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TOUCHING
CLOTH?

Is pandemic-driven anxiety

awakening the turtle head in you?

Don’t fre
t! The answer is here!

Keep the bomb bay doors 
firmly closed with the 
ultimate proven cure for 
unscheduled evacuations.

Take Imodium before 
the shit hits the fan.

imodium.co.uk

nless some benevolent visionary thinks of a good reason to bankroll 
further editions of this spoof ‘live event industry magazine’, the odds 
are that you will only ever see this début issue of iSOL8. It’s somewhat 
poetic that it will almost certainly remain a solitary creation that began 

with a couple of stupid graphics and a challenge from a friend, who 
probably now wishes he had kept his trap shut. I pondered on what to 
write as a traditional leader intro and, yes, it did cross my mind to string 
together the usual mind farts one might associate with the craft, but it 
would appear that I accidentally followed through. 

We can only speculate on the outcome of this unprecedented pandemic 
hell. Figuratively speaking, we are accustomed to driving a beautiful Ferrari. 
The gear stick is within our grasp but we can’t get the engine started. And 
even if we could, COVID-19 has removed the road and dumped it in the 
sea. Believe me, I could spout a few more analogies but I can already see 
that I’m running out of space.

Some of us have already jumped ship and taken employment outside of 
the live events world as a means of survival. We are, after all, a versatile 
species. Others have taken up safe, socially-distanced jogging or yoga, 
reacquainted themselves with their stamp collection and taught themselves 
how to bake bread, when they are not prettying their garden or simply 
bingeing their way through an endless menu of box sets on Netflix. 

One should also loudly applaud those who have 
committed themselves to charitable projects – what 
a fine bunch you are. Do what you must to keep 
in shape mentally, spiritually and physically.

To cope with being stir crazy, my strategy 
has been to keep the brain cogs moving 
and remain creative. In doing so, we (well, 
just me) have lovingly thrown together 
this one-off spoof ‘Holiday Special’, for 
no reason other than to have a jolly good 
giggle. It’s a rough old bag of silly, random 
nonsense; a shamelessly crap attempt at 
satire, designed to drag a smile from your 
hygienically masked face. I should know better, 
of course, but even if that smile lasts a mere 
second, it was worth it. 

Naturally, those of ‘superior intellect’ who take themselves a little too 
seriously will be irritated but we all know they are in the minority, don’t we? 
If your first thought is “What an absolute tosser,” I won’t mind in the slightest. 
I will know who you are and I will deal with you later. 

Stay safe, well and in sensible iSOLation,
S TA N L E Y  B U N I O N ,  O . B . E .  (not necessarily my real name)
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Live music’s favourite right hand, Dame Hels Bells 
has been busying herself during the COVID-19 crisis 
by completing a search for the master tapes of an 
album she once recorded whilst drunk as a skunk. 
“It’s weird – I don’t 
remember a thing,” 
she claims.

Titled Alassin 
Sane, the 12-track 
collection of tragic 
Dolly Parton covers 
is out on May the 
4th (be with you). 
Pre-order from 
Amatwat.com

“GOLDEN FUTURE 
ASSURED” INSISTS 
LEADING PROMOTER

Production crew, rental companies and artists 
around the world celebrated with a succes-
sion of online parties last week upon hearing 
the news that “everything’s gonna be alright,” 
according to Bill Thighwarmer, president of 
testosterone-drenched, box office dominating 
concert promoter Fit Universe (FU).

“Our golden future is assured; my psychic ther-
apist told me so,” insisted Thighwarmer. “From 
where I’m standing – in my pool, cradling a moji-
to – I can see that FU can easily survive another 
year and a half without even thinking of a single 
event, let alone staging one.”

Asked how that would be financially possible, 
Thighwarmer responded: “Right now, we have 
around $100 billion available in ready cash; an-
other half of that figure again is owed to us and 
there are also liquid assets worth $850 billion, so 
we’re looking pretty damn sharp. Put it this way, 
I just know everything’s gonna be alright. I am 
confident that The Donald has our back and, of 
course, we always have Bono the Benevolent or 
that other Irish guy to fall back on.”

incoming... ...incoming

RELENTLESS
PRODUCT MAILERS 
CAUSE “HARASSMENT”
“I don’t know what they think 
they’re playing at unless their 
aim is to brainwash us into 
believing that nothing has 
changed, and that we all have 
to be up by 5am tomorrow for 
an early load-in,” said Patricia 
Lugole, a distressed audio sys-
tem tech from Derbyshire.

Lugole is just one professional 
who is continuing to be bom-
barded by a daily onslaught 
of emails from entertainment 
technology manufacturers, pro-
moting their latest products and 
special deals to a worldwide 
audience of buyers and influen-
tial end users. 

Romford-based lighting pro-
grammer Blinky Farrow was 
so enraged by the relentless 
promotion filling his inbox that 
he posted on Twitter, “this is 
getting right on my bleedin’ tits... 
it’s pure harassment!”

He added: “It’s a right old tease. 
Waking up every morning to my 
jellied eels on toast and then 
being greeted with another plug 
for the BrightBeam LED10000 or 
TurboBlast X Wash only reminds 
me that none of us will be in 
a position to use any of the 
buggers for some considerable 
time. It frustrates the crap out of 
me especially as I’m already late 
for my shift on the cereals aisle.”

COMPLAINTS 
A spokesperson for one of the 
“offending” technology brands 
responded to complaints made 
in social media posts by Farrow 
and hundreds of others from the 
touring community.

“It’s not all our fault,” claimed Iris 
Focalspan, marketing co-ordi-
nator at Canadian video display 
manufacturer i-Strayn. “We have 
an ongoing, 12-month agree-
ment with six international trade 
publications that began last Oc-
tober. Our strategy for marketing 
the i-S3 Breeze Block included 
weekly e-mailers via the mag-
azines’ databases but we can’t 
stop it now. 

“Owing to the mailing being 
handled automatically by a cold, 
unemotional robot, it’s like a run-
away train. We can only apolo-
gise for the irritation, particularly 
as our posts now seem to be 
occurring daily. I just hope we 
are not being charged extra.”

By a strange coincidence, the 
same recipients are also notic-
ing an influx of mail promoting 
cures for erectile dysfunction 
and “miracle shakes“.

