island with, Paris Hilt&3imone de Beauvoir?
A: Angelika Merkel.

Q: Really?

A: No. Let's cut the crap ok? Why isn't Bjork on this menu? | sawberyou know, in Iceland. She was buying fis
fingers and so was I. It's nice to have things in common.

Q: Who is your favourite playwright?

Al (Iong pauSe).......cceeveeviiivirriennennn. Pinto.

Q: Don't you mean Pinter?

Al ¢Ing menacing pause)............ maybe............... mhgt you always contradict me?........... (very menaci
pause.).......... Merdel................

Q: If you could only have one wish, what would you wish for?
A: A monkey's paw.
Q: Really? Why a mkey's paw?

A: Don't know. | suppose | had to say something and a mongaygust sort of floated through the ether...you can
have it back if it's that important. But really, you shouldn't promise things and then take them back. It's very hur
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Howcan I trust you in future. Bjork would never do that.
Q: This interview isn't really going very well, is it?

A: Don't know. Anyway you're the one that keeps askinggtestions about sex. Why can't you just let me walk my
dog in peace?

Q: Don't you srt asking me questions, buster. I'm the bleegtiirnalist around here. If you want to start asking
guestions why don't you just pi** off back to your little boys' quiz league?

A: You're very feisty aren't you? | like that. It's how | imagine Bjotkd be. How's about if we lose the dog and the
maybe | can walk you back to your place? You can call me Brinsley if you want.

Q: ....(pulse racing butyting to sound calm).....really?

A: No.
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(no title)

Fr Megson is long back from the Balkans but is still far too jaded to put pen to paper. Suffice to say that he man
pick up a very sore bum (nothing more sinister than severe sheisg applied to his glutimus maximus by cruelly ha
Balkan train seats) and a mysterious dose of Macedonian belly which refuses to go away. Allin all Fr. Megson i
a bit of a wimp and it may well be that his future peregrinations will haveetoustailed. Two weeks in Lytham St.
lYyYySQad az2dzyRa | RAaAUGAYO(l LIRaaroAfAide F2NJ KAa ySEG
In the meantime, here is some music....... sorry we don't seem to have any music.....I know, let's have a bit of vin
CALL MY BLUFF.

This week Withgiz is offering you the chance to win an all expenses paid (beer and tomato juice excluded) week
two in the luxurious White Swan hostelry in leafy Ladybarn. All you have to do is select the most appropriate de
for this well known phrase ajuiz team. This week's teaser has been sent in by a Mr R. Robinson, a retired buffoc
from Surbiton. Let's have a round of applause for Mr Robinson and a milk token is winging its way towards him
we cringe.

Tonight's phrase is THE MEN THEY COUHMNG.

Is it:

a. A multiple botch up in a sex change surgery

b. A youthful quiz team specialising in twentieth century punk ephemera

c. A group of Gestapo officers enjoying an extended Vatican sponsored sojourn in Paraguay

If this game proves popular,excould play it every Wednesday night and thus avoid having to visit draughty pubs i
bleak midwinter.

What do you think?
FrM
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19/11/2008
MIKE AND ALICE UP AGAINST THE VIADUCT

(Father Megson is under papal suspension atrttwenent for refusing to hand over the sharpened coins that were
recently thrown into his pulpit. In his absence Mike makes a point of order and dedicates it to Alice, a long servil
Opsimath who is currently enjoying a richly deserved sabbatical)

Sorry butl can't confirm this week's league table yet as a legal team representing Snoopy's has challenged the v
the answer about the number of bricks used in the construction of the Stockport viaduct.

Yes, | know this question has little bearing on ¢isinas it came up over a year ago in a friendly match, but you knov
what he's like and he has the whole of the judiciary behind -hiimt to mention that henchman of his, Eric. | saw whi
he did to that German battleship with one hand. Just imagine Wwhatould do if he wasn't holding a drink!

Anyway, to keep them sweet, myself and Alice have undertaken a recount. In all honesty it's going to take longe
we first envisaged. We initially thought it would be child's play but unfortunately we hatboked an obscure
regulation still in force in the Kafkaesque corridors of power that is Stockport Town Hall that prohibits adults fromr
sending children to the top of railway viaducts to count bricks. Honestly some of these H&S restrictions are enol
make you want to bang your head against a brick whibugh it wouldn't surprise me in the least if this was also
frowned upon by the Safety Executive. Talk about PC gone mad. Is it any wonder that this once proud and sce
is no longer capablof rebuilding its empire?

"We are in receipt of your written application to stuff some mutinous Indian sepoys into the barrel of a cannon ar
shoot them over the city ramparts. Please be aware that permission for this undertaking cannot be givesuumaig
submitted the requisite number of risk assessments. Please also enclose a cheque for £250 payable to The Tre
Lucknow Town Hall."

God, all this pettifogging officialdom makes you want to puke, doesn't it?

Another thing that makes me absollydivid is when somebody takes my copy of The Daily Mail into the downstair
without my permission and doesn't even bother to fold it properly when they have finished with it......grrrerereererre

We have now reluctantly resorted to plan B. | @damdertaken to do all the groundwork preparation. Due to the
complexity of such a task and the responsibility it carries | felt that this was best left to a man, which in this insisu
moi.

Obviously the task allocated to Alice is an awful lot simiplé no less useful for all that. All she has to do after my
many hours of careful planning is to scamper up the side of the viaduct and, starting from the top (obviously), m¢
each brick with a piece of chalk and simply log each number into her Igpteqprogrammed by me of coursd'm
actually quite good at doing laptoppy things). Then she must semaphore down to me the ongoing number of bri
counted.

Clever stuff obviously but | must admit | find the whole exercise mindnumbingly dull. Désgitedugh there have
been a few exciting moments such as yesterday morning when Alice got caught up in some rapid air currents ge
by a passing Pendolino. | suppose it could have been quite dangerous if she had been sucked in under the Pen
Fortunately, as | had correctly calculated in my risk assessment (which | also did on my trusty laptop) it blew her
outwards. Even so, Alice seemed quite concerned about the eventual outcome as she flew through the air.

Though, of course, she needn't hawverried her pretty little head. Just as my excellent risk assessment had predic
the propulsion was forceful enough to ensure that she had a soft landing slap bang in the middle of the Mersey.
came out a little wet and smelly but with nothinguned apart from maybe her pride. | told her not to be silly, that it
could have happened to anyone, and that she had plenty of time for an unscheduled cup of tea before going bac
always think that you get a lot more out of your team if you areablchill out and bend the rules occasionally.

Anyway Alice has just semaphored me to say that she has ticked off brick number 978. Good girl Alice. We sho
finished any week now.
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03/12/2008

A chairde,
Father Megson was trying to stay warm by playing kegmyy in bed last night when Dusty dropped in.

"Bless me Father", she chirped, "and how's yer belly off for spots? Isn't it a lovely evening to be happed up unde
goose feathers? Hope ye don't mind me droppin' in only yer skylight was open. Holy mackerel, Father, that's a
big bed you've gt there. Isn't it an awful waste of space with you bein' a celibate man? If ye were a proper Chris
ye'd share it with the poor people of the parish and them less well endowed than yerself.

"That's a great game you're playin' there, Father.....dstdp on my account....... away ye go again and I'll do the
countin'. One, two, three........... nine, ten, eleven...... oh, hard luck, Father.....that was brilliant altogether, Fatner
Dusty would be awful jealous; his personal best is still sevand.that was achieved back in the torpid summer of '5

"But enough about you, Father. Let's move on to more important matters. Listen Father, would ye ever wipe the
disgustin' sweat off yer manly torso and then we'll kneel down and say the rosgmgpdormvee Ivor and his broken
team. Have ye not seen the table? Sure the History Men are lower than the beasts of the field. If it wasn't for tf
Johnnycomelately Punks, they'd be bottom of the pit. "The last rusty dodgem in the fairground afyfutidi quote the
Venerable Bede.

