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To K.S., for letting it happen again,

&

Jeannette, for making it happen always.




Chapter One

There was a house I lived in for a while.

I stored a lot of stuff in the loft of this house.

[image: ]
[image: ]



When I say ‘stored a lot of stuff’ that’s really a polite way of saying ‘used it as a skip’. I crammed things into this loft space willy-nilly over a period of time – just to get them out of the way. Out of sight, out of mind. Then it all stayed up there for about twenty years because I wasn’t living in London any more. I was living in Paris & various other places.

It played on my mind from time to time, this loft. I couldn’t really put my finger on why it bothered me, but I knew it was something I would need to deal with one day. But that ‘one day’ never seemed to come around.

You could think of this loft as a manifestation of the way a modern human being accumulates stuff almost unconsciously.

Or you could think of it as a bin that’s never been emptied.

Circumstances have finally dictated that I now have no choice but to clear out this loft.

The day of reckoning is upon me.

So let’s get to it.

I have decided that, rather than simply take it all to the dump, I will look at every single item & then make an ‘informed’ decision as to whether to keep it or not.

Why?

Because I know that there’s something important in here somewhere. Some kind of life story, some kind of revelation – but we’re going to have to dig for it. I’m not using the royal ‘we’ – I’d like you to help me.

I won’t make you look at every single thing I find in here – that would take for ever – but it feels important to have a witness. We can even make a game out of it – let’s call it ‘Keep or Cob’. (‘Cob’ being a Sheffield word meaning ‘to throw’, e.g. ‘I cobbed it at a kid.’)
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AUTHOR’S NOTE:

When I use the word “loft” you may be mentally picturing a space where we can stand up & investigate in comfort together. This is not the case. The photo on the cover of this book is a stock image selected for design purposes – it does not show the loft I am writing about. My “loft” is a storage space accessed via a hatch set into the wall of a room on the top floor of a house built in Victorian times. The space is just over three feet in height at the point of entry & slopes down to nothing where the roof meets the façade of the house. It runs the entire width of the house, which is a distance of twenty-five feet or so. If you were to imagine being inside a giant Toblerone packet you would be getting close to a picture of the environment we are exploring. There is no way we can stand up. The only way to look at things is to crawl into the space, wriggle through the dust & cobwebs & bring a few items back into the main room to be photographed & inspected. It feels like mining: it’s dirty, uncomfortable & awkward work.

You can see that it’s just one big jumble. When I first poked my head in here, I discovered pretty quickly that there was no rhyme or reason to it. I know there must be some useful or interesting items. Some of the objects date back all the way to my childhood, but there’s no way to access them because of there being so much crap in here as well. That’s why I’m going to have to look at every single thing before I decide whether to throw it away or not. I don’t want to miss something important. & I’ve learnt over the years that the most important things in life are not always immediately obvious.

OK, enough scene-setting: close your eyes, stick your hand in that pile over there & see what you come up with …
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This is Extra gum when it was still in stick form. It hadn’t evolved into its present ‘tablet’ state yet. This is twenty-year-old gum. Unused. Unchewed. For years I have carried a packet of chewing gum in the right-hand pocket of my jacket at all times. It was an essential part of my parenting. It has to be peppermint. Spearmint is too sweet. Fruit flavours are an abomination. But this packet pre-dates my parenthood. This is the chewing gum of a single man.

This is actually a good place to start because it proves that we could find anything up here. You might have been expecting piles of precious manuscripts & decaying master tapes (we’ll get to those later) – a peek into a self-curated creative archive. But it’s going to be more like sifting through a landfill (or would it be better to call it a ‘mindfill’?). This is an archive of sorts & maybe that will become apparent as we go along. In the meantime: I’ve no idea why this chewing gum is here – it’s not like I have a chewing-gum loft the way other people have a wine cellar – but here it is: we’ve found it & we’ve contemplated it. It’s worth a photo but not worth keeping. The vintage Wrigley’s Extra gum goes in the bin. Or in other words: COB. (My word, I feel so fresh.)
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Next item: a sew-on Wigan Casino patch. Wigan Casino was the epicentre of the Northern Soul scene in the mid ’70s. I was too young to experience it first-hand myself but I remember older boys coming to school with the ‘look’: really high-waisted trousers that were mega-flared. Feather-cut hair. I once got kicked in the teeth at a teenage party when someone did a swallow dive too near to me in the very confined space of their living room.