A helpline is now available to 
those who have been suffering 
from Relentless E-Marketing 
(REM). For info, visit remhq.com

LIBERACE 
RISES AGAIN 
FOR “RARE”
ONLINE
SHOW
 

Thirty-three years after his 
death, camp showbiz legend 
LIBERACE will be resurrected 
in May to perform live in a free 
online solo concert, with the 
intention of “lifting spirits the 
world over and being fabulous.”

Mr Showmanship’s candlelit 
piano recital will be a rare, 
exclusive opportunity to spend 
two hours away from the current 
acoustic guitar epidemic.

Join  the  acoustic  guitar  revolution 
and  become  an  online  folk’n’roll  
star...  just  like  everyone  else!

BROWSE  THROUGH  HUNDREDS  OF  MODELS 
ONLINE  TODAY  AT  TWANG.CO.UK

twang
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SPARKLY PRODUCTION 
PRINCESS TO RELEASE 
“LOST” ALBUM
 



“It’s a remarkably 
nutritious snack!”

TURBO’S 
TUNER SURPRISE

Jeff Lynne’s guitar technician MORTEN THOBRO discovers 
a tasty, alternative application for one of his trusty tools.

ince 1987, Morten ‘Turbo’ Thobro has been touring 
the world as a guitar and backline technician for acts 
ranging from Take That, George Michael and the 

Stones, to Simply Red, The Cardigans and fellow Norwe-
gians a-ha. Until the lockdown, he had also been spent 
the last few years as the man responsible for the on-the-
road upkeep of ELO founder Jeff Lynne’s guitars. 

With all touring plans currently in limbo, Turbo finds him-
self in seclusion at his home in Oslo, where his natural 
inventive abilities served up an unlikely delicacy.

“There I was, sitting in my workshop when I had one of 
those rare eureka moments,” he revealed exclusively to 

. “I was feeling peckish and hankered after some 
fish, but I’d run out... and so had my local shops, thanks to 
all those pesky panic-buyers. This called for initiative.

“Just as I was fantasising about a tuna sandwich, my 
eyes wandered to my tool rack and, right there, I saw the 
answer: a furloughed Boss guitar tuner! It was just the 
right size to fit between two slices of sumptuous granary 
bread so, even though I realised it would be a bit lumpy, I 
thought I’d give it a go. It would’ve been rude not to.

“The combination of olive oil spread, lemon mayo and 
crushed peppercorns with the A440 Hz ambience made 
the tuner come alive! Since then, I’ve been looking at a 
pile of guitar cables and thinking, mmmm, spaghetti. My 
dietary horizons appear to have suddenly widened.”

S

odd people...

0908



here will be some of you who have turned 
to this page and thought, “New technology? 
What’s the point?” I’ll tell you why: I am a gifted 

freelance hack with a desperate by-line addiction 
and a need to justify her paltry fee – a sum that I 
tend to exaggerate in the company of wealthy high 
flyers for fear of embarrassment. But enough about 
me. Let’s dig in and have a look at the latest tax-loss 
enterprises from our favourite manufacturers...

PATIENCE WILL BE A VIRTUE
May 2020 will see the release of an exciting new 
software suite that harnesses creative powers similar 
to those of the ever-popular lighting design platform 
WYSIWYG, to inform a way of working that is tailored 
to the current live event industry’s environment.

Like WYSIWYG, WYSINWYGFQAW (What-You-See-Is-
Not-What-You’ll-Get-For-Quite-A-While) is a one-stop 
design software with fully integrated CAD, plots, data, 
visualisation and virtual show control, and features 

the largest CAD library in the known universe with 
countless* 3D objects you can choose from to design 
your entire show, without having to set up a single 
nodding bucket.

The USP of WYSINWYGFQAW, however, is its ability 
to allow the designer to use all of these desirable as-
sets in the knowledge that the intended audience is 
unlikely to see the design in the foreseeable future. 
Genius. Absolute knicker dropping genius.

When asked about the software, a spokesperson for 
WYSINWYGFQAW’s developer Blatant Horizon, was 
incoherent behind his face mask and flatly refused to 
remove it for the sake of clarity.

SINK THE PINK
Pioneering manufacturer of affordable audio prod-
ucts Klang Reich claims it is now closer to launching 
its long-awaited Autochek algorithm, the heart of a 
sensory program that conducts a silent soundcheck 
without the use of pink noise or even the presence 
of engineers or performers.

Klang Reich’s CEO and chief narcissist Franz Beck-
enmüllerringer explained that the program should 
be ready by summer 2021. He said: “Autochek is 
the future. My underpaid minions created a method 
by which it can read the mind of the front of house 
engineer from their bus bunk and summon the talent 
of the artist from pure memory.”

Stroking his bleached pussycat, Beckenmüllerringer 
added: “We are fast approaching a new era in which 
the numbers one and two will finally be on the same 
level of popularity as six or even nine. Mmmmmmm!”

RIZING
GIZMOS
T O M O R R O W ’ S  T E C H N O L O G Y  T O D AY

R e v i e w e d  b y  C h a r l o t t e  M o n o c l e

wysinwygfqaw 1.0

* Being annoyingly pedantic, I asked my 12 year old nephew to count WYSINWYGFQAW’s 
3D objects over a long weekend and the total was 738,330. Ruddy pointless, if you ask me.

T

BECAUSE.   JUST  BECAUSE.
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Somewhere in 
the suburbs:

the rural site of a
punk revival festival.

 

PRETTY...                        VACANT    

gallery...
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ost people see someone twiddling their 
thumbs and assume the person is just 
plain bored. Few are privy to the fas-

cinating history behind the ancient art of 
thumb-twiddling that is once again making 
its mark as a popular solitary sport in these 
strange, anti-social times.

Egyptologists such as Alef Bayce, Ph.D claim 
that the practice goes back to the days of 
ancient Egypt. “In those times”, 
he explains, “the men who de-
sired to become High Priests 
were known as initiates, or 
adepts.” In order for them to 
achieve the goal of becoming 
a High Priest, they had to ac-
complish certain tasks, among 
them surviving nine days and 
nights locked in the Pyramids 
in total darkness, with no food 
or water, and with only poison-
ous snakes for company.”