"Kneel down beside me now Fathamot too close, I'm a happily married womaand we'll begin. We'd better make i
the Sorrowful Mysteries, Oh Father, it's no use, me conscience is killin' me even worse than me.gethkave to
shrive me here and now. Get out of that bed, ye lazy pup and give me absolution.

"Ye see, Father, it's all my fault. Picture the scene. There | was a few months ago stuck for hours in the chiropc
while he pared me corns. I'd reatl the CHESHIRE LIFE magazines twice over so | was forced to get out me cop
PARADISE LOST which | normally save for visits to the Post Office. It was written by a protestant, Father, so I'n
didn't have it in the seminary but it's a fierce gbgarn. It's all about a shower of Higaded bad angels who get on
God's goat by sayin' that they're just as clever as He is and they join a Trade Union demandin' equal rights for al
Then God really loses the bap and He shouts in a big loud Yeideave me nearly astray in the head with yer consta
caterwaulin', feck off the lot of youse and go and live in saecula seculorum in a fiery furnace and give me head p
So they did what they were told for once and that's when Hell was inventetdmblioy people know that. | should be
on the Eggheads, shouldn't | Father?

"So far so good, Father, but guess what | did then. When | was gettin' me corns pared | shut me eyes and praye
that he would cast them aul hoors from the Griffin intoexyi pit as well and bad cess to them. | know that was a fie
uncharitable thing to do but | get awful fed up with them winnin' every week and their egos the size of Co. Rosca
and anyway, how was | to know that God would bollox it up and send thegrieam down into the fiery pit? It make:
you think Father, if He can't tell the difference between Ciaran and Ivor, he can't be all that omniscient, can He?
them bad angels had a point after all.

"Anyway Father, what's done is done. Just tellwamat the penance is for sendin' the wrong team down and then Il
toddle off home to be Mr Dusty's obedient handmaid......and wouldn't it be a hoot if God gets it right next
season........ it'll take more than a msgason change of name to fool Him nertdi"
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17/12/2008
Merry Christmas to everyone from The Charabancs of Fire

A Chairde,

Aficionadoes of our Blockbusters quiz will be able to identify this painting as Hunters in the Snow. Maybe it didn
the QotW award bunhevertheless it's good enough to frame.

Fr Megson
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14/01/2009

The Great Ladybarn Charabanc Crash
A Chairde,

The January window may be open but it remains Darkness at Noon at the troubled Stadium of Murk.

Last week's defeatt the hands of arclvillains- sorry, archrivals- SPW, may be the final nail in the coffin for a
beleaguered and bewhiskered Fr. Megson.

Never one to take things lying down (apart from that embarrassing incident with the strippagram dressed as 6t E
in the Vespers club for gentleman priests last February), Fr Megson remains ashen faced but unbowed.

"This is WITHQUIZ and not the Premiership", he reminded a hastily convened press conference, "so we have to
realistic.”

Sean, the convivial bar stewhat the Stadium of Murk has made it clear that the January window will only be oper
over his dead body.

"And not just MY dead body", he added, brandishing his crowbar in a playful fashion, "I'll take the fcekin' lot of yc
with me. It's perishin' bres monkeys in here already and if the winda is open I'll have the poxy beggars from
environmental health down here askin' me to light the fire.....not to mention hordes of urchins from the Didsbury
estates comin' through the open winda tryin' to steay priceless plastic tables from the big room......now fcek off tt
lot of youse while I'm still in a good mood."

Sean's intransigence (my word, not his) may lead to yet another trophyless season for the Charabancs. And yel
had looked so promisingnly a few short weeks ago. So, is there any truth in the rumours that Fr Megson has los
dressing room?

"What a load of bollix", he waxed lyrically, "though | admit | briefly lost the downstairs loo on New Year's Eve. N
think Christmas came toearly this season, We were on a roll. Second in the league and in the semi finals of the
Transviaduct Cup. Marvellous. Then the festive season arrived and with it, a lack of discipline on the training gr
Suddenly nobody was interested in eveninfyomping around Fog Lane park with a sheep and a Thesaurus unde
arm, chanting Bob Dylan lyrics. The allure of late night shoplifting in Discount Booze proved too great.

"Then one of our recent signings crashed his brand new skateboard (thoulghv¢ocost in the region of £22.50) into
the window of Axons the butchers. Luckily he was wearing his crampons at the time and he landed on his head
permanent damage was done to his quizzing faculties. However, by the time the emergency seliviegsadrag
him him out he had become addicted to cold turkey. We are slowly but surely weaning him off this dependency ¢
is expected to be back to his erratic best well before Easter, though finding enough heroin for his medication is t:
our reurces. Itis a sad reminder of how bad the credit crunch is for everybody (except Gordon Brown and Rot
Peston, of course) when even the big players in the market such as The Stadium of Murk are unable to meet the
needs."

So saying Fr Megsoiadbe farewell to his prseason hopes and resigned himself and his flock to mixing it in March
those hopeless History beggars down in the nether regions of the Withquiz table.
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21/01/2009 A Mike Bath loolalike photo

(notitle)
Fr M acquired a nifty little digital for Christmas and has despatched a picture this week in place of his usual hom

Opsimath veteran Mike Bath (94) is seen here wowing the congregation with his new Randy Newman tribute bs
which hadtop billing at last Sunday's Requiem Mass in memory of SWP's unbeaten run in Withquiz (107) which
away earlier in the week.

The mass was ecelebrated by Fr Megson and a member of the local constabulary to whom he had become hanc
the previols evening after an unseemly fracas in Vespers club for gentleman priests.
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28/01/2009

Lancet and Chance it....
A Chairde,

A grotesquely swollen postbag at Withquiz this week after Dr Ivor's learned tract on that hoary old chestnut of ol
Many of your comments, though predictably lacking any vestige of intellectual merit, were at least legible (unlike
Ivor's sicknotes). Some of them even made grammatical sense. Something that most assuredly did not, howev
from a Mr George W, an ungployed brazilionaire from Texas.

"Sure was a swell peas of ritings swell a peas of speechifying as what | have ever come across....and | sure don
that in a missexual sense. Nosiree."

As usual, the subject of bulls had Dusty riding eloquenilyhe horns of a dilemma:
"Dear Dr Scrote,

| read your genitatinglin' expose of orchitis in the community with baited breath and a nice bottle of Asti Spumanti
Ever since then | have been a martyr to the Swarfiga and latex gloves syndrome. Itfusicaevhat Sister Eustacia
used to say when she was learnin' us how to do 'A’ levels at the convent of St Dymphna Of The Divine Succours
men and bulls are lower than the beasts of the field’, she would tag on to the end of the rosary evenanigjstjould
be avoided like the pox'.

Thankfully Mr Dusty is not the type of man to chase bulls but | shall be hidin' his wellies in future just to be on the
side. Not to mention a nice bucket of Jeyes Fluid by the bedside.

Of more pressin' concerntise proposed visit of my cousin Concepta from the Reeks. She's a good clean conven
despite livin' over the brush with a protestant merchant banker heathen in Chipping Sodbury. She promised to ¢
at the weekend to see me new parlour and tofhete give Mr Dusty a hard time. The trouble is she used to walk ¢
with a chartered surveyor called Kevin whose sister had an affair with a man who knew somebody who used to |
something big in the BAIS (Bovine Atrtificial Insemination Service) . &aryappreciate Doctor, I'm worried sick. Do
you think | should phone her up and tell her to fcek off and never darken me doorstep again, ye unwittin' carrier «
male spores of the Divil, or do ye think | should do the charitable thing and pretehdhtbavas normal and say
nuthin'? | could maybe get her to use the public convenience in Stockport (there's a direct bus past the house ¢
minutes) and | could bury her teacup and spoon in the concrete bunker at the bottom of the garden. As gea ca
Doctor , I'm on the horns of a dilemma..."

