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“I was talking to a guy the other day who was trying to convince me that CDs were better than 
vinyl because they had no surface noise. And I said, listen mate, life has surface noise.” 
                            John Peel 

 
Hello friends, arseholes and hooligans, time again to slap on those builders brassieres and gro-
cers goggles and sift your way through over 4 minutes worth of human endeavour. Last time I 
made a rally call for more writers to submit something and it worked. Thanks. ANYWAY please 
remember to take this magazine home and show it to friends, relatives  and monstrosities. 
 
Over the past few months we have been working on the website and now it’s online. Thanks to 
the hard work of Luke Holland you can go and see past issues of the magazine, look at comics 
and videos, find a link to our eclectic blog AND check out details of people who have been in-
volved in the magazine so far. SO why not go have a peep. ALSO join our facebook page just 
search for turps magazine. Let us know what you think. 
 
As ever just a reminder that turps is and always will be contribution based, which means we 
wouldn’t even be here if it wasn’t for the hard work of illustrators, artists and writers who take 
time to work with us. SO why not join in and send us something, don’t hesitate about it. Not 
everything we are sent is used straight away but everything is considered, EXCEPT bigoted shite. 
 
Thanks, bye, Dom 
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HERE! HEY! AYE YOU! To win some turps stuff send 
your answer to BigFace’s question in by email or 
text, Good luck, ok GO!  
Last months answer was Hunter S. Thompson, NO-
BODY won. BYE 

“In the feature film 
‘Blackcurrant Fizzy’ what are 
the two protagonists talking 

about as they enter the pub?” 

Thanks: Luke Holland, Contributors, BS, RB, PG, Grapes Cafe 



THE HAM SANDWHICH DAYS 
Were they ever good... the bars and pubs of my old home town... or am I just going through the 
nostalgic motions? Crying because things aren't as they used to be, should be, are not. I feel sure 
as shit sorry for the kids now if it isn't just me... or even if it is. Expensive drinks in comparison to 
your pissy minimum wage; no whores, no smoke, no corned beef, no men... replaced by clean, 
modern sophisticated dining items and fake human waste in mock fashionable trinkets, jeans 
and loafers.  
 
Francis walked into the Ben Lomond on a Tuesday afternoon still swimming in the trough of his 
thoughts after the previous night’s attempt of masking the horrors of living in the depths of pov-
erty, medicating his wounded leg as he hobbles along on crutches – an unrelated incident.  
 
The inevitable lonely hearts club, middle aged fat women drinking their futures and dental hy-
giene even further underground, decaying on the carpet that is worn to the threaded canvass 
underlay as bare and ugly as this meeting of animals, they spot the cripple and his mate Aidan; 
an opportunity in the drought of love and lust to tackle the weak. 
 
Not even time for a beer or a shot they had surrounded the fresh meat.  
 
It's going to lead with the crutches propped up against the ladies shit-house wall and his cock 
being sucked like a saveloy in trap number three, struggling to stay stiff at the sight of her putrid 
rotting scalp only inches from his groin... as Aidan drinks the bar dry with the forty-something 
hyenas with crew cuts. An act at eighteen to be dealt and obliged, instead of piss-farting about 
with on-screen social conversation on Friday nights worrying about the choice of jean pant with 
so called fucking mates, say no and run to the arcane Tuesday to the warmth of her mouth in the 
cubicle.  
 
“You al-right...?” Asked Aidan when Francis awkwardly swung from the last stair. “Got you two 
pints... howay, these are fucking nuts, there's one that's nice like, I might go there later but I 
want to see Don down the road... he owes me money and he's got ket.” 
 
Is there ever a better friend than one that gets you two pints instead of one? Francis gulped 
down the beer professionally and turned his back on the animals and laughed. 
 
“Aid, you never cease to amaze me.” 
 
A time in ones youth that only some will grasp, life's morbid secret has yet to be whispered into 
the open ear and the space can be filled merrily with afternoons such as this... if you are able to 
disregard the shaming looks and don’t require assurances of steady incomes and self respect; it 
was a Tuesday after all.  
 
