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TINA WRITES THE TOFF  

THE TOFF RETURNS – BUT DOESN’T EXPLAIN 

SWEINHUND INTERVIEWS KATIE PRICE’S HORSE  

McQUEEN IS DEAD . LONG LIVE McQUEEN 

BANKSY MOVIE  - DON’T GET YER HOPES UP 

LONDON UNDERGROUND – “IT’S WORSE THAN MINING.” 

 

 
 

PLUS: 

SEXY BEAST 

& 

THE WONDER CLUB 
 

DISCLAIMER 
NO WAY AM I DISCLAIMING STUFF. I’M CLAIMING IT ALL. EXCEPT FOR 

ANYTHING TOFFIE OR SWEINHUND WROTE. EVERYTHING ELSE I CLAIM. 
ONLY NOT ANYTHING TANISHA SAID BECAUSE SHE’S A PAIN IN THE ARSE 

AND SHE SHOWED ME RIGHT UP AT THE WONDER CLUB.           
TINA 



The Toff #26 
 

Toff A La Tina                                by Tina                                    
I’m an ordinary Bristol girl. I buy 
lunch from Greggs, I smoke loads 
of fags, I watch Jeremy Kyle and I 
drink cider, so what the fuck am I 
doing in this whole weird, artsy 
fartsy, Stokes Croft Toff (& Son) 
operation? Well the ad for the job 
went like this:  
 

WANTED 
Chauffer with criminal 

connections to drive avant garde 
immortal around Bristol. Should 

know where to get good chips late 
at night and not give a toss about 

the generally accepted rules of the 
road.  
Ta.  

Toffie Toff The Toff Toff the 5th. 
 
At first, me and my friend Tanisha 
laughed when we read it and we  

didn’t know what avant garde 
meant either, although Tanisha 
thought it was a kind of disease or 
disability like being crippled or 
something. So we had a laugh, 
then Tanisha looks at me all 
serious, and goes: “Hey bitch, this 
job is for YOU!” There was no 
denying, it did sound made for me. 
So I went for an interview.  
 
The Toff lives in a spooky old 
Munster mansion, up on a hill, 
behind the filing cabinet in the 
PRSC office. The day I met him he 
was wearing orange clothes and 
his face was painted orange to 
match. He was drinking a blue 
cocktail and smoking a yellow 
cigarette and he was sitting on a 
man dressed as women dressed as 
a chair, and he just stared at me.  

Well I don’t take that from 
anybody right, so I say: “What you 
looking at, motherfucker?”, but he 
still doesn’t say anything. So I 
carry on: “Listen right, I’m 
broadminded,” I say, “and I don’t 
mind what disease you’ve got 
because I’ve got a couple of my 
own. I’ve also got the credentials 
you advertised for, so I’ll take the 
job, but I don’t like being told what 
to do and I don’t want any funny 
sex business – not with you 
anyhow. So, if you want me to 
drive you around and buy you 
chips and that, then that’s okay. 
You can pay me at 700 quid a 
week and I don’t work Mondays.” 
We get on alright, really. He’s gone 
missing now so I thought I’d help 
keep the paper going until he gets 
back. Right, let’s go. 

 

 
Above: Me, Tina, wearing the chauffeur outfit 
designed for me by Alexander McQueen 

C O N C R E T E 

 
 

Above: Dolosse are unusually shaped concrete blocks, 
weighing up to twenty tons or more. They are used to protect 

built up coast lines from wave damage. Tanisha thinks 
concrete is mined in Scotland, but I don’t think so. 

 

Exit Through Tesco                                 by Toff 
So I wandered out of Stokes Croft, 
wearing a cloak of marmite 
sandwiches. I won’t say this had 
anything to do with the laudanum 
I’d had, and I won’t say it had 
nothing to do with the laudanum 
I’d had. I will say things intensified 
as I neared the Tesco Express 
opposite the Magistrates court at 
the end of Jamaica Street, when, 
seized by a sudden maddening 
hunger yet reluctant to tuck into 
my robe, I entered the vile retail 
outlet.  
Despite my shifted enthusiasm for 
things that generally go unnoticed, 
I knew for certain I could never  

hand those Tesco devils any cash, 
so I set about pinching a pain aux 
raisin and an apple. My cloak of 
bread had no pockets so I stuck 
the pastry in my mouth, the apple 
in my armpit and scarpered. “Hey 
you!” I heard them call after me. 
“Hey! … We are Tesco! … We are in 
charge!... Stop! … You can’t do 
that! …  You may not!... You must 
pay! … You must pay for 
everything forever until we have 
all the Pounds Sterling in Britain! 
… We only have one in eight of 
those at the moment and we want 
more because we are the greediest 
bastards that ever lived! … Wait!  