Incidentally, if you are troubled by irritating nocturnal emissions or have any other medical concerns, don't forget
Dr Ivor and Dr Tim are currently available to give free advice. Their surgerd is\hehe Red Lion (daily from 11:30at
to midnight) but try to get there as early as possible as, generally speaking, the validity of their advice tends to w
the afternoon wears on.

"It is extremely magnanimous of us", concedes Dr Tim, "but wetfethie least we can do for the indolent unwashec
masses one tends to find infesting the ghetto that is South Manchester these dagisn any case we could not
possibly afford to spend so much time in what can be a rather expensive public houseaid weliuy our own beer.
Yes, | am fully aware of the fact that it is unusual for doctors in the-pegsised NHS to have so much free time on tr
hands but you must remember that we are currently 'resting’. | much prefer the term 'resting' to the dwaheulgar
'struck off'- such an indelicate phrase, don't you think?

In any case, the tribunal has not found against us getme legal nonsense about having to wait until the complaina
recover consciousness. | do wish they would get a move on soifself and Ivor could sign on like the rest of the
clientele in here. It's all a bit of a storm in a teacup, actually. Anybody who has ever worked in the pressurised
environment of an operating theatre will know how easy it is to get the technicalgeensticle’ and 'ventricle' confuse
after a few bottles of decent claret washed down by a rather nifty little Armagnac.

Now, if you'll excuse me, little unwashed priest, they're playing my song on the juke box. ....sing up lvor, you doz
git.....atogether now......

FrM
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04/02/2009

There'll Be Blue Birds Over The White Bits of Dover......
A chairde,

We begin with an impassioned pléam a Mr I. Denisovich from the Ladybarn area:
"Sir/Madam,

Due to the inordinate length of last week's quiz | felt compelled to sink under the table for a much needed catnar
woke up in the midst of a heated discussion about the merits of Ben Doweitd ¢bu please furnish me with some
further information about the size and accessibility of the said Ben Dover. | have consulted my Bumper Book of
Munroes on the matter but to no avail."

A judge who is a regular participant in Withquiz but who wishegmoain anonymous was only marginally more awal

"An intriguing question. One of those where you have the porn star on the tip of your tongue but you can't quite ¢
out. | could see his naked pate bobbing up and down in his much garlanded porfr@gaddhi but | couldn't for the
life of me recall his surname. Didn't he also appear in Corrie or am | confusing him with Elsie Tanner?"

So how was it for Ben Dover himself and was this his first appearance on a website?
"Yes | was quite nervous at firseidmitted Mr Dover (52that's only his age by the way, so don't panic).

"I've been on hundreds of websites before but this was the first time | had able to keep my clothes on. It was a k
awkward at rehearsals. | didn't know what do do with my haarad my bits and bobs. | was also a bit worried that t
audience might think that the question | appeared in wasn't hard enough but thankfully it was all right on the nigk
they say.

"It's never easy performing in front of strangerand you've got dot of strange people in Withquizso | was glad to
recognise The Men They Couldn't Hang. | bump into them most weeks at auditions. They haven't quite made it
of my films yet which is a shame because they have got loads of potential. Thiey tgo at it hammer and tongs at
the beginning most weeks but unfortunately they can never quite manage to keep it up until the end. Keep pluge
away lads, and give it another four or five years, | feel sure you'll find success eventually.

"It was alsmice to have my old friend, Fr Megson, hovering around in the studio. It was him that first got me into
back in the old seminary days. We were always short of money for the tuck shop so Meggers suggested that we
our piccies off to Soho. Paraymond was very impressed and he got us published in Playpriest. From there we
some small parts in various theologically erotic films that were all the rage in the '70s. Stuff like Come Pray with
Danish Deacon on the Job. Then things reéatii off when we auditioned for the ground breaking and lucrative
Confessions series. My agent persuaded me to change my name from Ben Mablethorpe to Ben Dover and for <
reason, which even to this day | can't fathom, my career really took off aftetrikiial adjustment.

"Unfortunately the wheels started to come off "Tich" Megson's porn career around this time. For reasons best le
unexplained, he couldn't find an agent who was willing to handle him. Then his coach took him aside adsidéve
training one day, placed a paternal arm round his groin and told him that he would never measure up to being a
professional porn star. To add to his woes, his mother wrote him a blistering letter which | think spelled the begi
of the end:

‘Dear Megsornunior', she penned, 'me and the neighbours went to see the matinee performance of yer new fillum
the Reeks Rex last Monday and | didn't know where to look. It wasn't the prancin' around in the buff like dement
eejits that mortified me- God knowsyve've all done our fair share of that sort of thing at various weddings and wak
over the years no, me boyo, what really pierced my heart was seeing my own flesh and blood up there on the sil
screen gabbing away nine to the dozen and him with histmetuffed full. Is that the kind of thanks you give your
poor oul' Ma after her giving up the best years of her life to teach you impeccable table manners.

I've talked it over with the parish priest and we both agretop making them filthy fillums NOWf ye'll end up doing
your own laundry.

Your lovin' mammy,
Mammy.'

"He became a changed man after that, making a solemn vow at his ordination in Rome that he would never take
clothes off in public again unless it was integral to the plot. He did try to make a comeback as a serious director .
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years ago but | believhis Bergmatinspired trilogy Fully Clothed Confessions of a Celibate Priest of a Winter's Eve
drew very mixed reviews and sporadic outbursts of one hand (and paw) clapping from an audience of specially i
shepherds and sheep dogs in the Reeks Rewas very popular in the Cornerhouse though.

Yours etc, BD"
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18/02/2009

Relax, guys, nobody is going to steal your troptiys season at least.....butdon't cancel all your visits to the shrink
just yet, it has not gone unnoticed that your projected walimmage is grievously lacking in the tusk department........

Fr M.
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14/10/2009

The Withquiz Moderator Appeals For Calm
A Chairde,

Despite the onset of old age and worse, many of you will still experience the odd moment of lucidity. During the:
moments you may well have sat up in bed in the middle of the nightsarehmed: "That oul hoor, Fr Megson, is harc
ever available for comment these days. God, just listen to the peace and quiet. Isn't life wonderful."

The medical term for this rare phenomenon is a Euphoria attack and, as the name suggests, ita§ feaaybod panic
attack. According to eccentric behaviour experts Dr Ivor and Dr Tim (boozedboffins@redlion.com) such attacks
extremely uncommon and virtually non existent among Stockport County fans. There can be little doubt that the
spateof Euphoria attacks in the Withquiz community are, at least in part, due to the restrictions placed on Fr Mec
the Vatican and the prison authorities.

There is surely no need to go into the sordid details. The media and some rather vitriolic maegapkssages by
Dusty at the chapel gates every Sunday over the summer has already done so ad nauseam. Nor is it seemly fol
yet vibrant organ, such as the Withquiz website, to make moral judgements on Fr Megson's actions. To parapht
words d possibly the most successful Messiah in the history of Christianity since Brian Clough: "Let him who has
had the front page of News Of The World given over to exclusives about his sex life on four consecutive Sunday
first stone".

So let s not all do a Dusty and label our priapic prelate "a fcekin' aul dirtbag who deserves to be taken down a b
entry and beaten to within an inch of his manhood ". There will be plenty of time to do this after the trial.

And, without wishing to condone &hexistence in our parish of filthy degenerates like Fr Megson, there is always tt
chance that a "Not Guilty" verdict will be returned. No, seriously, folks...after all, who would have thought that C
would win the first four games of the season? Afior one felt that Fr Megson had a point when he refuted the now
notorious NOTW banner headline:

QUIZ PRIEST CAUGHT IN THREE IN A BED SEEXRBDMSIVE PICS (see pages 4,5,6,7,8 and 9 and Editorial pa

If you remember, Meggers was quick to poinit that there was no way a man of his age could survive a three in a
sex romp. He confessed to having had a one in a bed sex romp back in the 70s but was off work with a stinging
headache for weeks afterwards. He also claimed that the pictures el gt up by certain Withquiz detractors, lon
jealous of his unrivalled ability to pluck quiz teams from obscurity and make them mediocre overnight. And certe
one of the "dishy, voluptuous sirens" captured in the albeit rather fuzzy snapshotsdessto bear an uncanny
resemblance to Howell in a pastel negligée with a lurid yellow mophead sellotaped to his head. I'm bound to say
have often thought that Howell can look quite dishy when viewed from a certain angle after a few halves p%Bishc
Finger- but | suppose that point of view would be considered to be mere conjecture in a court of law.