Bayce went on to explain, “They also had to 
physically leave their bodies and travel to 
the four corners of Egypt reporting on what 
they had seen in the course of their out-of-
body experience. Those who survived went 
on to become High Priests and were given 
the so-called secrets of life.”

Thumb-twiddling was supposedly started by 
these very same adepts inside of the Pyr-

amids, who had nothing else to do except 
avoid the snakes. They said that thumb-twid-
dling was a spiritual experience that not 
only centred and calmed them down, but 
gave them an inner strength and a feeling 
of connection to Osiris, the Egyptian god of 
Resurrection.

Needless to say, most of the great Pharoahs 
were thumb-twiddlers, as were other great 

men in history. Men like Nero, 
the Emperor of Rome – of 
whom it has been said, “Nero 
twiddled while Rome burned” 
– was a fervid twiddler, almost 
to the point of obsession. Ju-
lius Caesar was also reported 
to have twiddled. He claimed 
it helped him prepare for 
battle. Many other great men, 
and historical figures through-
out history have been accom-
plished twiddlers.

TWIDDLING MONA?
There had been some decline during the 
Middle Ages but the Renaissance period 
was a fabulous time for twiddling, with many 
well known twiddlers making their mark. 

One of the best known, Leonardo da Vinci, 
scientist, inventor and artist, was an inveter-
ate twiddler and was so compulsive about 
it that as early as 1503, when he first began 

M

TWIDDLING YOUR THUMBS?
DON’T BE ASHAMED! You’re in very good company. Weekly Humorist contributor JEFFREY GURIAN explains how thumb-twiddling 

became established as a noble art form – one that soothed, inspired and informed some of history’s greatest minds.

painting the Mona Lisa, his earliest renditions 
actually portrayed her twiddling her thumbs. 
Noted art historian Alberto Pheligma con-
curred, “It was only due to the influence of 
his patron Giuliano de’Medici that he was 
convinced to remove the thumb twiddling.”

SEAWORTHY
And so the art form continued through the 
ages. General Custer was a great twiddler – 
it’s said that he actually twiddled during his 
last stand. Napoleon twiddled while conquer-
ing land for France, although his preoccu-
pation was said to be the cause of defeat at  
The Battle of Waterloo in 1815. 

Famous explorers like Balboa and Ponce de 
Leon, who were often at sea for months at a 
time, were not only avid twiddlers, they also 
taught their men to twiddle. Many diaries 
from the time describe scenes of scores of 
men on deck all twiddling together.

Even some American presidents were ded-
icated twiddlers, as evidenced by Ronald 

Reagan who twiddled throughout his entire 
term, as did Bill Clinton, who supposedly 
twiddled while he diddled. But let’s not for-
get British prime minister Boris Johnson who 
quite transparently twiddled, diddled and 
frequently wibbled, especially during those 
awkward Brexit negotiations. Ah, now there’s 
a nostalgic thought. 

Since early March, thumb-twiddling has 
once again become so popular that there 
are plans to open instructional classes via 
Skype and Zoom. It should be said, how-
ever, that twiddling has been known to be 
addictive. With this in mind, an online 12-step 
program is currently being planned by TTA 
(Thumb-Twiddlers Anonymous, Inc) for peo-
ple who simply cannot stop twiddling. 

Just remember, thumb-twiddling, albeit in 
moderation, is not to be sneered at. If you 
have embraced the pastime, you are in the 
best company. If it was good enough for 
Leonardo, Napoleon and Boris, it’s good 
enough for you!

THIS JUST IN...   will be hosting iSOLTWiD, the world’s 
first International Twiddling Awards, in April 2022, 

subject to COVID-19 pandemic and lockdown status. 
Full details will be announced as soon as we take a break from twiddling.

This article w
as sham

elessly (and possibly illegally) borrow
ed, and then adapted, from

 the pen of M
r Jeffrey G

urian. Please don’t grass us up.
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Hello, children! Today, Uncle Mac is going 
to teach you to how to use gaffer tape for
reasons other than messing up a stage.

ike me, you probably have many, many rolls of 
gaffer or duct tape clogging up your cabinets at 
home, waiting for another chance to 

stripe up a cable run or fix the “busy” 
lead guitarist’s feet to the stage 
floor. Thankfully, there are lots of 
fun things you can do with our 
faithful, sticky friend, and perhaps 
the most immediate application 
should be to use it for alternative 
face masking.

Let’s face it, face masks have 
been in short supply recently 
but we should not let this be an 
obstacle to safety. 

Remember when you were at junior 
school and you were taught how to 
make things with Papier-Mâché? This 
is very similar except it doesn’t 

involve discarded newspaper, comics, plain flour or 
water – just good old gaff!

To prepare for this,  and to minimise 
any pain, I recommend you are 

clean shaven. You too, lads.

Firstly, cut your tape into strips 
of around five inches in length 
and hang them off the edge of 
a table or your bathroom sink. 
In fact, I have found that the 
bathroom is the perfect location 
for this operation. You can then 
gaze at your attractive features 
in a mirror, whilst applying each 

tape strip to your face from the 
bridge of your nose, downwards 

and across, until the entire space 
between your ears and the base of 

your chin is completely covered.

L

WARNING!
I strongly advise you to avoid my first mistake 
which almost ended in asphyxiation. If you ap-
ply the tape too tightly to your skin, you may 
prevent any air reaching your lungs. We do 
not recommend this. Our prime aim here is to 
provide a hygienic air filter, not kill you.

When you have completed your gaff mask, 
feel free to pop down to your local supermar-
ket to buy your weekly essentials, safe in the 
knowledge that are both reducing risk and 
conjuring the appearance of a recent alien 
abductee. Upon return, carefully remove the 
layers of tape return, then wash your hands 
thoroughly whilst singing ‘Happy Birthday’. 

Note: If you sing Stevie Wonder’s ‘Happy 
Birthday’ as you wash your hands, this may 
prove more effective as it is five minutes and 
53 seconds long.

DECORATE!
As legendary L.A. photographer Jay P Morgan 
once said, “If you can’t fix it with gaffer tape, it 
probably does not deserve to be fixed,” and 
he was absolutely right. But the sticky solution 
also provides creative alternatives for home 
decoration, like the ‘no-paint diamond wall’ 
pictured here in this North Yorkshire bedroom.  
You know it makes sense!
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Stuck on you!

