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Oh Christ, Not An Award                             by Toff 

The character played by Woody 
Allen in Annie Hall is a writer. 
Reluctant to move out to California 
like the rest of his crew, he raves 
about – amongst other things - the 
horror of the awards system. “All 
they do is give each other awards,” 
he rants. “Best fascist dictator: 
Adolf Hitler!” Naturally, being as I 
am from a long line of anarchist, 
Jewish, Bristolian, Wodaabe, 
Druids, I agree. Only people who 
don’t actually need acclaim receive 
it from whatever industry it is who 
needs to hype them for their own 
grubby ends.  
Hollywood tried this tactic on Allen 
himself when Annie Hall won Best 
Movie in 1978. The director never 
showed up at the awards, 
preferring to spend the night 
playing clarinet in a jazz club 
instead.   
In 2006 Author Doris Lessing was 
awarded the Nobel Prize for 
literature.  A film crew from 
Reuters nabbed her as she arrived 
home with her son after doing their 
supermarket shopping:  
Reporter:  “Have you heard the  

news?”   
Lessing: “No.” 
Reporter: “You’ve won the Nobel 
Prize for literature.” 
Lessing: “Oh Christ. … It’s been 
going on for thirty years. One can 
get more excited.” 
In 1982 the Nobel was bestowed 
upon author Garbriel Garcia 
Marquez, who’s main anxiety about 
accepting the prize regarded the 
possibility that he might be 
required to wear tails for the 
occasion. Tails have what Marquez 
calls “pava”. Pava is a category of 
superstition, which makes links 
between bad taste and bad luck, 
and as tails were at the top of 
Marquez’s own pava list, wearing 
them, under-any-circumstances-
what-so-ever, was out of the 
question. 
Industries, commerce, and systems 
of all kinds continue to measure 
their idea of achievement out in the 
most gauche ways imaginable: 
some or other hideous lump of 
metal mounted on some or other 
hideous lump of plinth being the all 
time favourite. “There you go  

luvvie, here’s your award. Now all 
you have to do is stick with us, do 
as your told, stay in the closet, 
distance yourself from left wing 
political activism, pretend you don’t 
notice the bloodshed all around 
you, be courteous to politicians, 
executive producers, and other 
killers, and one day, we just might 
give you another hideous lump of 
metal mounted on a hideous lump 
of plinth, that you can wield in the 
face of your colleagues as a mark of 
your superiority.”  
Author John Kennedy Toole wrote 
two extraordinary novels. 
However, he was unable to find 
anyone interested in publishing 
them and he committed suicide 
aged 32. His mother kept trying to 
get the books published and in 
1981, eleven years after her son’s 
death, A Confederacy of Dunces 
was printed. The book was later 
awarded the Pulitzer Prize.  
Titanic was not the best film made 
in 1998, it was the worst, and 
Sandra Bullock is rubbish. 
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Q U O T E 
 

JONATHAN SWIFT 
“When true genius appears in the world you may know him by this sign, 

the dunces are all in confederacy against him.” 
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Bonobo Shares Food. Tesco Doesn’t.     by Son 
There is now scientific proof that 
bonobos are less greedy than Tesco. 
In a recent experiment, the 
generosity of both was tested. 
Professor Alexandra Poof revealed 
their findings: 
“We put out a delicious snack for 
Fifi, one of our bonobos, and let her 
into the enclosure. Her friend Lala 
was in an adjoining cage, but the 
door was shut. Fifi looked at the 
food, then went over and opened 
the cage door so that Lala might 
share it with her.  
“We did a similar experiment with 
Tesco Express on Jamaica Street. 
We gave them all the money and all  

the power and all the food – more 
than they could possibly eat or sell 
or spend. Every day the 
supermarket threw lots of perfectly 
good food in the skip behind the 
shop because it was nearing its sell 
by date and they couldn’t be arsed 
to mark it down. Their neighbours – 
many of whom are homeless and 
skint - approached the skip after 
dark in the hope of retrieving some 
of the discarded food. However, not 
content to merely discard the food, 
Tesco were so unwilling to share 
any of their abundance that they 
had spoiled it by pouring rotten 
milk and liquor all over it.” 