Fr Megson would appear to be hiding in the metaphorical bullrushes at the moment. There was no reply when C
threw a petrol bomb through his wirmv last night. He is believed to be staying with relatives somewhere in the ci
clue to his whereabouts might be found in some old Famine records which tell us that "many pestilential and
lascivious hedge priests of the ancient McMeg clan werkeki out of the Reeks in the 1840s for selling indulgences
return for spuds, bogdputter and a quick snog with the firdiorn girl of the family. They duly arrived in Manchester b
the fcekin' boatload. After many travails they were eventually fourithble accommodation in the Strangeways are:
of the city where many of their descendants can still be found".

I'll be going over there later on today to visit theé”¥ts. I'll see what | can find out and keep you posted.
The Withquiz Moderator



The Father Megson Archive
Articles from the WithQuiz website in date order

04/11/2009

Diversity Challenge
A Chairde,

Still no sign of Father Megson. It's like he never existed. Well, that's the good news over. The bad news is that
heard from Tony's solicitors. Under some obscuréalyfrom thel1840s we are in breach of internet etiquette if we
publish a blank column for more than three weeks running. Unless we can come up with something this week he
threatened to move in and use the empty space to publish an alternative quiz from the Meesegague of the 1950
which he just happens to have found in the pocket of his best anorak.

Fearing public unrest | have been forced, somewhat against my better judgement, to ask Dusty to do the columr
has promised to launch a savage poleatainst "them hoors in the Griffin" in her best handwriting in the near futur
but pressure of work means she is unable to do so at present. "Runnin' down todfeepéfe every mornin' to get
something for the team's breakfast and then racin' back bagain to fire off letters to the movers and shakers of
British Imperialism to get the Birmingham 6 set free has me heart scalded”, she writes. I've tried telling her that 1
Birmingham 6 were pardoned over ten years ago but she says that people vildecbehat they read in the English
papers are bigger eejits than they look. Maybe she's right.

That leaves only one other person stupid enough to do the column in return for a bit of publicity. He is very muc
person of his time and is, | suppose, agty of your love and respect as Fr Megson ever was. For reasons that w
become quickly apparent he has asked for complete anonymity. Fair enough. | hand you over now to a sweaty
whom we shall call 'Mick from the Griffin'.

"Hiya volks, Mik here......I mean Mick......Hang on a minute, that's a bleedin' Paddy name isn't it. Might have gue:
that a liberal bleeding heart website like yours would give me a Paddy name. Still it could be worse, at least Eng
people can spell it...not likeleedin' Keerin or Roosin. Ethel's OK though. Quite fancy being called Ethel. Or Dav
That's a good old English name. Haven't met Dave yet. Wot's he like?

"Did any of you catch me on the telly recently? You know, some people thought | did ibgibirica geezer with my
one eye on the main chance but it was a bit of an effing egchkctually. | applied to go on BRITAIN'S GOT TALEN"
they put me in the wrong bleedin' studio. Ended up on some poncey middle class quiz show called QUESTION
hate friggin' quiz shows. Especially ones that don't have Jim Davidson in them. Right bleedin' waste of time. D
me wrong, | know all sorts of interesting stuff like wot Hitler had a dog called Blbntithey never even asked me th:
one. Ponces! Still, mustn't grumble. That nice old geezer, Jack Straw gave me a fiver after the show. He said it
lovely change for a cabinet minister to be able to sit back and let some other egjit take the flak for a change. His
Gordon said thex might be a tenner in it for me if | go campaigning with him at the next election.

Have to go now since I've got a hot date with that Bonnie Greer chick. | knew from her body language that she ¢
wait to get her hands on me after the show. She tr@red something about a slap up so I'm taking her to an ethnic
British curry house in Burnley. | love Burnley. It was built by the Romans over 17,000 years ago and the town ¢
and football ground still retain much of their iege charm.

Keep up tle good work volks. And make sure that the Swan stays effin' white. No violence, mind. Know wot | m

Your bestest mate, Nick.....I mean Mick....
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25/11/2009
A Less Than Glorious Mystery Shop

Dusty is in Rome this weelmpaigning for the canonisation of the Manchester Martyrs and her late Auntie Maure
who once had a visitation of ecstasy whilst kneeling in front of a statue of St Martin de Porres.

Still no definite sightings of Fr Megson though the private detectiag ltrecently retained | refuse to call him a dick
because | find the word rather vulgaseems convinced that he is still operating in the Salford diocese. As part of |
investigation he has gone through all the Mystery Shopper reports arisingvigits to confession boxes in the dioces
over the past three months. A mammoth task to be sure but by concentrating on visits that scored 5% or less he
narrowed the field considerably. One report in particular, conducted in the less salubriou$ ElildPlatting, seems
to indicate the Megson modus operandi. The actual report is still with the vice squad but here is a synopsis:

Saturday Nov 7th 2009: Entered confessional at 18:58 in the guise of a penitent sinner. Was kept waiting in the
11 minutes as priest was still engaged with lady in the other box. He seemed to become agitated when she refu
follow his instructions. The lady was sobbing and did not seem comforted by his reassurances that it was dark &
nobody would know.Following her departure there was a further substantial delay and the sound of muted sweat
and the clinking of ice cubes could be heard.

At 19:16 the slat on my box was (aggressively) opened. No name badge was visible on the priest and his vestm
seemed to be in disarray. No eye conduct or friendly greeting was given other than to ask if | had a light.

In accordance with my brief | commenced to ask the father to bless me and to tell him it was a week since my la:
confession.

He professed no psonal interest in this statement and told me to stop "fecking around" and tell him if | had been
fornicating or looking at any good porn recently. When | denied any such behaviour on the grounds that | was a
catholic, he expressed his disappointmamtivery vehement manner and said that we would have to make do with
dirty thoughts.

When | started to explain how once | had been tempted to entertain feelings of anger towards my next door neig
who occasionally allowed her cat to do a whoopsithanmiddle of my rhododendrons he called me a “lilered
fecking Sassenach bidbasher" and further advised me that | should "feck off before he started to lose his temper

| politely reminded him that he had not as yet given me absolution or aisggunumber of Hail Marys to say
whereupon he leapt out of the box and proceeded to eject me from the church in a demeaning and excruciating
manner.

| have not been back to work since this visit and | am now strongly considering becoming a practishigt Budd
TOTAL SCORE FOR VISIT = Minus 5%.

(I have to say that | was told to upgrade my original score considerably as the Chief Executive Officer of my com
JOYFUL MYSTERY SHOPPING LOGISTIC SOLUTIONS, plays golf with the Bishop of Salford)
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09/12/2009
Fr Megson's Big Match Preview

"It was never going to be easy taking on the behemoths of the Griffin but Captain Mikey felt that his team looked
pretty good shape"
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13/01/2010

Dusty'sYuletime Blog
A Chairde,

2009 AD. Another anus horribilis in the Dusty household. What with Mr Dusty still being a martyr to his housem
knee and them hoors in the Griffin doin' the double it's been one thing after another. And then to capetsfitar
Imelda made a fcekin eejit of herself on Christmas Eve by attackin' His Holiness The Pope on his own doorstep.
help poor Imelda. She lives on the home farm at the top of the Reeks and she's more deluded than the Opsimat
poor oul fathe would have sold her to the nuns years ago but he needs her to help him walk the heifers down to
bull. She's not allowed out to quizzes and her only hobby is rugby tacklin' the rich and the famous. She got a bl
recently tryin' to bring down &han O'Gara in Dublin airport so | suppose she must have thought that an 82 year o
Pontiff would be a soft target. She's an oul egjit and has me heart scalded.