But I must have picked this up later in life – those ‘5 Soulful Years’ ended when I was fifteen. I appreciated Northern Soul more in retrospect. It was a proper subculture – a spontaneous invention: people in the north of England dancing all night to obscure Black American Soul records from the previous decade. I may have been too young to fully appreciate the scene at the time but the idea of music being an almost life-or-death, secret-society kind of pursuit lodged in my mind. This patch is definitely more substantial than the chewing gum – as in: I can discern a reason for me having kept hold of it. Still can’t remember how it came into my possession though. It’s Psychic Lint – something you pick up without realising. We’ll be coming across rather a lot of that.

Keep or cob? That’s more difficult than last time – but seeing as I’ve owned it for at least thirty years & never sewn it on to anything I think it’s time to let go: I’ll give it to someone who might appreciate it more.

Like you, for instance? (Consider it a bribe.)
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Wow. Collar supports. I have never knowingly used collar supports. Perhaps I thought I might need them in later life – my collars might start going floppy with age or something. That doesn’t appear to have happened yet (thank you, Lord) so this one is easy: COB.
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OK – I have to admit to a bit of stage-managing here: I wouldn’t want to lose you this early in the book so here’s a bit of ‘juice’. This was the first thing I spotted up here that convinced me it could be worth entering into this process of self-excavation, rather taking the entire contents of the loft to the nearest public dump. This is a school exercise book (originally belonging to my mother according to the name written at the top) in which the fifteen-year-old me wrote his ideas about being in a band. I can’t believe I found this. This book documents the very first attempts to kick-start my creativity. Now we’re talking.

Because, as well as being a kind of house-clearance catalogue, this is also going to be a book about the creative process – specifically my creative process. Not a ‘self-help’ or ‘how to’ guide but, as it is my belief that all human beings have the creative gene within them, I’m hoping to shed a little light on how the process works. For everyone. You’re making creative decisions every minute of the day. Yes, you are. I’ll prove it.

But now, back to the exercise book …

My chosen mode of artistic expression is pop music.

Like pretty much every other kid of my generation I had been a pop-music fan almost since birth – & when I hit my teens I wanted to make the jump from spectator to participant. Big jump. So this exercise book is a very important document. It’s my Dead Sea Scrolls – the beginning of my artistic journey – & it begins with …
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… clothes.

‘Most Groups have a certain mode of dress which is invariably emulated by their followers. The Pulp Wardrobe shall consist of …’

‘A bloody fashion guide?’ That was my first reaction on reading these words. But that’s the me of today thinking. This is hard evidence. Primary sources. Original artefacts. It all counts. No argument. Even the chewing gum (maybe especially the chewing gum).

Up here we’re going to meet the past on its own terms. No revisionism. So look again: what can this guide to ‘Pulp Fashion’ possibly tell us?

Well, it places image at the very forefront of this impending creative adventure.

That’s similar to the Northern Soul scene we touched upon during our contemplation of that Wigan Casino patch just a moment ago – but, more significantly for me, Punk Rock had happened only a couple of years before I wrote this style guide.

I’m assuming that if you’re reading this book you will already be fairly familiar with the story of punk. You might even be sick of hearing about it. There are loads of books on the subject. & documentaries. & blogs. & Facebook groups. This is a Modern Problem: the way things get the life sucked out of them by repetition & assimilation into the mainstream – but this is especially unfortunate in the case of punk.

Because punk was a rupture. A complete break with the past. A rejection of the official narrative. It didn’t want to fit in. It demanded new sounds, new ideas. & new clothes.

Punk stressed the importance of dress as a way of pledging your allegiance to the New World Order – of signifying your distaste for the ‘straight’ world. Not ‘dress to impress’ more ‘dress to disgust’.

There’s not much to disgust the average man on the street in the ‘Pulp Wardrobe’ though: no safety pins or PVC.

The Pulp Fashion Revolution will feature:

Duffel coats (preferably blue or black): I’d been bought a duffel coat by my Aunty Bess. That’s about as square as it gets. & duffel coats are made of thick, woollen material so they definitely wouldn’t be very practical as stage-wear.

Crew-neck jumper (of the ‘rancid’ C&A type): There was a big C&A store in the centre of Sheffield. These jumpers were 100 per cent acrylic & very cheap. Went bobbly really fast. Still a bit warm for stage-wear.

Garish T-shirt: The one vaguely ‘punk’ influence in the list. I think I had conducted some home-dyeing experiments.

Plain-coloured shirt (no pattern): This rule didn’t last very long.

Rancid tie: ‘Rancid’ seems to have been one of my favourite words at this stage in my life.

Drainpipe (or tapered) trousers: I’m surprised by tapered trousers making the list. We had a history teacher at school called Mr Marsden who wore suits with extremely tapered trousers. We referred to them as ‘shit-stoppers’.