Aidan never made it back to claim the least vile animal... Don came through and delivered. Until 
they can fill the space where understanding is absent, until then, the two friends dissolve what is 
in front of them, speech and conversation disintegrates, their happiness becomes fabric of the 
night and they no longer exist, it’s the closest they will ever be to knowing what it is to be rich. 
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WHITE NOISE 
 
“I’m trying to fuck... what’s the noise...?” 
“You’re single and ugly...” 
 
I told him I was beautiful where it counts. 
 
Ugly people don’t listen to music, 
only shove it in my face and finger 
the feeling that 
they have by being the loud one... 
“I’m fucking the thought of me shoving 
my fist... all of it, in your arsehole” 
 
Ten AM. Bored. Alone. 
 
“Am I really that ugly...?” 
I’ll write to the council and get my  
job back... 
 
The foreman used to call me gorgeous. 
 
I’m growing a Christmas tash, maybe it’s the tash... 
I shaved my tash and had a prozac. 
I didn’t want the job but I wrote to him anyway, 
he sent me a photo of himself 
in a brassiere and stockings. 
 
I posted it through the guys door... 
“I’m not single dickhead, turn the fuckin’ music down.” 
 
He didn’t call me ugly again. 
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Flapper 26 (last seen, Carlisle bus station) 
 
Flapper 26 comes dripping from the sky 
Like a fondue set from 1955 
Feeling like a piece of bread on a stick 
I build up the courage and go over and talk to him 
 
Flapper 26 broke down on the motorway 
A hostage in the boot and a bomb in the glove box 
He ground to a halt with the wrong fuel in 
I don’t think fiestas run on cheese 
 
Flapper 26 sits there popping bubble wrap 
Edging in a grin with each and every perfect squeeze 
Life is good until the sheet runs out 
Someone book a taxi, he needs to get to Macro 
 
Flapper 26 sits counting up the chewing gum 
Lumps stuck there outside the dentist 
But Flapper doesn’t chew as he has no teeth 
Coz Flapper is an alien he came from a giant egg 
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There was once a colossal mountain and right at the edge of it stood an enchanted 
forest. Deep in this forest, beside a bubbling brook, lay a small cobblestone cottage 
and in it there lived a woodsman, a huntress and their eleven year old daughter, Con-
stance. 
 
Constance wore a ponytail of light blonde hair and had brown eyes the colour of pol-
ished oak. She was selfless, clever beyond her years and always very helpful to every-
one she met. However, there was one problem with her that drove her parents nearly 
mad. Since she could talk, Constance had woken them up every night complaining of 
the most outlandish nightmares. It was as certain to happen as the rising of the moon 
and it always occurred around midnight. So regularly, in fact, did Constance wake 
them up that both mother and father took it in turns, night after night, to sooth their 
daughter back to sleep. 
  
It happened that, one night, both parents were awoken by a scream even louder than 
usual. The father- who's turn it was to tend to Constance- lit a candle from the hearth 
and trod languorously to her room to help her get back to sleep. 
 
“MAMMY! DADDY!” she wailed until her father opened the door. 
“What's wrong pet?” he asked as patiently as he could, “another nightmare?” 
“It was real Dad, I saw it!” she blurted, not quite in tears but visibly shaken. 
“What was real?” he yawned. He noticed that she was indeed even more startled 
than usual. “There was this brightly lit, white and green building and outside of it was 
a line of people as far as I could see. All of them were trying to find some work to do! 
And there were people lying on cold stone streets all alone for the whole night and 
other people would just walk past them and everyone, everyone, was using money!” 
 
Her father paused for a second. “Oh you silly pudding,” he said, stroking her head 
softly. “You don't actually believe all that stuff about money do you? Money isn't real, 
its just your imagination!” he laughed, trying to hide his exhaustion. “I've told you 
before, it's nothing but an old wife's tale made up to scare little girls and boys with 
wild imaginations into thinking that they're not as good as other people”. 
“But it was real Dad I saw it,” she insisted. “There were some people with lots of 
numbers in a file who wanted to tell everyone what to do and there were loads of 
people with no numbers who weren't allowed to say anything. There was piles upon 
piles of food everywhere but it was all rotting because the people with lots of num-
bers were full and the starving people weren't allowed any because they didn't have 
any numbers”. 
 