You know, Christmas is not just the day before you queue up to buy a cheap sofa. Hlbalsaut watchin' Rambo on
the telly with a magnum of Asti Spumante and an industrial sized jar of pickled onions. No, it is also, by a happy
coincidence, the birthday of the Baby Jesus and a time for forgiveness. | kicked off by forgivin' Father Miegsoot
a bad oul sod really and would probably be a saint if it wasn't for the cross dressin' and all his other disgustin’ vic
told him he can bask in the warm glow of me bosom until the feast of the Epiphany and then the gloves will beo
Then me and Mr Dusty polished off another bottle of Merrydown, said a joyful decade and finished off with a pra
the poor benighted Sassenachs and all our other enemies, too numerous to mention.

As you know there isn't a more Christian womanhie keague than me but it fair stuck in me craw havin' to say "and
God bless and keep safe them hoors in the Griffin". Did youse hear, by the way, about poor wee Kieran makin' i
of himself on the night before Christmas? His social worker was teli that he stuck a note up the chimney askin'
Santa to make City win a trophy this season. He got a very curt note thrown back down sayin' "catch yerself on
boy, the name's Santa Claus, not the fcekin Holy Ghost. I'll bring you a tree hoasé'inst

Most years it's just me and Mr Dusty cosying up for Christmas dinner. Mr Dusty can be an incurable romantic be
but mostly he can't be arsed. The team is nearly sensible enough to go out on their own now so we give them s
money and pack theroff to stand outside the officence on Christmas Eve and we hardly ever see them again unti
Epiphany. This means a lot less cookin' for me. We don't bother with a tuttkey're fierce ugly beasts and I'd be
awful frightened to have one of tine runnin' round the kitchen gobblgobblin' at me- so we get a nice bit of Colonel
Saunders chicken in instead. As it's the Baby Jesus's birthday we don't just have it with boiled spuds. We have
other veg as well. Last year we had sprouts and bakaths which were fingdickin' good but not to be recommende
if you like a quiet Christmas.

This year was a bit more exotic as Mr Dusty invited Big Dave for dinner. He's been meanin' to invite Dave aroul
since we saw him win Blankety Blank ba telly. | wanted to put it off for another year but Mr Dusty said that if we
put it off any longer he would have all the money spent and then there wouldn't be any fcekin' point invitin' him.
he told me to buy him another pint and fcek off to thleops or we'd never be ready for Christmas.

So | had to leave the Red Lion early to dash home and cook the curried goat and the jerk chicken. Christmas Ev
is never the best time to buy fresh goat in the villaggen The Cheese Helmet was outtefso | had to make do with
a nice scrag end of mutton. I'm a dab hand at the curry. The secret of a good curry is to make sure there's no It
the Bisto before you add the chillies and the garam masala. The jerk chicken was more probleneagicls Ththe Co
Op started sniggerin' when | asked them if jerk sauce came in bottles or packets. Ignorant hoors. So | went dov
road and asked the butcher if he'd ever jerked a chicken. His face went even pinker than usual and he started n
something about bringin' his chopper with him next time he went to Confession with thafdtibed Megson fceker.
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10/02/2010

Home & Away
A Chairde,

Violent scenes at the Stadium of Murk last night as crisisCharabancs of Fire served up another inept second hal
display and yet another defeat which sends them hurtling towards the relegation zone. Angry fans chanted, "Me
Out Again" and, "You're All Fcekin' Pissed" as they smashed the lightbulb, tare apdihurled the pub's historic
collection of cobwebs on to the pitch. They eventually dispersed only after athinging officer from the Police
Tactical Support Group had the presence of mind to point out that the Charabancs were playing an astay mat

Witnesses were either too frightened or drunk to comment on the disgraceful scenes. Only Sean, the resident
Barstewart, managed to maintain his customary sémogl. Asked how distressed he was to find his pub turned into
pigsty after an evening afoting, he shrugged his shoulders and said, "Can't say | noticed, pal. Doesn't it always |
like this? | did think though that it was a bit noisier than usual. There were times when | could hardly hear the
commentary on the Liverpool game which | wasching on a live Transnistrian feed. Fcekin' cracking match it wa
too. We were threenil down at half time but we came back against all the odds and beat some Wop team on
penalties. Fcekin brilliant. How many European Cups do we have now? Mixilieseventeen. Carling Cup my
arse."

Meanwhile over at the Red Lion, or the Turnpike as it has recently been renamed to raise its commercial potenti
coach Fr Megson refused to attend the hastily convened press conference. He was said eoytatstd but no more
psychotic than usual" as he he&dtted his team towards the dressing room and padlocked the door. Apart from tl
odd scream or two nothing more has been heard from them at the time of going to press. If they come out befor
next match we will try to get a reporter reckless enough and stupid enough to interview him in time for next wee|
home page.
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17/02/2010
Withquiz Exclusive: John Terry and Ashley Cole Relegated To Page 5 Shock

A Chairde,

Events at crisis club Charabancs of Fire continue to dominate the front and back pages of the Withington Deport
week. | have to say that MURKY HAIRKKKKY AT STADIUM OF MURK makes a more riveting headline than thei
LOCAL HOUSEWIFE ALMOSNERATED IN NARROWLY AVERTED CHIP PAN FIRE INCIDENT exclusives.

So what exactly is going on? Have current owners, the shady consortium of Ladybarn pub and Bessarabian stri
owners gone bust? Is the Inland Revenue poised to send in the recegiVaes8ensationalist piece in the Deporter
yesterday about retrievers being sent in was an unfortunate misprint; police confirmed that only experienced anc
specially trained alsatians will be allowed to accompany them when gaining entry to the White Swan.)

Will a rich Rusholme ghee billionaire step in with an offer thus allowing the present owners to launder enough m
pay the leccy bill for another week? Withquiz sent along Mike Bath, its most senior cub reporter, to winkle out sc
inside informationfrom beleaguered club manager and well known Friar's Balsam addict, Fr Megson. Can Mike |
the first person this season to get a sensible answer from a Charabanc? Can he fcek! We should warn you that
interview contains more blood, strong larege and nudity than your average birthing pool.

MB: "Another abject performance on Wednesday, Father. You seemed to wilt after the first half."

FM: "Well yes, it happens from time to time. | was a bit tired and emotional and you know whabtdsare like in
cheap hotel rooms....... hang on....who the fcek told you?...l gave that oul' bint my last 50p to stop her talking to
papers. I'll give her a crack on the head with me thurible next time | get to swing it in public, the deceatful."ho

MB: "I meant the Charabancs, Father."

FM: "Did them fcekers lose again? Nobody around here never tells me anything. How the fcek can | be a suc
manager when my team can't even remember to tell me how they got on. In fairness thagh lvad a terrible run of
injuries, not all of a sexual nature. Damo was rushed to hospital recently after | was forced to bang his head on
table for foul and abusive blurting. 1'm happy to say that his brain scan results came back negativeaddchbesback
to normal for the big match on Wednesday. And of course our record foreign signing, lvan Denisovich, who cost
club well in excess of four rotten spuds and a spitoonful of dimps, is still out after that unfortunate incident with tt
roll-on deodorant stick. The physio says he won't be able to walk without a grimace for the rest of the season. |
sad of course ...but how a so called intelligent quiz international could misconstrue the simple instruction 'unscre
and push up babm' is beyond my understanding.”

MB: "Ouch, | feel faint..."
FM: "Quite so, my dear boy. Care for a swig of my Friar's Balsam?"