We spoke to Tesco chairman David 
Reid about the experiment. “What 
the hell is a bonobo? … Well, I don’t 
know anything about that, but 
those drunks on Jamaica street 
should be starved out of existence 
anyhow. And if I see even one 
monkey trying any funny business 
in Tesco, I’ll shoot it!” 
We also spoke to Fifi the bonobo 
about her motives. “Delightful to 
meet you,” she said, wearing a 
pretty starched pinafore and 
pouring out cups of PG Tips. “Would 
you like a Hob Nob? I’m afraid Lala 
scoffed all the digestives this 
morning…” 

 
 

 
 

Above: Fifi and Lala host The Stokes Croft Toff (&Son in particular) 

 

V O T E, V O T E, BLOODY WELL V O T E 
 

I am entering The Stokes Croft Toff (& Son) for the: Lousiest Newspaper in Britain Award.  
It is a local award founded and run by residents of the Jamaica Street Hostel.  

The prize is a can of White Ace and a kick in the pants. 
Please pop in to the PRSC HQ and vote for us - of course! 

(Other nominees are: The Daily Mail, The Times, and The Daily Telegraph.) 
Ta, Toffie 
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Tears and Mayonnaise:  
Remembering Elvis Presley                by Toff 
I lived next door to Elvis Presley for 
a while before he died. Despite his 
extraordinary wealth and fame he 
was always out of sugar and if I saw 
him waggling a plastic cup over my 
garden fence in the hopes that I 
might spare him a little once, then I 
saw him do it a thousand times. 
In the end it was the sugar that did 
for him - sugar, and other treats - 
and in this current age of blame 
and law suits I might very well 
have landed up before a jury having 
to explain myself. In any case, Elvis 
was dear enough and I always got 
Chee-Chee, my chimp, to fill his  

mug with granules. 
Then one day, I found Chee-Chee 
sobbing on the sofa. We were out of 
sugar, and with the car in for 
repairs it was going to be days 
before our tea was sweetened. So 
Chee Chee and I went round to get a 
little payback from The King.  
The front door was open so we 
marched in singing Suspicious 
Minds very, very badly. The house 
was vast and decorated in the 
typical late Presley style: Lots of 
glitter and swirly bits. After an 
hour or two we discovered our 
neighbour, reclining on a vast satin 

draped bed, watching a tape of 
himself at his 1968 comeback 
show, singing  the moody love 
classic Trying to Get to You. He was 
eating a cheeseburger, and had 
mayonnaise and tears all over his 
face. He took no notice of our 
arrival. Chee-Chee and I sat down 
next to him and watched the 
screen, where man of 
extraordinary beauty, wearing 
tight black leather was singing the 
way nobody else ever has or ever 
could.  
 

 

 
Above: The room where Chee-Chee and I found Elvis the day we ran out of sugar 

 
I N V I T A T I O N 

 
YOU ARE INVITED TO THE LAUNCH OF 

T O F F    T V 
 

Once a month a programme will be made to complement the last two issues of 
The Stokes Croft Toff & Son  

We hereby invite you to join us for the very first episode: 

Tuesday March 16 2010 

The Arts House, 108A Stokes Croft 

8 p.m. 
“It’s the best thing ever!” – Toffie Toff 

“Excellent!” – Toffie Toff 

“I’ve never enjoyed anything as much!” – Toffie Toff 
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S P O R T 

Gymnastics Before It Went Crap                by Tina 
Remember 1976? I’m 44 okay, so I 
remember it because I was about 
ten years old, and there was the 
Olympic Games in Montreal, and 
most of all there was Nadia 
Comaneci.  She was just wicked at 
all that jumping and swinging and 
hopping and turning around really 
fast and that. One look at her and I 
became obsessed with gymnastics, 
but I was fat so I used to do my own 
version, like a head over heels on 
my mum’s bed, and running across 
the lounge really determined just 
like they do when they do their 
floor exercises, only I’d leave out all 
the tumbling and splits and that 
and then throw my arms up in the 
air just before I bumped into the 
telly. Then I’d turn around and run 

back the other way and throw my 
arms up again. My dad hated it 
when I did that, especially when he 
was watching Match of the Day. 
“Will you stop that you great 
clumsy ox!” he’d shout. But I was 
serious about my gymnastics and 
didn’t let it put me off.  Anyhow, I 
was intrigued by those little 
communist girls, I knew they were 
better than everyone else because 
their parents didn’t love them, and 
drove them on, and never hugged 
them, and hardly fed them and 
that. So my dad’s anger just 
spurred me on, because being really 
good at something isn’t about the 
joy, it’s mostly about the pain. But 
we were never taught that in 
Easton, it was always chips and 

cigarettes. It was always the laziest 
option. It was part of being poor and 
English or something. I hated that 
but my parents kept buying the 
chips and I kept eating them, so ... 
Gymnastics is different now. They 
breed these little tadpole girls with 
no necks. They grow them in old 
pickle jars and leave them in the 
sun until they pop out one day 
wearing leotards and fly about all 
over the place. There is no more 
excitement in the sport because 
they are all clones. There is no 
grace, no genius. It’s all too good. So 
I’m glad in a way that I never made 
it as a gymnast, because I reckon 
it’s gone crap. 
 