… Stop him! … Thief!”  
Whenever this type of situation 
arises I never bother to glance 
back because I know what I shall 
see if I do: some bloated minion on 
a minimum wage heaving his heft 
after me. Too pitiful. They never 
stand a chance of catching up of 
course, for I’m fast as the wind and 
just as free!  
Then, before any of us knew it, 
there I was, relaxing in the first 
class carriage of a train bound for 
London, caressing my freshly 
pricked: FUCK OFF TESCO tattoo 
and nibbling at the pilfered pastry 
– which was lousy anyhow. 
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T R A F F I C 
One Way Ticket : A Thriller                          by Tina 
I was parked somewhere in town 
and I saw someone I remembered 
from the old neighbourhood. He 
was wearing a uniform and writing 
out tickets. I’m tough but 
nostalgic, so I stopped to say hello. 
Here’s what happened next: 
Tina: So, Tony, I haven’t seen you 
since school. Wassup? 
Tony: Your time. 
Tina: Wa? 
Tony: The time on your pay and 
display ticket was up half an hour 
ago. 
Tina: Pay and Display? You mean 
the strip joint where Tanisha 
works? I don’t need a ticket for 
there.  
Tony: I’m gonna have to give you a 
ticket Tina. 
Tina: Oh yeah? Well I’m gonna 
have to give you a knuckle 
sandwich if you don’t get in the 
back of the car and answer my 
questions motherfucker. 
Tony gets into the back of the car. 
Tina puts her knuckles down. 
Tina: You like music Tony? 
Tony: Sure. … Yeah. 
Tina: Then maybe you’d be so kind 
as to explain what all the: hoo haa, 
ding dong, cha cha, sha-boom is 
with the ONE WAY, BLOCKED OFF, 
CAN’T TURN, FUCK YOU, 
SYSTEMS in Bristol? 
Tina starts driving away.  
Tony: Where are we going? … 
Tina? … I have to write tickets for 
all those cars back there. 
Tina: Ah, they’ll be there when we  

get back. … So Tony, do you know 
where we are?  
Tony: Yeah, Jamaica Street, 
getting to the junction with Stokes 
Croft….Turbo Island. 
Tina: Yep. And what’s ahead of us? 
Tony: Hamilton House. They got all 
that new stuff going on in there.  
Tina: That’s right Tony. I want to 
take you in there and show you 
around. It’s an interesting place. 
Artists, the Canteen restaurant. I 
want to buy you a cup of coffee. 
Tony: Oh yeah?  
Tina: Yeah. 
Tony: Thanks. 
Tina: The problem is I CAN’T PARK 
ANYWHERE BECAUSE OF ALL 
THE DOUBLE YELLOW LINES, and 
I CAN’T TURN RIGHT to get to the 
car park around the back. Why 
can’t I TURN RIGHT here Tony? 
Tony: … Er … I don’t know.  
Tina: Okay, so I turn left … then I 
turn right … then I have to go all 
 

 

the way down Ashley Road … like 
this … to the roundabout … Okay, 
now I’m coming back down City 
Road, but I don’t think we’re 
gonna have time for coffee Tony. 
Let’s go see the Stokes Croft China 
exhibition at the PRSC HQ instead. 
It’s just half a block away to the 
right. … But … ah shit TONY! Here 
at the junction of City Road and 
Stokes Croft there’s NO RIGHT 
TURN TONY! Why is that? 
Tony: I don’t know … Just go left 
and take the next road right and 
get back onto Jamaica Street like 
that. 
Tina: Okay … O .. no … I can’t do 
that TONY! The next right turn is 
a ONE WAY coming down. … And 
now … O … the next one is blocked 
off by the TRAFFIC ISLAND … O 
GOD TONY! We’re back in the 
center of town! What’s going on 
TONY?! 
Tony: Ah Jesus … What the … Ah 
Jeez … Tina! ... Please .. I’ve got a 
wife and kids … 
Tina: Good! I’ll take you to them. 
Where do they live?  
Tony: Bedminster. 
Tina: BEDMINSTER! There are 
LOTS and LOTS of ONE WAY, 
BLOCKED OFF, DOUBLE YELLOW, 
FUCKED UP, END-UP-IN-
BACKWELL-WHETHER-YOU-
LIKE-IT-OR-NOT systems in BED-
MIN-STER! 
Tony: No! … Tina! … Please! … No! 
… Not Bedminster! … 
 

 

Advertisement 

THE WONDER CLUB PRESENTS 

LAMENTABLE TRAGEDY 
St. James Fair ran in Bristol for 500 years. It was a place for trading, entertainments, menageries, 

performers, thieves, pirates and ‘all kinds of sex for sale’. The moralists and council of the age wanted to close 
the fair down, but due to the profound income generated by the 14 day fair, their case was not carried until 

1836 and this Lamentable Tragedy. 