MB: "Don't mind if I do.......... Good shtuff thish. It's not looking good Father (hic...) two defeats on the trot and u
against SPW on Wednesday. Do you think the Charas have any hope of avoiding the dreaded 'even fcekin stup
TMTCH' tag this season?"

FM: "How dare you swear in the presence of a priest, ye fcekin cur. And stop drinking me Balsam. No, threia d
a row would be unthinkable. 1 think | might pop down to the Turf Accountant and wager a fiver on them hoors in
Griffin."

MB: "Finally Father on a lighter note, do you still do that religion thing to help you relax after a hard week's quiz:

AM: "Yes my son, religion is very important to me. Better than sex | am told though obviously | wouldn't know.
Personally | always think you can't beat a big bowl of pea and ham soup with a hunk of soda bread smothered ir
Kerrygold. | hope that makes tigjs a bit clearer for your readers. Now give me back my Balsam and fcek off."
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10/03/2010

The Lonely Passion of Roddy's Bicycle
A Chairde,

Fr. Megson was busy googling in his underpants last night when he was interruptdaiuslycaash overhead. It was
Dusty.

"Sorry to bother ye Father," she said, "only | was passin' and | thought I'd drop in. Sorry about your skylight, Fat
| thought it was open. | won't stay long Father, | feel like a right eejit standing hpprdiblood all over your nice nev
bit of lino.

"l see you're busy googlin' in yer underpants again, Father. Are ye sure that's wise? Aren't ye frightened of poo
demented women with no aesthetic taste lookin' in the window and beatin' themselves ipdocxysm of lust at the
sight of a priest without his keks? Relax, Father, I'm a woman of unbridled purity so | won't be pouncin' on ye tol
any other night. Mind you, | have to admit that there's something very spiritually arousin' about aipiest
underpants- it brings out the Mary Magdalene in me, whoever she was. Who knows what might happen if ye ha
better class of chassis and didn't have them annoyin' wee tufts of ginger hair down yer back. That's why | never
into Father Donef's window when | be out prowlin' at night. If | happened to see him googlin' in his underpants I'
up on the roof like a helium balloon quicker than you could say 'kyrie eleison'. Ye could get pregnant just by ima
that man in his boxers, Fathe

"But | digress, Father. I'll leave you alone. I'm sure ye have fierce important things to google. It must be a hamc
get in touch with the fallen women of the parish. | hope ye don't be passin' on this confidential information to Mi
Dusty, lther. Before | go, Father, could ye give me a quick confession? Don't bother lookin' for yer keks, sure y
fine and dandy in yer unmentionables.

"Bless me Father, | was in the Swan recently quizzin' away like the clappers against Ethel Audtie @hésin

binned me for foul and abusive language, the oul hoor. While | was waitin' to come back on | got chattin' with R¢
bicycle. Well Father, we clicked immediately. He's a lovely bike. Very quiet but broodin' and deep. | would sa)
without fear of contradiction that he is one of the most philosophical bicycles that | have ever chatted up in a pub

"He was sayin' that he loves quizzes but is far too shy to play on the team. He prefers to stand there thinkin' up
guestions which he whigps to Roddy on the way home and then Roddy takes the credit for them when they com
set.

"Anyway, before ye know it he's askin' me out for a spin and now we're savin' up for a deposit for a flat in Ladybe
Dusty was a bit taken aback when | tbich | was plannin' to leave him for a bicycle but on the whole he thought it
an excellent idea, provided of course that we could come to some agreement about his beer and fags money.

"Well Father, thanks for the absolution. That's enough of the ontrg@mn. I'm away now to get me leg over. By the
way Father, have ye ever baptised a bicycle?"
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| Luv Lvov
Tavarishi,

Owner of Kosmonaut hostel has kindly allowed me a few minutes on his PC. Could noWitogsiz site for some
reason (surely not political Mike?) but have been informed of Charabancs abject submission to the might of the
Opsimaths. Clearly Megson's days are numbered as the only mapiaestrin league.

Last day in Lvov. Can someone Reltldy that the city of his forefathers is one of the finest in Europe. Wonderful ¢
of crumbling infrastructure and buildings especially churches that take your breath away with their beauty. A bit
Budapest, Phil, with the drama of its old ctyards hidden away behind doorways that look pretty mundane from th
street. The old Armenian quarter is wonderful and after all that it is nice to find small pubs with no fuss and gooc
Obviously nothing to compare with the White Swan whose Ssalapartanism is as yet unsurpassed in the former la
of the Soviet empire.

Regular listeners of Withquiz will know much about my fear of border guards. Well experience was far better the
led to expect. Thought it was a Strippergram actualligere | was tucked up in my couchette when in burst 2 femals
in full camouflage gear and big boetges Damian, | said boots. Admittedly they were terribly severe and | don't th
was terribly successful in my attempts to chat them up but | am ngtHinot persistent.

"Please ladies," | simpered, "before you leave my boudoir can you just do one thing for me, one thing that | have
had done for me since 1992. | promise you it will take far less time than you think and it will make me sleep
happy.....please...".

And you know what? They stared me in the eye (for about 5 minutes) and then proceeded to fulfil my wildest dr
My passport now is the proud bearer of the word UKRAINE. Wow, did | sleep happy.

Go to Kiev overnight.

Gerry
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Pismo Iz Ukraina
Tavarishi,

Entered Odessa, City of Heroes 62#nMarch 2010. Secured the Railway station, well the buffet bar anyway, no
Russian soldier worth his salt will march without his traditional breakfast of coffee black bread and a sticky bun.
Thanked the lady for scowling at me, wolfed down me bun aed tjot to work freeing the workers from their chains

Not as easy as it sounds. "Why you try to boot us out of McDonalds?" asked the workers. "Big Mac is good bre
Better than sticky bun. Also good chain is Tasty Sendvich and United ColBersetibn."

"But don't you know your Marx," | asked aghast. "Da," they answered, "Marx is very funny. Especially when he
cigar and ask fat lady if she marry him. And if she has any money. And if she could answer second question fir:

Things obwiusly change. The Charabancs used to be a quiz team and Odessa was once Russia's third city of
communism. Much of it looks Russian if not Ukrainian but the main drag looks far more like an Italian city of chic
fashion shops and expensive coffee outldttiad been told that Odessa was a Mafia stronghold but | assumed they
meant the Russian Mafia and not the original Italian brand. That said it is a lovely city to walk around and is corn
hassle free for the tourist. As well as looking Italian ¢hiera strong Greek flavour which goes back to its foundatior
a Greek settlement. Hard to believe that this is the same country as Western Ukraine. There were a lot of politit
marches in Lvov last week protesting about being starved of money, edncatd jobs by the pr&Russian government
| can see what they mean now, on the surface of things at least.

Spent the weekend in Kiev and found it a harder city to sum up. Wealthier than Lvov, not nearly as affluent as C
The architecture is stunng (walking into the centre early on Saturday morning and seeing the exquisite Sofiaski ¢
in a mixture of snow and sunshine was the best moment of my trip so far) and the historical sights are humerous
ranging from a wealth of medieval history to m@ny reminders of what the city suffered during WW?2 right up to the
modern day image of Independence Square home of the Orange Revolution. But Independence Square is a go
to get hassled as indeed is any part of the city centre. Nothing magotritke or anything, but it becomes a bit tiring
to be approached by pimps every hundred yardad it is even more unsettling when you find out that the hotel you
are staying in has given your room number and hence telephone number to thediédma..phone calls every 5
minutes asking if | wanted a girl or maybe boy became too sinister to bear. | complained and made a fuss aboult
breach of confidentiality, was given a refund in fairness and did a flit to a hostel down the road run by a \mgKkaid
Norwegian whose motto was 'Shit happens, welcome to Ukraine'.