Her father began to feel wearied by her emphatic persistence. “Constance, I've ex-
plained this before. Nobody, anywhere, has any use for money. I chop wood and  
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listed, “the men in thick jackets shooting people who are upset about having nothing? 
And all because of money!” 
 
“Well these things are unfortunate Constance, I know, and I certainly don't claim to 
have all the answers” he explained. “All I can tell you, with absolute certainty, is that 
me and my associates have put every possible provision in place to ensure that these 
things never happen to anyone again.” As he said this, the elf had a look of deep con-
cern in his feline eyes, although he kept fiddling with his arms and twitching as if he 
was in a great hurry. He went on, “it's my job to guide the people you saw towards 
improvement and I think all of them have the right to succeed. Unfortunately, some 
people in the past have made some terrible mistakes and we're currently reviewing 
the situation”. 
 
Well there was no denying that the creature seemed very certain about what he was 
saying and Constance thought that somehow, after saying it, he seemed much more 
like a human than he did before. “Surely you've seen the endless benefits that come 
from believing in money as well?” he inquired.  “We've cured lots of nasty diseases, 
we've raced to the moon, we can talk to anyone on fancy machines like that one. All 
through  believing in money,” he rallied. “It's not a bad thing, as long as you know 
what you're doing... I tell you what,” he said with sudden enthusiasm, “if you go along 
I could arrange a special tour, just for you”. 
 
This all sounded so convincing that Constance could barely remember her previous 
criticisms. In fact it all sounded so correct she felt that, in some strange way, she did-
n't really have a choice in the matter at all. She quickly thought it over. These new 
inventions were extraordinary, there was no denying that, and if the problems she 
saw were really going to improve and never happen again then... what was the real 
harm in believing in money anyway? “So I could go? Truthfully?” she said excitedly, “I 
just want to see what's its like, just for a little while!”  
“My dear I will take you personally,” he chuckled, “and all I ask is that you leave your 
window open.” 
“Why do you want that?” she questioned, suddenly confused. 
“Because I can't have your mother and father asking where you've been when you 
knock on the door you silly child!” he beamed. “It could put my position in great jeop-
ardy”. 
 
Well this all sounded just delightful to Constance and she took the elf's hand as he 
helped her climb out of the window. The two of them had barely entered the dark 
forest when five other elves came creeping towards the cottage with daggers in their 
tiny hands. However, Constance was well out of earshot by the time her Mother and 
Father were killed. 

your mother catches food. I give my wood to the farmer at the edge of the forest and 
he gives us milk. Your mam trades the meat she's caught for fabrics and books and we 
all grow vegetables on the common land near the cottage. Remember? When we 
picked the carrots last week?” he questioned sarcastically. 
“Yes but Dad” she said stumbling on her words as they all tried to vacate her mouth 
at once. “These people wanted other things, different things and they all paid for 
them in... money!” she said, awe-struck. “They had these marvellous inventions; 
there was these glowing windows that let you deliver a message to anyone just by 
pressing a button. It was like the whole world was talking to itself. But the cogs for the 
machines were made in a big factory and none of the people making them owned any 
cogs and they didn't want any vegetables and-” 
 “That's enough Constance!” her father said losing his temper. “There is no such thing 
as money. That's the end of it. Now stop being daft and just go to sleep!” And with 
that he stormed out of the room, taking the candle with him.  
 
Now little Constance tried to get off to sleep, she truly did, but her mind was unset-
tled. Hadn't it all been right there before her? The hungry, the shiny inventions, the 
pictures upon pictures of people enjoying things that nobody really needed? As she 
squirmed around in bed trying to get comfortable she thought she heard a little tap at 
the window. She rolled over, but couldn't see behind the thick blue curtains and in-
stead decided it was only the wind on the trees. But again there came a little tap. So 
this time she trod carefully over the floorboards towards the window. She slowly 
opened the curtains and before her, in the pale moonlight, stood a tiny elf-man, no 
bigger than a baby. His pupils were slit down the middle like cats eyes, his irises 
glowed in the dark just the same and  his ears where pointed up at the top like razors.  
 