A discounted 
advertisement, 

cynically positioned 
next to a paid-for 

product placement

stickyschizz.com

strangeness...



DON’T BE A 
DESPICABLE, 

MIC-DROPPING 
TWAT.

IT’S NOT COOL, 
IT’S NOT CLEVER. 

IT JUST CONFIRMS
THAT YOU ARE

A MORON.

DROP THE DROP.
JOIN US TODAY.

The International Movement for 
the Preservation of Microphony

onetwoinnit.com

SAVE 
THE 
MIC



SEVEN DAYS 
x 20 YEARS:
THE ISOLATION EFFECT

 was fast running out of feature ideas until its crusty
editor-in-chief heard a golden oldie on Radio Ancient, 
inspiring him to imagine a current, ‘sliding doors’ scenario...

eleased in 2000, ‘7 Days’ was the second No.1 
single taken from Craig David’s Born To Do It, the 
artist’s multi-platinum début album, whose profile 

was later enhanced by Capt. Charles Ingram, the 
famous, cough-informed contestant on ‘Who Wants 
To Be A Millionaire?’

The diary-format hit established David as a horny old 
charmer who wastes little time in bedding the song’s 
love interest by the middle of the week. Let’s remind 
ourselves of the Groundhog Day-like narrative…

David’s week begins with him waking up on Mon-
day morning to the sound of a fast-talking DJ who is 
playing ‘7 Days’ on the radio. Having left the TV on 
the previous night, David sees a story on the news 
about a firefighter who rescued a baby from a burn-

ing building. He turns the TV off and stands up, as 
the DJ says. “Just rewind and come again.” A rewind-
ing noise is heard and the song starts again. 

Hours later, David is walking around Southampton 
(as one does) and is on the way to see his friends. 
He sees a busker with a guitar and an open case for 
donations but walks past him. He also sees a news 
stand where the main headline is the story about the 
firefighter that appeared on TV earlier. 

A girl walking by breaks her high heel and David 
grabs her hand to stop her from falling to the ground. 
An old lady sits on a bench with a balloon but lets 
go of it and it floats away. As he walks through a 
subway, three boys run past and one of them steps 
on David’s shoe, leaving a speck of mud on it. David 

R

walks to the exit of the subway and he sees a beau-
tiful, 24-year-old woman wearing sunglasses walking 
towards him. She asks him what time it is and he 
pulls back his left sleeve to check his watch, 
but suddenly realises that he isn’t wear-
ing it and the woman walks away.

After going to bed that night, 
David wakes up and is sur-
prised to find the day begin-
ning in an identical fashion 
to the previous day. He goes 
to the news stand and asks 
the man what day it is; the 
man says it’s Monday. David 
realises that everyone except 
him is oblivious to what is going 
on. The same events occur again: 
the busker is out, girl breaks her high 
heel, the old lady loses her balloon, the 
kid steps on David’s shoe and the woman in the 
subway entrance asks him for the time but he has 
again forgotten to wear his watch. 

The next morning, it’s Monday again and everything 
happens for a third time, but this time David remem-
bers to put on his watch before leaving, he gives 
the busker some money, is prepared for the girl 
falling, dodges the kids in the subway and is able 
to give the woman the time, before asking her out 
for a drink tomorrow. She accepts his offer and they 
exchange numbers.

Tuesday finally comes, but after getting into his car 
to go and pick his date up, David is shocked when 
the fuel gauge is reading empty. Panicking, he 
phones his date but she is already at the restaurant. 
He arrives, runs inside and the scene skips to the 

following morning: it’s Monday again, but this time 
David smiles. After getting up and going out, he tells 
the girl to watch out before she falls and he catches 

the old lady’s balloon before it flies away and 
gives it back to her. 

He makes it to his date on time 
but, in mid-conversation, he 

knocks over his glass of red 
wine and spills it all over her. 
However, he then reaches 
up behind him and presses a 
pause button which appears 
out of nowhere, stopping time 

and the song playing in the 
background, before standing 

up and stepping into the outline 
of the screen and skipping to a 

point where both glasses are empty. 

After getting to the right moment, he steps back 
into the picture, sits back down and presses play. 
David and his woman leave the restaurant and go 
back to his house, where they make love for four 
days straight. Yes, we were very, very impressed.

Back in the hairdresser’s, David sings the lyric “we 
were making love by Wednesday, and on Thursday 
and Friday and Saturday; we chilled on Sunday”, but 
the obviously libido-challenged hairdresser shakes 
his head and refuses to believe the story.

REVISITATION
Now 38, David is in strict lockdown like a model citi-
zen and has taken time to ponder on how the lyrical 
narrative of his 20-year-old chart-topper might be 
played out in the present day, given the restrictions 
on social activity.

Like Craig David, 
Robert Zimmerman 
& Gordon Sumner 
were also slightly
preoccupied 
with week-to-
a-page diaries.
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“Interesting, bruv. That’s deep,” he said. “I mean, I 
wouldn’t be going anywhere. Monday might start in 
the same way, waking up at home and listening to 
the radio, but as for walking around town and going 
to see some friends, that ain’t gonna happen, innit. 
I wouldn’t meet the girl either, right bruv? So I sup-
pose we won’t go for a drink, mainly because we’ve 
not even met and all the pubs are shut now. 

“Now we get to Wednesday. Obviously, I still hav-
en’t met the girl and taken her out for a drink, so 
the chances of making love with her for the next 
four days are pretty slim. There’s always Rosie Palm 
though, right? Ha, ha, ha!”

An exclusive look at David’s personal diary for the 
week commencing April 6th 2020 reveals that most 
of his time in complete seclusion was spent garden-

ing, pressing flowers, de-fluffing 
his favourite pullovers and watch-
ing his complete DVD collection 
of ‘Bo Selecta!’ episodes.

“Yeah, well, it’s not really the 
most exciting material for an up-
dated version,” he sighed. “Then 
again, maybe I can sex it up a bit 

wiv some ironing or floor moppin’, innit.”