One last point to ponder. Some of you Withquiz Intellectuals like Martin or Kieran or Dave or Damo, or even Mik
might read this and think: | like the sound of Ukrairieink | might gaover there and become a tram driver. Well
forget it. No idea why, but | have yet to see a tram not driven by a woman. Even the spectacular funicular that t
you from the banks of the Dnipro river up to the hills above Kiev was piloted by a littladyl in a shawl and knitted
hat who looked old enough to have met Lenin in person. So come on, Roisin, Mary ,Anne etc., get a life and col
here now. All you have to do is follow the tramlines and throw a tantrum whenever somebody gives youathete
value of anything higher than 2 hvr........ | think Anne in particular would be a natural...............

Gerry
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Pismo Iz Stockport
A Chairde,

Two weeks after swapping the warm sunshine of Stockport fosttmavs of Eastern Poland | left the warm sunshine
Kiev for the driving rain of Luton. Hard to imagine a less enticing place than Luton in the rain but | suppose Enni
with snow, high winds and no electricity on the same evening might have closé. They were complaining bitterly i
Ukraine about how cold their winter had been but it seems to have been shorter there than here.

I left you in Odessa last week. After an eleven hour train journey from there | eventually arrived in the capital eit'
Crimea region. Which, as all you Withquiz buffs will of course know, is Simferopol..... No?.... Well to be honest |
never hard of it either until a few weeks ago. Despite being a sizeable city with excellent industrial and transpor
credentials, as many Drisie McDonalds as you could wish for (even better, it is also well served by the local rival
McFoxys) and some tiie best examples of concrete high rise buildings this side of Luton, Simferopol remains on
Ukraine's best kept secrets. A wise choice though as a touring base for the whole of the Crimea. | was able to ¢
first class hotel for £15 per nighhd negotiate with the local taxi drivers to drive me wherever | chose for very
reasonable amounts. For a total of £25 | got a personal tour of the otherwise inaccessible mountain villages of t
Tartar minority (descendants of the Mongols and orlyly recently allowed to resettle in their native Crimea after
having been sent in their thousands to Siberia by Uncle Joe). After driving me through some spectacular mount.
lunar landscapes honeycombed with cave villages and 8th century churghdsver then invited me back to meet his
family and have a cup of tea. Taxi drivers rarely do that in South Manchester these days.

| ended up in Yalta. This was more the Crimea | had been expecting: the lush playground of the Russian intellig
andruling classes for over 200 years; the Chekov house and the Livadia palace where the 1945 summit meeting
place; the holiday dachas of the working class lads who once led the good old CCCP. Much of Yalta was undoL
grand and you could see how éxsive it must have seemed in the old Soviet days. But, as | wandered along its cl
and cheerful promenade in a light drizzle, past the cheap souvenir stalls and theyspgakeight machines, bumping
into joyously overweight kids eating their Tastyn®éches and drinking their Cokes it was easy to see how it came
twinned with Margate. Rats! | was going to save that interesting fact for a future Question of the Week.

Gerry
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WithQuiz fever in Ukraine
A Chairde,

-

o

Withquiz is huge in Ukraine. Only the evergreen gameshows Sdelki Ili Sdelki Net (Deal or No Deal) and Who W
Win A Bride With Her Own Tractor get a bigger audience.

Obviously all the Withquiz participants are household names bymgvas you can see some contestants are more
popular than others. |took the photograph of the open air telly in Independence Square Kiev. Unfortunately | ar
on the one day in the year when Big Dave wasn't being beamed out live to an adoring rndei@ugience.

The other photo shows the Kiev branch of our very own Red Lion. This one is an Erotic Bar. There is talk of the

Historymen moving there next season. If that doesn't stop Peter falling asleep, nothing will. But will it stop Ivor {
blurting in public?

Gerry
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Last Quango in Ladybarn
A Chairde,

Groans of apathy and cries of "shut the fcek up, I'm trying to watch Loose Women", greeted gorgeous George (
last Wednesday as he stood up in dikled splendour of the White Swan's taproom to unveil his ambitious plans 1
making Ladybarn a half tolerable sort of place to live in by the end of the century.

His promise to phase out students by 2013, thus affording every pensioner in8antthester the opportunity of
buying an untidy second home was greeted by angry murmurs of "Why just the students? Why have youse sto|
picking on the fcekin Irish?"

His more controversial plans to scrap the outmoded Department of Work and Pensionspéance it with a

comprehensive network of kiosks that would provide the sick and the needy with Green Shield stamps that coulc
used when making any purchase under a tenner from the popular Innovations catalogue were given a cautious
reception but epturous applause soon followed when Mr Osborne gave an assurance that the congenitally stupic
those incapable of winning a quiz, would still qualify for a free pint every Wednesday night for the rest of their liv

The room finally exploded with enthasitic demands for "three cheers for the smarmy Tory git in the fcekin suit" w!
the Chancellor announced that the first £25 of all the monies freed up by making the Police responsiblenfdapre
care and the collection of wheelie bins on alternate Maysl would be used to fund Ladybarn's bid to become Brita
first Suburb of Culture in 2010. Ladybarn would in future be a big player in the promotion of not only the Big Isst
of the Big Society as well. Big Deal!

The choice of Ladybarn over hawburites Beswick for this inaugural honour has shocked the world of culture and
accountants alike. Certainly Beswick seemed to be in a better position to fund the event with an average per ca
weekly wage packet of just under £190,000 as oppdeeiB7.02 in Ladybarn. In the end though it came down to
facilities and Beswick was always going to struggle to come up with a stadium that could compete with the opule
and grandeur of the Stadium of Murk with its magnificent fdtilitarian interiorsand state of the art light bulb. It
beggars belief that this will be the first major event it has hosted since the Nation&8dRatg Championships of 1933
when a still youthful Charabancs team squeaked home against the radald Opsimaths in a tdiiting finish.

The Festival is scheduled to begin at midnight on October 31st (the Feast of All Hallows in the rest of Mancheste
still celebrated in Druidic Ladybarn as the first day in the lunar cycle of the Three Bridgets, a day when the husb
the parish traditionally hide their copies of Razzle and tiptoe around the bedroom for fear of causing offence). W
this space however since doubts have been raised about the state of readiness of the Stadium of Murk for the of
opening ceremonis.

"The toilets alone are a major cause for concern”, grimaced Fr Megson, clenching his knees provocatively. "Mys
Sean the Barstewart are working flat out to make sure that Dusty has them in a fit state for human habitation by
end of the month. Thanks to the generosity of the Chancellor, we can now afford to supply her with a brush. Afte
our main concern will be to ensure that she washes her hands properly before she starts making a mountain of ¢
onion sandwiches to keep us goiry the first few lockins. | hope people are patient and appreciate just how muct
pressure us administrators are working under".

More details of The Suburb of Culture extravaganza will follow. Anybody wishing to see a full programme of the
scheduled evets should send a stamped addressed envelope (don't attach the stamp too firmly) to either Sean tt
Barstewart or Fr Megson. Please include a £20 pound note and a detailed list of ideas about the kind of things t
people do to pad out cultural festivdike what we are supposed to be organising. A list of experienced but current
unemployed lap dancers would also be invaluable.

Fr Megson
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Iron In The Royal Sole?
A Chairde,

People often stop Fr Megson in tereet and say things like "Bless me Father but would you get your hands out fr
beneath your cassock or you'll be bringing the one, holy, catholic and apostolic church into disrepute.....and, by 1
| booked a coach to take the wife and kids to Lsdn last Sunday to see the Festival of Culture but when we got th
Sean had a sign over the bar saying 'Please don't ask for culture as a kick in the groin often offends'. You're doi
great job Father with admin skills like yours you should bdfie Irish government. Are you Biffo in disguise?"

If only ould eegjits like that would read the Daily Telegraph properly instead of harranguing men of God outside th
Summers emporium. Not only did it print the statement issued by Buckingham Pafatieoimthe front page but it
even dedicated its editorial four days running to the now infamous 'Swangate' affair. Here is the statement agair
any of you cretins who don't take the Torygraph.