“What are you doing outside of my window?” she gasped, her heart pounding. 
“I was strolling past on my way home,” he chuckled, exposing two rows of perfectly 
pointed teeth, “and I heard you talking to your father”. 
“That's none of your business” she hissed defensively. 
“Ah but it is” he replied. “You see, I also know money is real because I happen to work 
in the place where it's used. It's exactly the same place you were just describing.” 
“And why am I supposed to believe you?” she retorted. At this, the elf reached into 
his pocket and pulled out a flat grey oblong of an incredibly smooth and shiny texture. 
He threw it at Constance and, as she caught it, the front lit up brighter than a thou-
sand burning limelights. “It's the gadget!” she cried, no longer attempting to keep her 
voice down. Upon the glowing window of this gadget was drawn an arrow and under-
neath it was a map of the whole enchanted forest. “Follow that arrow and listen to 
the machine's directions,” he advised, displaying his pointy grin once more. “Oh but I 
wouldn't want to go there!” she responded. “What about all the empty houses that 
the homeless aren't allowed to live in? The mobs of angry people in the streets?” she  
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The Politics Of Boozing In The Middle Of The Day 
  
Indulging in the fermented beauty 
in a Glasgow glass: 
Far from the maddening throng. 
All I ingest is in front of me, 
The analgesic warmth, 
The numbing of the pain, 
Mostly physical, 
As I gaze happily at my  
divorce papers. 
The wow without the flutter: 
Leaden proletarian prose, 
Words of friendly abuse, 
Oaths shared; 
Downing expensive lagers 
in a masquerade 
Of the arriviste bourgeoise. 
Laughable; as the hordes wolf tapas 
And talk of Lanzarote, 
Avoiding the real 
I rearrange my thoughts as the revellers 
Go up a few decibels,  
And get mired in the present, tense... 
Drinking our stances into submission; 
Levelled out by Alsace’s finest, 
We all sing a hymn to Kasteel Cru, 
And clutch vainly at reality, 
As the day blurs into night. 
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thrifty 

beatnik 
Vintage gentleman’s 

clothing 

The idea was to make it 

easy for people to buy ab-

solutely one-off tailored 

clothing at affordable 

prices that matches their 

own individual style. And 

make sure the look fantas-

tic too. We wanted people 

to think of thrifty beat-

nik as their one healthy 

fashion habit; not funding 

the sweatshops whilst sav-

ing the environment and 

looking great too.  

Recent Clients: BBC Prop De-

partment, Twickenham Film 

Studios, The Guardian, Lati-

tude Festival, Moshi Moshi 

records and even Ralph Lau-

ren, New York. 

  

Shop with us online at 

www.thriftybeatnik.co.uk to 

get one off vintage items 

delivered direct to your 

door.  

  

You can also follow us on 

twitter and facebook. Just 

search for Thrifty Beatnik. 
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Subscribe to turps magazine for just £15 a year and get the mag delivered to your door 
along with other monthly delights like, badges, human fingers, barnyard smells, stick-
ers, original drawings and other interesting  tid-bits. To subscribe or for more informa-
tion send an email to info@turpsmag.co.uk. Thanks, bye. 

Hello! In June of this year I will be making my way around the world to the middle 
east to live and work in a Palestinian refugee camp in Lebanon called Shatila. I will 
be travelling their with fellow artist Faye Olive and writer Pete Mortimer. Our ob-
jective is to work with the children of the Shatila to create murals  in and around 
the camp itself. When I say camp, its not tents as you might imagine, but more 
like a concrete shanty town, this is because  the camp has been there since 1948. 
After our visit a group of 10 children  will be coming back to the UK to embark on 
several mural and art projects in cities around the country.   
 
It is still early days yet and we are still in the planning stages. As you could proba-
bly imagine, this will cost a lot of money, and to raise funds we are holding an 
online art auction featuring work from D*face, Word to Mother, Nylon, Amy Do-
ver, Chiba Love, Ric O’shea , Hicks and many more.   
 
To keep up to date with goings on and to see the work (which is amazing) why not 
follow the Shatlila  auction Tumblr AND the twitter. You will find them here - 
 
www.twitter.com/shatila_art 
www.shatila-art.tumblr.com 
 
Thanks, Anth  Downie 
 
All proceeds go to the Shatila Trust  
Registered charity number 1140658  
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To order; send us an email with your choice 
of design, your size and what colour shirt you 
want to info@turpsmag.co.uk thanks, bye. 