The Wonder Club invites you to an extraordinary, site specific performance. 

Come and play.! Wander freely. !Make your own stories.! Become a part of your history. 

Feb 24, 25, 26, 27, 28!Tickets £10/ £6 Concessions! Box Office – www.tobaccofactory.com  tel:01179020344! 
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T H E A T R E 

The Lamentable Tragedy 
“An Experience”  

Starring Tina & Tanisha 
Tanisha: Why don’t they let us in? 
I’m freezing my arse off here. 
Tina: Don’t worry, there will be 
plenty of your arse left. 
Tanisha: Listen bitch, you’re lucky 
you’re not standing here on your 
own. Nobody else we know would 
come to see some naff theatre shit 
on a Saturday night. … Pass the 
joint. 
Tina: … Okay, we’re moving. … 
Hey, look at those tellys. Cool. 
Tanish: What’s he saying? 
Tina: I don’t know, I’m stoned.  
Inside the building a woman in 
Victorian dress wanders up to the 
girls. 
Woman: I love the way your teeth 
dance in the pitch. 
T&T: Huh? 
Woman: The room bursts into 
flames when you make your 
entrance. It’s like Calor Gas! 
Tanisha: That’s it, I’m gone.  
Tina: No. Wait. Look T, there’s a 
man with a gun, and a noose. I 
think this could be good. 
Tanisha: Pass the joint. 
Tina and Tanisha follow a 
twittering man in Victorian dress, 
up the stairs. The audience – about 

200 of them - is subdued by the 
strangeness of it all. Other 
Victorians infiltrate the throng, 
hissing the same lines used on 
Tina and Tanisha when they first 
arrived. Tina is excited. Tanisha is 
thirsty. 
Upstairs the crowd is left to 
wander from set to set. The mood 
is voyeuristic. Each scene helps to 
build a context for the main 
drama, which is about to unfold. 
 T&T wander through a doorway 
and find themselves confronted  
by a bearded man on a podium, 
expounding on all the wickedness 
of the fair. 
Tanish: What the fuck Tina? 
Tina: It’s art bitch. Get into it. Say 
something to him. 
Tanisha: Two pints of cider please! 
Bearded Man: Cider?! There shall 
never be any liquor about me! Not 
ever I tell thee! … 
The pair wander into the next 
booth and are confronted by a 
Victorian woman of a certain age. 
Woman: My dears, how wonderful 
to see you. Have you come for an 
autograph? 
Tanisha: No, I’ve come for a drink. 

Woman: But this is not the bar. 
This is the place where people 
come to spend a moment with my 
rather special self. 
Tanish: So where’s the bar then? 
Tina: Come on T, you’re showing 
me up. 
The girls find the bar and get 
themselves a drink, then move 
over to the main set where a 
rather sad love scene is being 
acted out: A young, mother- to-be, 
talks love to her husband. A 
young, never-should-have-been 
husband talks love to himself.  
 
Tanisha’s phone rings. It’s a loud 
ring that plays a recording of her 
twelve-year-old son Kyle shouting: 
“Mum! Get the fucking phone will 
you!... Muuum!” The crowd turns 
to glare. Tanisha takes the call. 
 
Tanisha: Yeah? … What? … Speak 
up! I can’t hear you! I’m in a 
fucking play! … Where are you? … 
Yeah … We’ll be there in ten. 
 
Tina and Tanish leave The Wonder 
Club never to return. 
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Banksy & His Impossible Movie       by Tina 
You think it’s impossible to make a 
movie without realising you’re 
making a movie? Well, Banksy just 
did, but then he’s always doing 
impossible things.  
“That’s Banksy,” said his junior 
school teacher, Mr. Plastered, 
when I spoke to him this morning. 
“He was an impossible child and 
he’s an impossible adult. He does  

impossible things all the time! I 
mean, how is it possible to do those 
paintings so high up? Like the one 
opposite the B.R.I? How did he 
reach all the way up there? He’s 
not a giant, you know. And that 
show he had at the Bristol 
Museum – how did he reach to put 
that Macdonald’s clown up on the 
roof like that? And everyone  

knows you can’t make a film 
without everyone knowing. … He 
really was an impossible child. 
Always reaching.” 
I called Banksy to ask what he 
thinks of his film: “I think it's a 
good film as long as you've got 
very low expectations," he said. 
(Exit Through the Gift Shop Opens 
on March 5th.) 