"It is with great sadness that HM The Queen must annotinaeone was unable to officiate at the State opening of
Britain's inaugural Suburb of Culture gala. This was due to one's inability to gain admittance to the Stadium of M
situated on the Boulevard of Dreams (formerly Green Street) in the parisiigbaan. In royal mitigation it must be
said that one might reasonably assume that proffering one's passport and a note of the realm clearly showing or
portrait would be deemed sufficient evidence of identity no matter how stringent the security meas@adly one hac
not taken into one's account the level of pigheadedness shown by the oik at the door with the scouse accent wh
intent on taking exception to one's footwear. When one pointed out that one was the head of State attending-his
ridden little back street boozer in an official capacity and in any case what he took to be metal was in fact fcekin
he informed me in colourful but somewhat unnecessary language that one could not come into his taproom in th
heels not even if one we Steven fcekin Gerrard himself. One wonders what the young people of poorer quality i
Liverpool spend the day doing in their minor Grammar schools or, if they even know the meaning of the simple ¢
'lesé Majesté’.

"Sadly this unfortunate incident @ans that one's grandson and his common fianceé may now be forced to recons
their plans to celebrate their forthcoming nuptials with a right royal krepsn the lounge bar of the same
establishment. Their respective hen and stag nights will howenaereed as planned as the oik with the scouse acce
has already cashed and laundered the cheque remitted to him by one's Chancellor, the Right Honourable gorge:
Georgie, as a deposit for the finger buffet, sundry crisps, peanuts, pork scratchindmedadrtcrates of Old Tom. 'Be
there or be square' as one often hears the youngsters saying nowadays".

God save me

Liz (one's Queen)
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FM Warning: Culture Can Kill
A Chairde,

It's a month now since the abortivgrand opening of Britain's first Suburb of Culture by HM &id still no sign of any
culture in Ladybarn. Not a jot. Expectations ran high last Friday evening when the Boulevard of Dreams (forme
Street) was cordoned off by Geoff, a Commumitlice Officer who used to work at the local B&Q store until he
succumbed to pressure, following an anonymous tipoff from Roddy that an example of exotic culture had been
unearthed in the cellar of the Stadium of Murk. However extensive research byechliffins Dr Ivor and Dr Tim from
the nearby Red Lion institute has confirmed that it is hot a new culture but merely a more virulent strain of the RI
(Robinsonella Pudenda Rubella) culture that was first discovered in the 1920s and went on to claiesthirhore
cribbage players in the Heatons than the Great War and the Spanish Flu put together.

"Yes, he is quite an aggressive little critter but rather cute in acumidly sort of way", said Dr Ivor at a hastily conver
press conference under a table in the Red Lion institute. "I like to think of him as the Grim Reaper's Most Valuec
or the Jonah of the taproom, if you prefer. Previously the poor little mite was only able to flourish in Stockport b
some reason this new strain seems far more resilient and is expected to outlive the entire drinking population of
Ladybarn over the nextreek or so. All credit to Sean for providing such unique breeding conditions for the little
varmint".

Dr Tim then woke up and was quick to assure everyone in a measured and professional manner that there was
for panic. "Don't panic, don't pariiche screamed, "we all have to die sometime. You should be perfectly safe pro
you don't swallow or go to the toilet. And for Chrissakes don't, | repeat don't, do both together or the paramedics
be off for months with post traumatic stress. @ahis is thirsty work. Over here gin wallah, when you're ready".

"This is not the type of culture we were hoping to promote", said an asheed Fr Megson as he struggled into his
protective lead underpants designed by Dr Tim, "but beggars can't besetmol can assure you that no stone is beir
left unturned in our efforts to dredge up some proper culture. As we speak Dusty is out on her trusty push bike ¢
the streets of Ladybarn for the next generation of working class playwrights andsievedihe is under strict orders nc
to stop pedalling until she nurtures and caresses the latent talents of Heainged men of toil and brings forth a
nouvelle vague of proletarian wordsmiths to rival the likes of Alan Sillitoe, John Osborne et alasSirethe blower a
few minutes ago saying she had found a very promising group of angry young men trying to break irdicanaaffon
Ladybarn Lane at lunchtime but when she tried to nurture and caress them they set fire to her push bike and ran
| told her to get the fcek off the blower and give chase on foot but | have to say that she sounded a tad dispirited
sure that's women for you, no fcekin stamina. Is it any wonder we don't allow them to be priests or play golf?"

DO YOU KNOW ANYBORYADYBARN WHO HAS INDULGED IN CULTURE? WE WOULD LIKE TO HEAR FF
PHONE FATHER MEGSON'S FULLY CONFIDENTIAL 'SHOPTHECULT' HOTLINE NOW ON 0800 696969 (c
are female and have a husky voice; all others are charged at 95p per wpadtdhereof).
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From our own correspondent in Ladybarn

As we move into February 2011 it now seems increasingly likely that Ladybarn's much hyped cultural renaissanc
stillborn. Figures released by the Coalition last night show that the tiny feudal fiefdom is now the least cultural st
in the wholeof Europe. Slobozia in Transnistria, which abuts the town of Bender like a badly inflamed prostate ¢
which previously held Europe's cultural wooden spoon, is slowly but surely climbing out of the relegation zone
following an innovative and fagighted amendment to their legislation which now makes it much more unlikely that
anybody found carrying a library card will have their eyes gouged out and their female relatives sold into sex sla
nearby Moldova. Ladybarn must now hope that they can camay from an awkward away fixture in the back stree
of Grozny next Wednesday night with at least a point if they are to avoid the drop to the Suburb of Subculture Le
Division 2 (sponsored by Kansas Fried Chicken) next season.

Mr Cameron and his Ca@bn catamites were said to be viewing the deepening crisis with growing concern from b
the sofa in Downing Street. There were also fears that Biffo, Ireland's greatest cultural icon since Father Jack, w
currently in London holding exploratotglks with Poundland about a possible buyout of the Irish economy, would
in for a cup of tea and refuse to leave until March at the earliest.

There was, however, some welcome relief for the beleaguered citizens of Ladybarn when it was announcsthtbat
visit by the Culture secretary, Mr Hunt, to the Stadium of Murk had been cancelled after police were unable to
guarantee that his name would not be mispronounced in a wanton and provocative manner by a disaffected mer
the local clergy who caninde named for legal reasons (but see p15: GRAUNIAD NAMES MAGSON AS DISINFE
PREEST).

In a separate move to avert the crisis Dusty has made good her undertaking to send strongly worded begging le
various deceased Irish literary giants. To daily one of them has had the courtesy to reply via a specially conven
seance in the Stadium of Murk. Locals gasped in disbelief as Mr Dusty fell into alikarstate shortly after
consuming his customary two dozen bottles of Old Tom and when heeatliekfollowing message was scrawled on t
back of his Sweet Afton packet:

"SAT MORNNB-POP INTO CHEMIST'S TO COLLECT SPECIAL PACKAGE ON WAY HOME FROM DISCOUI
DUSTY GETS SUSPICIOUS TELL HER YOU WERE IN THE FISH SHOP

(followed by)
"Dear MrsDusty,

Kindly desist in future from disturbing my well earned eternal rest and please note that my name is, and always |
been, Samuel Beckett not Lemuel Feckitt as you seem to think. | can categorically assure you that | have no int
whatsoever irpenning a new play for the Ladybarn culture fest. Where is Ladybarn anyway? Nobody up here hi
heard of it though the mention of your friend Fr Megson did cause a prolonged gnashing of teeth. Asfil ovil,
however, attempt to inspire your ther paltry brain to conceive a minor classic to be written in my own fair style. E
your boudoir early tonight with sharpened pencil and rubber at the ready. Probably best to tell Mr Dusty that you
a headache.

Yours in spirit if not in body,
Sanuel

PS: In answer to your rather philistine question, "What's eternity like and does it be gettin' on yer fcekin tits?'tol |
say that I'm rather enjoying it. It's a bit like a speeded up version of being at a cricket match."

































































































