A TANTRIC AFFAIR?
Seven years before David struck platinum, former 
Police frontman Sting recorded ‘Seven Days’ for Ten 
Summoner’s Tales, his fourth solo studio album. The 
song is notable for the inventive groove played by 
drummer Vinnie Colaiuta throughout the verses. Its 
core rhythm is based on eighth notes grouped in 
threes and twos – marked with a bass drum hit on 
beat one and cross stick or rim knock on beat four. 
(Hmmm, that pained expression on your face sug-
gests we should move on rather quickly.)

Sting is frustratingly vague about his movements 
during the seven days in question but we quickly 
learn that the female object of his desires has laid 
down a challenge in the form of an ultimatum: he 
has but one week to prove himself as the more su-
perior catch to another man who happens to be two 
inches shy of seven feet tall. Sting’s last recorded 
height was five feet 11 inches. No pressure then!

We have no idea what occupied Sting on the 
Monday but it soon becomes obvious that the man 
named Gordon Sumner at birth is a prize procrasti-
nator. “I could wait till Tuesday.” he sings. “If I make 
up my mind / Wednesday would be fine / Thurs-
day’s on my mind / Friday’d give me time / Saturday 
could wait / But Sunday’d be too late.”

A theory abounds that if he were to revisit this 
bouncy number in coronavirus-drenched 2020, 
it would most likely be an ode to lengthy tantric 
engagements with wife Trudie Styler, with a brief, 
meditative middle eight. This might account for why 
he didn’t pick up when we called for a quote.

We were going to call the Bard himself, Bob Dylan, 
to ask him about a topical revision of his own song, 
titled ‘Seven Days’ – available on The Bootleg 
Series Volumes 1–3 (Rare & Unreleased) 1961-1991 
– but, frankly, by the time we thought about it, we 
couldn’t be bothered. Life is too short.

“I suppose we won’t go for 
a drink, mainly because 
we’ve not even met and 
all the pubs are shut now.”

Y O U R  B E S T  F R I E N D

K N O W N  I N  N E W  Z E A L A N D

A S  N I T F L U X
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esourceful, smart and just a little leftfield, 
Amelia Braithwaite continues to maintain her 
status as one of Britain’s most ‘out there’ show 

designers. 

Rocketing to fame in the mid-’90s as 
the ‘alt-vibist’ behind Axl Rose’s child-
ish temper tantrums, Braithwaite has 
since inspired a generation of profes-
sionals with a constant flow of alterna-
tive scenic art. It was her revolutionary 
use of flatulence for French electronic 
duo Air’s 2004 world tour that encour-
aged The Guardian to invent the term 
“Braith-taking!”.

Educated at the London School of Flat-Packed 
Furniture, camera-shy Braithwaite (artist’s impression 
below left) has taken social distancing in her stride. 
Spending an average of 10 hours a day in total se-
clusion in her garden shed just outside Bognor Re-

gis, she has been leaning on her passion for collect-
ing unusual items to inform a new concept that she 
hopes to roll out when the festival season returns.

“It’s a series of designs I am creating under the 
title of ‘Human Remains’,” she told us 

via FaceTime*. “The general idea is to 
celebrate the human form without the 

boundaries of race, creed, colour, gen-
der or sexuality. I felt the best way to 
represent this would be to use discard-
ed elements of the human body.”

This is not a new approach for Braith-
waite who, in 2009, received a coveted 

industry award in recognition of the horizontal 
truss fringes she designed for a Muse tour using 

eyelashes donated by herself and her team at Stu-
dio AB. “The Muse project was a real eye-opener for 
me,” commented Braithwaite. “I was finally able to 
prove to myself that anything is possible.”

Shed 
L i f e

True creativity knows 
no bounds.            meets 
Amelia Braithwaite, 
the Great British design 
icon who refuses to let 
the lockdown limit her 
imagination.

R

CLIPPED ART
On Easter Sunday, the designer was thrilled to an-
nounce the completion of her first ‘Human Remains’ 
creation: a radiant, smiley face constructed from 
1,794 of Braithwaite’s own toe nail clippings that she 
has been depositing in jam jars for more than 15 
years. 

‘Happy Toes’ will be one of the features on the 
main stage of a major European festival. Braithwaite 
explained: “My shed is effectively a warehouse 
for parts of my body that I no longer need. I have 
shelves full of jars containing old skin, pubic hair and, 
yes, eyelashes and toe and finger nails. 

“Nothing is ever thrown away – I see boundless cre-
ative potential in absolutely everything. I even used 
some of my ex-boyfriend’s seminal fluid to fuse the 
toe nails together and form the perfect face shape. 
I found it had a very effective bonding quality.”

Braithwaite continued: “It is said that humans only 
use a small percentage of their brains. Well, my mis-
sion is to use 100% of the contents of my shed, warts 
and all. Especially all the warts.”

ARMING ASTERIX
Since our interview with Braithwaite, the eccentric 
creator has been approached by the International 
Olympic Committee, inviting her to mastermind a 
150m high sculpture of Asterix the Gaul for Paris 
2024, using armpit hair sourced from around 1,000 
Olympic athletes.

“I’ve already asked Mo Farah, Usain Bolt, Inna Gadda 
Da Vida and Ivor Thickebush to start vigorously 
growing healthy, fulsome thatches, and I’m hoping 
they’ll put the word out to the athletic community.”

Interview by Hugh Janus
* With thanks to Mark Zuckerberg

“My mission is to use 100% of the contents of my 
shed, warts and all. Especially all the warts.”

Shed 
L i f e
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THE PERFECT 
SOUNDTRACK
At no expense whatsoever, persons of 
no specific gender have been beavering 
away in the basement to bring to 
you the ultimate vinyl playlist 
to accompany these long 
days and nights away 
from the lighting desk, 
PPU, mixing console, 
dimmer beach, guitar 
rack or whatever it is 
you insane road dogs 
do for a living when 
things are “normal”.

Just look at all the pretty 
labels and let your mind get 
down with its bad funky self.

We will meet again. One sunny day. *

* Yeah, right... it’ll probably be in stinking wet and dreary November knowing our luck.
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REASONS TO LOVE 
THE RUBBER GLOVE
by
Bobbie
Felcher

One of history’s most profound social hygiene breakthroughs, 
the rubber glove made its début shortly after World War II. 
According to Lucy Lethbridge, author of ‘Spit and Polish: 
Old-Fashioned Ways to Banish Dirt, Dust and Decay’, our 
rubber friend “must rate as one of the more life-changing of 
all domestic innovations,” as hitherto detergents containing 
harsh caustic soda “hardened hands and burned the colour 
off linoleum.”