Pointy boots & Cheapo white baseball boots: Both from an Army Stores near Sheffield’s Castle Market.

Hair (shortish): Cutting your hair was the quickest & easiest way of signifying you had ‘gone punk’. My sister cut mine. Ended up with quite a few bald patches.

These are not ‘punk’ clothes – in fact, most of them are just slight variations on the school uniform I had to wear every day. Minor adjustments barely perceptible to a casual bystander – nothing that could get me detention – but I knew they were important. I was starting to do my own thing.

Punk happened at such an important time for me: I was just hitting adolescence. I’d wanted to be in a band since the age of seven but I had no clue how to go about it. It felt about as realistic as my other childhood ambition: to be an astronaut. I thought it probably required a diploma. Some kind of academic achievement that was beyond my reach.

I remember asking for The Beatles Illustrated Song Book for Christmas one year & then being dismayed by how every song had so many chords in it. We had an acoustic guitar that my mum had bought as an ornament while at college & I would sit looking at the pages of the book & then at my fingers on the fretboard, feeling totally helpless. Then punk arrived & there was that famous slogan on the front of some fanzine that said, ‘This is a chord. This is another. This is a third. Now form a band.’ It was absolutely perfect timing – learning three chords was achievable (just about) – plus, punk was saying that there was more to music than mere ability: in fact, ability was part of the problem. Attitudes & beliefs were key too. What a song was ABOUT was as important as how it sounded. If not more so. The main thing was that it had to be exciting. I reckoned I could get with that. Plus, it wouldn’t require as much effort as having to learn an instrument ‘properly’.

A closer look at the exercise book illustrates my situation perfectly. There’s a scribbled attempt by me to write out a piece of music. I’ve never been able to read or write music in the conventional manner – crotchets & quavers & all that – so this was the best I could do. Now I’ve just gone downstairs to get a guitar to work out what song this is. & I now realise these are the chords to ‘Annie’s Song’ by John Denver. (‘You fill up my senses’, etc.) Wow.

Credibility. Blown.
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Come to think of it, I do now remember that I once attended a night-school class in ‘beginner’s guitar’ at a Further Education college up the road from our house, & diligently copied these chords down when the teacher showed us them. I remember him doing it in a disdainful manner because ‘Annie’s Song’ had been a hit & he thought it was corny, but I was all for it. It wasn’t that I was a massive John Denver fan, but after my Beatles Humiliation I was desperate to be able to play something & it actually be recognisable as a song. I wanted to join in at all costs. Even if it meant embracing The Denver.

Then, punk came along & rendered this effort obsolete. Saved me from a life of finger-picking. Showed me another way. Another world. A world of dancing & shouting & laughing.

& clothes.

What a relief. There might also be another reason I began this creative manifesto with a wardrobe guide, though. Up to this point in my life I’d been bought all my clothes by my mum & other relatives. & this had caused me some distress.

The most painfully extreme example being when my uncle John’s German in-laws sent over a pair of lederhosen as a gift for me when I was about seven. They were made out of grey suede with bottle-green leather edging & had matching braces featuring a bone carving of a stag across the chest. I looked like an Alpine goatherd in them. But my mum thought it would be fine for me to go to school looking like this. As soon as I entered the school yard the hilarity began – & it only increased when a classmate noticed that there were two zip fasteners on the front of the shorts. A new insult was added to the all-too-familiar ‘Four Eyes’ – I was now Jarvis ‘Two Dicks’. As I said: distressing.

Experiences such as this meant I longed to be able to blend into the background & not draw attention to myself. I was also embarrassed by my name – I remember going on a city-wide Cub Scout camping weekend & telling the head Scoutmaster that my name was John just to avoid having to say ‘Jarvis’ in public. My friends stared at me quizzically – then I had to keep up the pretence the whole weekend. More distress.
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So that’s another reason I breathed such a sigh of relief when punk happened: finally, I could relax & stop being so uptight about having a funny name. Punk performers gave themselves funny names on purpose! Johnny Rotten, Captain Sensible, Lux Interior, Gaye Advert, Johnny Moped … I was actually one step ahead of them because I didn’t even have to change mine.

Starting my creative journey with the ‘Pulp Wardrobe’ now makes perfect sense to me. It’s attainable. It is me saying, ‘From now on I’m going to do my own thing – I might not know exactly what “my own thing” is yet, but I’m going to find out.’ Punk gave me the confidence & permission to join in. & clothes were a very quick way of pledging allegiance whilst trying to work out what to do next. I hadn’t got a band yet – but at least I knew what that band was going to look like when I did. Clothes got the ball rolling. Get the costumes made & then find the people to wear them. Very Field of Dreams.