 

 

 
Above: The Comaneci  move I couldn’t do. 

 
 
Left: The Comaneci move I could do. 

D R U G S 
BILLIE HOLIDAY 

 
“Dope never helped anybody sing 
better or play music better or do 

anything better. All dope can do for 
you is kill you - and kill you the 

long, slow, hard way.” 

ANGELICA HUSTON  
 

“Of course drugs were fun. And 
that's what's so stupid about anti-
drug campaigns: they don't admit 
that. I can't say I feel particularly 

scarred or lessened by my 
experimentation with drugs. 

They've gotten a very bad name.” 

JEAN COCTEAU 
 

“Everything one does in life, even 
love, occurs in an express train 
racing toward death. To smoke 

opium is to get out of the train while 
it is still moving. It is to concern 

oneself with something other than 
life or death.” 
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C O L O U R I N G   I N 
 

This week’s competition 

 

 
Last week’s winner – Jean Dubuffet 

 

 

 
COMPLAINTS AND CASH TO: thestokescrofttoff@gmail.com TA ! 

 

M U S I C 

Massive Attack: Heligoland                                      by Toff 
What a curious thing it is this new 
album from Massive Attack. As if 
downloaded from outer space, 
unmarred by the grind and slack 
frustration of living in modern 
Britain, yet humming sublimely in 
sympathy with those of us who are. 
The feeling hits you first with the  

cover: the face of an 
innocent,violently transformed into  
a weeping, spattered, Clockwork 
Orange minstrel, stares out numbly 
from beneath a childlike rainbow.  
The music takes you deeper. It 
leads you down, somewhere you 
weren’t planning on going - ever. It  

holds you tight and keeps you 
under until you relax and realise 
that you are not suffocating after 
all, and that the strange, slow 
rhythms have made you light and 
released you, the way truth 
inevitably does.  
Heligoland is a gift. Buy it. 
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Why Stokes Croft Could  

Be Dead In Six Weeks                                      by Son 

Think of the most boring thing in the 
world. That’s right, that bloke at a 
festival who can’t stop telling you all 
about yourself using the powers of 
astrology. Now multiply that a fair few 
times and you’re beginning to 
understand what it is like to attend a 
five-day public inquiry at the Council 
House. The issue at hand is a tawdry 
affair involving three derelict Stokes 
Croft landmarks: Westmoreland 
House, 4 Ashley Road and Perry’s 
Carriageworks on Stokes Croft. The 
players are: Property owners / 
developers Luke and Brian Comer 
(Opecprime Developments Ltd.), 
Bristol City Council, half a dozen 
representatives from civil society, 

and the judge, ‘Madam’, a.k.a 
Elizabeth Fieldhouse. The brothers 
Comer never come anywhere near 
Stokes Croft and want to maximise 
their profit by building 150+ 
predominantly 1 bedroom luxury 
apartments as a gated community, 
on the Westmoreland House site. 
They also intend to demolish 4 
Ashley Road, and botch up the 
Grade II * listed carriage works. 
The Council don’t want the Comer 
development but aren’t quite sure 
why not, and spent the week 
waffling on about compensation in 
the form of a few hundred quid for 
library books and a new park bench 
for Henleaze. And the civil speakers  

(the only ones not paid to be 
there) were all spectacular. 
The final decision lies in the 
hands of Madam, who seems 
sensible enough, but you just 
never know with these official 
types. She will announce her 
decision in six weeks time, 
thereby sealing the fate of the 
area. And it really is that 
crucial, because if the greedy 
arse, brothers grim get their 
way, Stokes Croft and all its low 
rise, wonky old potential will be 
fucked. 
(For more sensible information 
about this matter go to the PRSC 
blog at: www.prsc.org.uk) ! 