Currently worn by shit-scared shoppers who 
are taking every possible precaution against 
COVID-19 whilst sensibly keeping their dis-
tance from other users, the rubber glove 
should be regarded as a genuine ally.

There are, of course, many wild and imagina-
tive applications for the gant de caoutchouc or, 
as they say in Greece, the λαστιχένιο γάντι. In 
my younger days as part of a hippie commune, 
I saw a hairy mother fill a rubber glove with 

baby milk, then pierce the thumb and four 
fingers, allowing her to feed her quintuplets, 
thus saving her from excessive soreness.

Other applications that immediately come 
to mind would not be appropriate for this 
almost family-friendly publication.

TOURING WILL 
BE RESUMED.
GET YOUR ROAD 
FACE IN SHAPE
WITH NIVEA.
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3130

: You’re now 76 and the Coronavirus pandemic 
continues to claim lives. Are you concerned that 
because of your age and all the physical abuse 
you put yourself through in previous years, you 
are very much in the high risk category?

Keef: Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha 

ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha. Bollocks! 

THE 
HUMAN 

RIFF
EXCLUSIVE INTERVIEW
WITH ROLLING STONE 

KEITH RICHARDS!

incoming Xtra...

VIVA PAELLA!
“He had a funny walk and kept singing the 
chorus of ‘Livin’ La Vida Loca’ as he was sift-
ing through the vegetable freezer,” reported 
anxious retail hobbyist Vicky Hickey.

Miss Hickey was recalling the uncomfortable 
experience of watching in astonishment as 
former event rigger Taco El Martinez (pictured 
right) paso doble’d his way around the Isle-
worth branch of Tesco at lighting speed, last 
Tuesday morning.

“I could tell he was an ex-rigger by the way he 
reached for items on top shelves with consum-
mate ease, despite being only four feet tall,” 
commented Miss Hickey.

She continued: “There was a definite theme 
to his quest. He was piling up all the ingredi-
ents to make paella, patatas bravas, gazpa-
cho, fideuà and albondigas, and to top it all off, 
whatever remaining space he had was quickly 
filled with bottles of sangria.”

Conscious of Tesco’s shelves beginning to 
rapidly empty, Miss Hickey alerted the store’s 
management to the señor’s excessive, terpsichorean 
trolley dash.

Maureen Clockwatcher, a spokesperson for the 
branch in Mogden Lane, claimed: “This was a classic, 
text book example of ‘Hispanic Buying’.”

Every
little 
helps
especially if you are beauty challenged

olay.co.uk



*Disclaimer: The Who are not actually playing anywhere this summer.

Check out the next edition of for 
an update on forthcoming live action!

THE DIARY
*Who’s Playing Where 

This Summer

THE OBLIGATORY CROSSWORD
Every discerning publication includes 
a crossword puzzle. If you’re a proper 
geek and the publication has managed 
to squeeze a prize out of an advertiser 
by promising to move their ad to a better 
position, you might even win something. 
So we thought, hey, let’s do that... sort of.

The thing about our crossword is that it’s 
probably quite different to any of the 
others. There are no clues, no answers 
and, sorry, no prizes.

We only put this grid here because 
we thought it resembles a video screen 
configuration that we saw last year at the 
2019 International Facial Hair Awards.

One day, all crosswords will be like this.
Just you wait and see.

STAYING IN FOR THE SUMMER
Boost your credibility and stay in tune with your 

favourite new, socially-distanced, non-event magazine 
with our range of -branded merchandise.

A catalogue will be sent to you in the post by May 25th 2020. We know where you live.
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FAKE YOUR
OWN GIG, DUDE
By following just a few simple steps, the live music fan 
can conjure the sights, sounds and smells of a real live 
experience in the comfort of their own home.

s you are a gifted professional, this informative 
feature will not be of interest. You will, however, 
have many gig-loving friends who are envious of 

your previous close proximity to concerts and festivals. 
In the current live event drought, you can help them 
maintain their exposure to ‘the experience’ by sharing 
this scientifically-proven guide. Please pass this on...

1. Ask your professional friend for a free guest pass. 
When they politely refuse, recreate the sensation of 
being mercilessly ripped off by a secondary ticket 
agent by transferring £250 to their bank account.

2. Ensure you have a very large, state-of-the-art, high 
definition (or better) television screen on the wall 
of your lounge or den, aided and abetted by a high 
quality sound system. If available, 5:1 surround sound 
is advised.

3. Visit Amazon and purchase that amazing concert 
DVD/Blu-Ray you’ve been dying to watch for ages.

4. Play your live video, cranking the volume until the 
sound feels like it’s bursting through your chest.

5. Point your phone’s camera at your TV screen and 
go live on social media, making sure that all your be-
fuddled mates know exactly where you are. Confuse 
them even further by occasionally singing along, 
yelling at the top of your voice that this is the best 
band you’ve ever seen. Like ever.

INTO THE GREAT INDOORS
Now, what about taking things a little further with our 
fake festival recipe? Firstly, repeat steps 1, 2 and 3.

6. Get in your car and drive around aimlessly whilst 
swearing at your Sat-Nav, just like you do when you 
are travelling to a festival with unreliable local sig-
nage. Alternatively, buy a wild goose and chase it.

7. Go into your garden, fill a wheelbarrow with soil 
and shovel it into the viewing room of your choice. 

an  special by Mona Trussworthy

A

10. Find 
your trusty 
old wellies, put them 
on, then jump and 
dance around on the “mud”, not forgetting to chant 
“E’s are good, E’s are good.” just like you did in 
those blissed out early ’90s. Ah! Next, repeat step 5.

Although we must point out that this publication 
does not condone any of the activity that has been 
suggested in this article, some of the low-paid gofers 
in our basement have reported convincing results. 
Maybe there’s something in our tea.

Then place a small, putrid lump of excrement (yours or 
your partner’s) upon the soil before spraying the result-
ing mound with water to create a patch of thick mud.

8. Repeat step 4. Have some electric fans at hand, 
select full power and aim the wind blasts at your 
loudspeakers to blow the audio around in a most 
unsettling manner.