 

 

What’s Banksy’s 

Film About? 
 
 
The movie is mainly about Graffiti 
but it’s also a road movie and a bit  
like Mother Theresa with the 
orphans and a sort of war thing. 
And there’s a goat and a lion, and 
lots of political intrigue. You also 
get a good idea of Banksy’s home 
life and there’s a really exciting 
scene with his Gran, “Gammy Egg 
Cup” buying fruit and veg on 
Gloucester Road. The film stars 
Katie Price as the dad and Martin 
Amis as the mum.  
 
 
Left: Banksy shooting his movie 
Exit Through the Gift Shop. 

 

S C R I P T 

SEXY BEAST 
written by Louis Mellis & David Scinto 

Oh, yeah.  
Bloody hell.  
I'm sweatin' here.  
Roastin'. 
Boilin'. 
Bakin'. 
Swelterin'. 
It's like a sauna. 
A furnace. 
You could fry an egg on my stomach. 
Ohh... 
Ooh, now that is hot 
It's ridiculous. 
Tremendous. 

Fantastic. 
Fan-dabby-dozy... 
...tastic. 
People say, "Don't you miss it, Gal?" I say, "What? 
England? Nah. Fuckin' place. It's a dump. Don't make 
me laugh. Grey, grimy, sooty. What a shithole. What a 
toilet. Every cunt with a long face, shufflin' about, 
moanin' or worried. No thanks, not for me."  They say, 
"What's it like then, Spain?” And I say, "It's hot." 
“Hot.” 
"Oh, it's fuckin' hot." 
 “Too hot?" 
 “Not for me. I love it." 

 

L O T T O 

NEXT WEEK’S WINNING NUMBERS ARE: 

1    8    32     40    11    21    27 
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L O T T O (cont.) 

The Nigel Page Story Part 1: Tight               by Tina 
The other day a man won a lottery 
worth 56 million quid. So I went 
round and asked him what he was 
going to do with the money. “Well 
for one thing, I’m only drinking 
champagne from now on,” he said, 
a bit slurry. “And I’m only going to 
sit on a throne. And I’m going to 
get rid of my old girlfriend and buy 
a new, model type of one. And I’m 
going to have my dogs put down 
and buy some llamas and camels 
and tigers for the garden.” The 

man, Nigel Page, was renowned at 
his local pub for always boasting 
about how he would win the lotto 
one day and buy everyone – even 
people he didn’t like – a drink, so I 
asked him about the pledge. “Nah. 
I thought 56 mil. was a lot to begin 
with, but now I’ve had a few days 
to think about all the things I’m 
going to buy, there’s not that much 
left over, so I can’t.” 
I went along to the bank with Page 
to see him cash his cheque. But  

first the cashier told him they 
didn’t accept great big joke shop 
cheques, then she thought it was a 
Royal Bank of Scotland director’s 
bonus cheque that Page must have 
stolen and called the police. The 
police beat Page up, but when they 
realized it was, in fact, Page’s 
money, they all wanted to be his 
friend. 
 
(Next week: The Nigel Page Story 
Part 2: Skint.) 

 

 
Nigel Page and his girlfriend (who won’t be around much longer) celebrating his win on some thrones. 
 

 

 
O B I T U A R Y 

 

ALEXANDER McQUEEN 
by Tina 

 
 
 
 
 
Can you believe fashion designer Alexander McQueen hanged 
himself? Seriously, the other day, he hanged himself. The 11th  

of Feb. Hanged himself in his home in London. Can you believe 
that shit?  
That boy was some talent. Then his mum died, then, just like 
that, he goes and hangs himself. Shit. I hate that. Why doesn’t 
some evil banker motherfucker go and hang himself? Or some 
boring layabout who never does anything anyway and isn’t 
going to either. Or a dad who’s always hitting his kids. Or a crap 
designer, like Ralph Lauren. Yeah, why doesn’t Ralph Lauren go 
and hang himself?  
I met Alexander McQueen. Toffie introduced us. He designed my 
chauffeur outfit. He was cool. Fuck that suicide shit, man.   
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Katie’s Horsey Pipes Up              by Sweinhund 
Afraid that I would write another 
issue of The Toff, Tina locked me in 
my cupboard under the sink. She 
squashed me in and bolted the door. I 
didn’t really mind but then Katie 
Price’s horse turned up demanding 
to be interviewed, so Tina – terrified 
of horses since that time one ate her 
father on Turbo Island – released me 
in order that I might do the 
interview. 
 