 
Above: Perry’s Carriageworks 

Right: Westmoreland House  

 

C H A R A C T E R   W I T N E S S 
JUDGE RICHARD SEYMOUR QC on LUKE COMER 

(Extract from the Sunday Mercury November 6 2005) 
“In December 2001, a contractual dispute with 
another building firm led to a High Court clash 
between the two sides, with Mr. Comer called as a 
witness. 
The court heard evidence that the millionaire had 
made ‘persistent attempts from day one to twist and 
spin the truth in order to get something for nothing’. 
Judge Richard Seymour QC criticised Mr. Comer’s  

honesty in giving evidence, saying: “It was, I thought, 
apparent that Mr. Comer’s style of doing business was 
to seek to pressurise and to intimidate those with 
whom he dealt.  
“I am satisfied that in order to advance [his 
company’s] case Mr. Comer has deliberately and 
falsely stated events as he would wish them to have 
been.”” 
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D R U G S 

by Sweinhund 
Drugs are great. They make you 
feel great and weird and shifted and 
excited and energetic and sleepy 
and happy and profound and 
everything we should be able to feel 
when we’re sober but generally 
can’t manage. So why are they also 
such a disaster? There are three 
main parts to this answer: 
addiction, embarrassment, 
unattractiveness.  
1. Addiction: What a drag this is. 
Anything we feel unable to stop  

doing, even though we’d like to, 
whether it’s picking our noses or 
injecting heroin, is simply tedious. 
It is a bore and it strips us of that 
supreme human dignity, namely: 
freedom. It also gives happy drug 
use a bad name. 
2. Embarrassment: Clucking like a 
chicken for hours to the 
amusement of one’s friends is one 
thing. Clucking like a chicken for 
hours on end at one’s mother’s 
funeral is another. Hence the 

importance of planning where and 
when one commits to having drug 
generated experiences.  
3. Unattractiveness: Drooling, 
slurring, jibbering, gurning, 
vomiting, skipping ablutions and 
leaving one’s self out in the sun too 
long will all result in poor personal 
appearance. Wearing tie-dye 
clothing made of cheap T-shirt 
material should also be avoided.  

 

 

O LUCKY MAN 
 
 
In 1958 Sergeant James B Stanley took part in a 
medical experiment at Fort Knox. Unbeknownst to him 
he was administered LSD on at least four occasions. 
Thirty-three years later the U.S. Defence Department 
paid him $625 000 as compensation. 
We asked Janet Stethoscope of Jamaica Street what 
she thought of the story. “What, you mean they gave 
him free drugs AND $625 000? He must be the 
luckiest man EVER. I dropped acid years ago in the 
Army & Navy department store in Bromley. Maybe I 
could claim compensation.”   
 

A G O N Y 
WITH SWEINHUND 

Dear Doctor 
I am a heroin addict. I am a wreck 
and can’t do anything that’s of any 
use to anyone and nobody cares 
about me. Please help. 
Yours, Junkie Julie 
 
O Julie you twit! What the hell did 
you start that heroin business for in 
the first place? What did you think 
would happen? Did you think you 
would flourish and become 
brilliant? And why do you think 
anybody should care about you 
when you clearly do not care about 
yourself? All your motivation is 
wrong. Blotting the world out was 
wrong in the first place. Change 
your motivation. Focus on 
something more interesting like the 
void, and when you have subdued 
the self you will realise you need 
nothing at all and you shall be 
happy! 
P.S. I mean all this lovingly and for 

 

your own good, of course. 
Sweinhund 

 
Dear Doctor 
I get stoned a lot and then I say 
inappropriate things. Like the other 
day, I went to fetch my kid from 
school and this mother was 
bemoaning the fact that she hates 
exercise but feels she really should 
do some, and so I said: “At least 
you’ve got nice tits.” Does that seem 
as terrible to you as it does to me? 
You see I feel like I can’t judge these 
situations any more. 
Ta  
Rita Stains 
 
Rita  
What you said is excellent. You 
probably made her day and if you 
didn’t then she should probably 
start a course of marijuana herself.  
Also, if you have her phone number 
could you please forward it to me. 
 

Many thanks 
Sweinhund 

 
 

SWEINHUND! 
YOU ARE A MORON! WHAT DO YOU 
KNOW ABOUT DRUGS?! WHAT DO 
YOU KNOW ABOUT THE PAIN 
THAT LEADS TO SUCH HUMAN 
TRAGEDY AND ALL THE LIVES 
THAT ARE LOST IN THIS GRIM 
WASTELAND? EH?! 

KIKI LA MER 
 

LA MER! 
I KNOW ALL ABOUT IT! I KNOW 
THAT MOST PEOPLE WHO USE 

DRUGS ARE NOT ADDICTS. I KNOW 
THAT THERE IS PAIN IN 
ADDICTION AND I HAVE 

ADDRESSED THAT. I KNOW 
THERE IS MOST OFTEN PAIN PRE-
ADDICTION. I BASICALLY KNOW 

IT ALL! 
SWEINHUND! 

 
 