9. Get completely off your tits on whatever you 
can find in your fridge, cupboard or the pretty little 
carved box you brought back from Goa – the one 
you always hide when you hear police sirens.
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Our lab technicians 
at  HQ spent a 
day comparing the 
rejection capabilities 
of a selection of some 
of the live industry’s 
most frequently used 
vocal microphones. 
The results of this 
survey made our
ears fall off. 

Take note.

STIRRING UP 
A STORM Philip Flappersmith’s

research revelations

e have all asked the same question, time and 
time again. Frequency response and high gain 
before feedback aside, how do leading micro-

phone models cope when they are used to stir a mug 
of freshly brewed coffee?

Few sound engineers have dared to even think of 
dunking a mic, mainly because their mics are usually 
owned by a rental company and fear of the cost of 
damages being extracted from their wages is a com-
pelling reason to unthunk the dunk.

Our lab geeks, however, are a fearless bunch. When 
department manager Philip Flappersmith found a pile 
of unused mics in the broom cupboard – gifted to this 
publication by their generous manufacturers – we 
latched on to this as an opportunity to go where no 
paranoid noise boy/girl had gone before.

But first, the coffee! We chose to grind some of Pact’s 
award-winning, single origin Planalto from the south 
of Brazil, and served it in some quality mugs that we 
liberated from the Z Hotel in Bath last year.

Philip and his colleagues then pitched Neumann, EV, 
Sennheiser and Shure against each other to see how 
they fared. Here are Philip’s findings...

NEUMANN KMS 105
“This studio grade stage microphone has a 
supercardioid pattern and a transparent sound 
with a gentle treble lift. When we checked it 
through our lab’s micro line array (thanks, Wee 

Audio), we found that the 105 also has a commanding 
presence and warm depth in the lower range, with no 
muddiness. Unfortunately, its rejection to being dunked 

in a few inches of coffee was almost zero. Even after 
three hours under a hairdryer, Pact’s rich malted choco-
late tones were still present.”

ELECTRO-VOICE N/D767a
“On the good side, this EV model will help 
you achieve a higher gain without a lot 
of feedback. That said, the way it coped 

with the Planalto was simply pathetic. It was like a 
sponge.”

SENNHEISER e935
“The cardioid dynamic e935 possesses a 
genuinely magic quality. I sang ‘Ave Maria’ 
into it and sounded like Alison Moyet in a 
wonderful blizzard of fairydust. Enlightening! 

The midrange frequency response was impressive 
as was its rejection to the hot brew. All in all, pretty 
good... if you ignore the small matter of the mesh grill 
melting in my female assistant’s hand and turning to 
molten steel. She’s not a happy bunny.”

SHURE BETA 58A
“If you want a microphone that could survive 
a nuclear holocaust, this is the kiddie. Frankly, 
I don’t care about the brightened midrange, 
the neodymium magnet that provides high 

signal to noise output, or even the advanced pneu-
matic shock mount system that minimises transmis-
sion of mechanical noise and vibration. 
 “What I do care about is how the 58A siphoned 
the coffee, spat it out, released itself from my assis-
tant’s bandaged hand, threw itself against the wall 
and head-butted the marble floor, then let out a tiny 
sigh as it came to rest in perfect condition. The damn 
thing was bone dry. A world-class winner!”

W

2/
10

0/
10

7/
10

10/
10

...test bench
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REALLY STUPID JOKES
• Knock, knock.
– Who’s there?
– Dunno.

• What do you call a broken can opener?
– A can’t opener.

• What’s green with white diagonal stripes, 
has 24 wheels and makes a whirring sound?
– No idea.
– Me neither.

• Hey, guess what.
– What?
– Good guess.

• A dyslexic man walks into a bra.

• I walked to my corner shop yesterday, 
went up to the counter and asked the 
shopkeeper. “Can I have a punchline?” 
She said, “No, we’ve sold out.” 

• I could tell some jokes about unemployed 
people but none of them work.

• They say smoking kills, but it cures salmon.

• Before he died, Frankie Howerd was 
banned from social media. Twitter ye not.

• Why did Edward Woodward have so 
many ‘d’s in his name?
– Without them he’d have been called 
Ewar Woowar.

Identify the well-known industry face behind the 
elegantly-placed fruit selection, and you could 
win an all-expenses paid holiday to the beautiful 
Eastern Caribbean island nation of St. Lucia!

Here are some clues: a) this photo was taken in 
13 years ago; b) the featured person was, is and 
always will be completely barking mad (in the 
nicest way possible); c) she has an endearing 
attachment to sparkly, glittery things – with the 
notable exception of a certain fallen glam rock 
star; d) she also likes to use the once-taboo ‘c’ 
word as often as possible. Easy, huh?

The competition deadline is June 10th 2035. 
Send us your answer via psychic transference.

N.B. About that St Lucia holiday... we made it up. 
And anyway, you ain’t going anywhere for a while, capiche?

COLOUR OUR WORLD
Your favourite dairy farmer and the founder of a rather large music festival 

that isn’t happening this year, Michael Eavis is looking a bit peaky here. 
Why not print this page, grab your crayons and give him a lovely makeover?

He’ll thank you later. And you know what? So will we. 

P.S. The use of coloured pencils is also permitted. If you have any redundant coloured Sharpie pens, they’re also OK.
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THE DOC MIGHT NOT BE ABLE TO GIVE 
YOU A TRUSTWORTHY ANSWER, 

BUT HE’LL HAVE A GOOD OLD TRY!

Dear Dr Maglite,
For the last 10 years, I have period-
ically suffered from very sore chaf-
ing around my bottom and groin, 
often caused whilst humping gear in 
humid climates. This is a condition 
known throughout my industry as 
‘gig butt’. 

I am pleased to report that liberal 
use of Sudocrem usually eases the 
symptoms. However, now that I am 
forced to stay at home and practice 
my thumb-twiddling skills, I have 
developed piles.

Are you able to advise on a strategy 
that I might adopt to combat this 
uncomfortable condition?
Reginald Itchicrease, Luton

Dear Reggie (if I may be so bold),
Hello love. Do you have a garden? 
If so, my advice to you would be to 
walk around it frequently until it be-
comes extremely dull. By which time, 
your rear-end irritation will appear 
rather thrilling by comparison. Alter-
natively, take up clog dancing for no 
particular reason. 