Sweinhund: Hello horsey. Nice 
horsey.  
Horse: Don’t patronise me, you Nazi 
git.  
S: Would I patronise a horse? I’m a 
military man. I worship your 
equineness. How can I help? 
H: I’m here to talk about my owner, 
Katie Price. Ask me anything. 
Anything! 
S: Alright … Can I use a lot of sexual 
innuendo, using words like ‘mount’ 
and ‘stride’? 
H: No. No Freudian crap. 
S: Okay. What’s is the worst thing 
About Katie Price? 
H: Her honesty. 
 

S: What’s the best thing about 
Katie Price? 
H: Her honesty. 
S: What’s the most surprising 
thing about Katie Price? 
H: Her honesty. 
 
 

 
Above: Katie Price and her 

horse, Christened Robert now 
called Princess Pink Twinkle. 

S: Do you like her? 
H: I used to fancy her. She reminds 
me of my mother especially since 
she died her hair black. But she 
smells bad. 
S: Is there anything scandalous 
about her we don’t already know? 
H: No. 
S: Why do you think she’s so 
popular? 
H: Because she doesn’t think and 
neither do most other people. She 
is oblivious and people like that. It 
makes them feel better about 
leading unthinking lives 
themselves. She also has bad taste 
so they relate to that too.  
S: Do you like her? 
H: No. 
S: Why not? 
H: How would you feel if someone 
stuffed you into tight, pink leg 
warmers? Huh? I’m a bloke for 
Christ’s sake! How would you feel? 
S: Um … Er … How would I feel? … 
Erm … Would you excuse me a 
minute? … 

 

S U R V E Y 

The London Underground 
“It’s worse than working down a mine.”  

Micky Loop, redundant miner 
“It’s a lot better if you’re drunk.”  

Claire Harold, shop assistant 
“I like it because I get to stand really close to women I 
don’t know and sniff them.”  

Simon Clap, teacher 

“My husband threw himself in front of a Northern 
Line train at Charing Cross, so I try and avoid that 
platform, but otherwise I don’t really mind it.”  
                                          Bronwyn Vroom, brain surgeon 
“I like breathing stale air.”  

William Shakespeare, astronaut 
“It’ll never happen.”                   Mary Loop, clairvoyant 
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The TESCO NO TA Barometer 
8th FEB 

About 300 locals turned up to a No Tesco In Stokes Croft meeting at Hamilton House. Everyone was great and 
it was really good and everything, and Disco Dave shouted, “Tesco is horrible!” 

13th FEB 
The Tesco site got squatted. Some Tesco heavies tried to bash them out of there with sledgehammers, but the 
squatters called the police and they told the baddies to clear off. Tick. 

14th FEB 
More than 300 people turned out to march against the opening of Bristol’s 31st Tesco store. There was an 
ambling band, and a little girl who wanted to be in the front all the time. The local police left them to it and 
only turned up at the end to say how impressed they were with how it had all gone down. Local MP John 
Rogers sent a text congratulating the protestors. Ace. 

15th FEB 
Chris Chalkley stood outside the Tesco site and conducted a straw poll asking people whether they wanted a 
Tesco on Cheltenham Road or not. The results were: 13 % UNSURE; 11 % YES; 77% NO (does that add up to 
100?) 

ALL THE TIME 
Locals have been signing “No Tesco” cards and sending them to the council. 1000 done. Thumbs up. 

NOT OVER YET 
The fight continues, so keep abreast of things through either:  

www.prsc.org.uk then check the blog, or www.notesco.wordpress.com 
 

 
 

F A D    D I E T 
 

ONLY EAT FOODS BEGINNING 
WITH THE LETTER 

 
 

X 

D O T    T O    D O T 
 

 
 

 
 

H A I R 
 

 
… GET SOME ! 

FROM THE SHOPS 
 

 
… SELL IT ! 

AT THE CHURCH BAZAAR 

 
“Fashion is like any entertainment industry. It's fickle.  

I've always seen it in the same light: shallow.” 
ALEXANDER McQUEEN 