Thank you for the ‘gig butt’ story but 
was it necessary? I laughed so much 
that my coffee shot out of my nostrils.
Dr. M

Dear Dr Maglite,
I am writing to you after being direct-
ed to a thoroughly offensive piece of 

“artwork” that recently appeared on 
Facebook. 

The offending article [see below] is 
disrespectful on so many levels that I 
can hardly contain my anger.

Not only has the person behind this 
travesty misappropriated the clas-
sic Band Aid logo, they have also 
had the temerity to include a pair of 
Mag-Lite torches. This is a dastardly 
side-swipe at your good self, sir!

Furthermore, I also take offence at 
the slogan ‘Feed The Crew’. It seems 
to insinuate that touring profession-
als are wasting away during this un-
fortunate downtime. Whilst I cannot 
vouch for everyone, I am proud to 
have fully appreciated the cuisine of 
tour caterers across all continents 
for the last 40 years, resulting in my 
25 stone, Adonis-like frame which is 
primed to ride out this pandemic like 
a camel in the unforgiving Sahara.

If Dr Maglite’s advice is not helpful (and, let’s face it, it probably isn’t), 
we advise you to visit instantagonyaunts.com and annoy them instead.

I demand to know the name of this 
treacherous logo creator.  
Baz Brittlewicket, Cramlington

Dear Baz,
Hello love. I agree that it was a bit 
crap but I’m not at liberty to divulge 
the name of the logo abuser. I can 
reveal, however, that he’s rather too 
fond of a certain brand of IPA beer. 
Perhaps sticking a ‘Need The Brew’ 
logo under his nose might deliver a 
strong message. Over to you.
Dr. M 

Dear Dr Maglite,
Ever since I worked on my last live 
event job (as a very well known 
female monitor engineer of single 
relationship status), I have found it 
very difficult to adapt to the solitary 
environment at home. 

I am permanently on my guard, wait-
ing for someone to call out “more 
vocal in the wedge”, but there is no 
wedge. No vocal either. My world 
feels so empty that I’m waking up in 
the middle of the night with a vision 
of some asshole yelling rudely at me 
across the stage, repeatedly thrust-
ing their index finger skyward. 

I’m really going out of my mind here. 
What would you do, Doc?
Anonymous, Tunbridge Wells 

Dear Cathy,
Hello love. Poor you. I mean, really... 
poor, poor you. I’m getting whiffs of 
anger issues, darling.

Tell you what... put on some rubber 
gloves and a face mask, pop out and 
buy a bag of potatoes. Wash and 
peel them, and cut them into wedg-
es. When you’ve done that, neatly 
arrange the wedges on a baking tray, 
then place the tray on the floor. 

Now stamp all over the wedges and 
shout at the top of your voice, “You 
overpaid, overbearing, bullying turd!” 
There, there, me ducks.

(You’re welcome.)
Dr. M

Truss.

Just in case you forgot 
what it looks like.

The Resting Truss Company

Truss.
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WHAT’S ON 
THE BOX?
Sally Squareyes saves you the trouble
pressing that button on your remote...

THURSDAY 30th APRIL 2020
TERRESTRIAL HIGHLIGHTS

6.00am  BREAKFAST
   The latest COVID-19 Updates

10.00am  HEALTH CHECK UK LIVE

10.45am  HOMES UNDER THE LOCKDOWN

12.00pm  COVID-19 UPDATE

3.00pm  ESCAPE TO THE BATHROOM

6.00pm  COVID-19 UPDATE

7.00pm  DOCTOR WHO ***Recommended
   Dr Tedros Adhanom 
   Ghebreyesus battles against    
   Pete Townshend for supremacy.

7.00pm  FILM:
   PETER PANDEMIC

10.00pm  HORIZON:
   HISTORY OF THE ACOUSTIC GUITAR

7.30pm   CORONAVIRUS STREET

8.00pm  APPLAUD THE CARERS (Break)

8.30pm  PAUL O’GRADY WALKS HIS DOG

7.15am  EVERYBODY AVOIDS RAYMOND

11.00am   DON’T DINE WITH ME

5.00pm  KIRSTIE: KEEP SECLUDED 
   AND CARRY ON

8.00pm  ISOLATION, ISOLATION, 
   ISOLATION

9.00pm  SOMEONE FAMOUS SINGS A SONG   
   LIVE FROM THEIR £10m MANSION

10.00pm  8 OUT 10 ACCOUNTANTS 
   HAVE A LIE-IN

7.00pm  THE JOY OF THUMB-TWIDDLING

9.30pm  FILM:
   CONTAGION ***Not Recommended

8.00pm  GPs IN FULL BODY WET SUITS: 
   BEHIND CLOSED DOORS

...tv choice

CORONAVIRUS 
STREET



BUT SERIOUSLY, FOLKS
It might only be on a Thursday evening at 
8pm when we stand at our front doors to 
applaud the exceptionally brave efforts of 
NHS and other care workers, but the 
appreciation runs far deeper and longer 
than a few minutes, once a week.

The nurses, doctors, paramedics, ambulance 
drivers, emergency teams, midwives, 
psychologists, receptionists, pharmacists, 
assistants, administrators, secretaries, 
porters, cleaners and other support staff 
at the front line of caring for those affected by 
COVID-19 deserve every shred of our support 
to help conquer this battle.

If you value what they are doing to preserve 
life at this unprecedented time of crisis, and 
we trust that you do, please continue to ob-

serve hygiene and safety recommendations 
until we receive an official all-clear. Do not 
socialise. Remain at home and only 
venture out of your door for essential shop-
ping and brief exercise. Complacency can 
and will prove fatal, but you know this already.

Live events will return... don’t know where, 
don’t know when. By the time they do, there 
will inevitably have been casualties and the 
landscape will look quite different. In the 
meantime, we have to remain sensible, 
patient and courteous towards others.

Never be afraid to pick up the phone. 
Share your anxieties with family, friends 
and colleagues. This affects us all.

Thank you, M.C.
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S E E  Y O U  O N

“ T H E  O T H E R  S I D E ”

W I T H  L O V E  A N D  R E S P E C T