We’ll come back to this exercise book later – but now I think it’s time for us to take another item from the pile …




Chapter Two

The penny has dropped – well, a halfpenny, at least. A halfpenny coin set in epoxy resin if we want to be totally precise.
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Setting things in clear resin was a popular hobby in the ’70s. You could buy a kit called Plasticraft. Kids made their own paperweights & brooches, with seashells & clock parts suspended in clear plastic – like that insect preserved for ever in a drop of amber in Jurassic Park. The fumes produced as the resin ‘cured’ were incredibly toxic. Probably many kids’ gateway into solvent abuse. I think this is half of a set of cufflinks. Don’t know where the other one is – & the bit that goes through the shirt cuffs has broken off. On the whole, a pretty obsolete object – one for the COB pile?

Well, hold on a minute: everything has to be considered in full, remember? I never had a Plasticraft kit as a child – I coveted one but never owned one – so that must mean that I bought this cufflink at some point. Why would I do that? To own something I was denied as a child? That can’t be the whole story. It’s a coin of the realm made into a piece of male jewellery … Remind you of anything?

Well, have you ever seen a man wearing a pair of gold sovereign cufflinks?

At the time of writing gold sovereigns are worth about £400 each. So you’d be walking around with going on for a Grand poking out through your sleeves if you wore a pair. They’re a status symbol. A ‘Flash Harry’ statement. Considered a bit naff now. But, back in the day, a sign that you’d made it – & you were flaunting it.

That’s why the halfpence cufflinks appealed to me back then: as a punk statement. A ‘lack-of-status’ symbol. A small rebellion against the values of the ‘straight’ world I’d now decided I was against. This is a Rebel Cufflink.

Definitely a KEEPer.

This pile of plastic novelties say ‘Pulp’ to me. Bright. Shiny. Mass-produced. The type of thing you might find in a Christmas cracker. But I considered them precious. Take a closer look at the picture: we’ve got [image: 1] Father Christmas, [image: 2] sport, [image: 3] smoking, [image: 4] marriage, [image: 5] kindness to animals & [image: 6] death. All human life is there – in pop form. (Pop and Pulp are interchangeable terms for me.)
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The name ‘Pulp’ came early on. I’ve often told the story that I was in an economics lesson at school when we were given a copy of the Financial Times & my eye was caught by ‘Arabicus Pulp’ in the Commodities section of the paper. (I think it’s something to do with coffee.) That’s a true story – but ‘Pulp’ was the important bit for me.

Because the idea that a culture could reveal more of itself through its throwaway items than through its supposedly revered artefacts was fascinating to me. Still is.

More KEEPers, I’m afraid.

[image: ]
I’m now holding a shirt. It’s orange with white circles on it. ‘Prova’ is embroidered on the label. I think that was the home brand of British Home Stores.

This is a ‘Gold Star’ shirt. That might have had something to do with why I bought it. More positive visualisation. But the main reason I’m showing you this is that, as far as I remember (fanfare, please), this is the first second-hand clothing item I ever bought.

That was a big step for me. I got into buying second-hand clothes because just one hundred yards away from the family home was a Methodist church, & they had jumble sales in their church hall from time to time. & my discovery of jumble sales pretty much coincided with my discovery of punk.

The nearest thing to jumble sales in the present day are car boot sales, but the atmosphere is substantially different at a car boot sale. At jumble sales people donate their unwanted items so they can be re-sold to raise money for a new church roof or whatever. At a car boot sale the sellers are hoping to personally benefit from selling their items. The philanthropic element is absent. Plus, programmes such as Antiques Roadshow have made customers think they might stumble across a priceless masterpiece they can sell on at auction for millions. So the atmosphere can be a little ‘charged’. I remember once seeing a guy at a car boot sale turn over a vase so that he could look at the maker’s mark on the bottom – he must have seen an expert do that on telly – & all this slop that looked like a discarded Pot Noodle slid out of the vase & down his sleeve. That kind of sums up car boot sales for me.

Jumble sales were much mellower. & they were such a source of inspiration to my younger self. The message taken from punk was that ‘it’s OK to look different’. I was no longer going to try (& fail) to fit in – so from now on I was going to buy my own clothes. The only problem with this resolution was that I didn’t actually have any money. I mean, I was doing a paper round. So I was earning maybe £2 a week. But, even allowing for inflation, I think you can tell that wasn’t going to go very far in funding my Extreme Makeover.

So jumble sales really were a godsend. They were cheap. Incredibly cheap, really. You generally had to pay 5p to get in, & then individual items would be somewhere between 10 & 20p each. Affordable. You could get a whole new wardrobe for under a pound. & because the clothes were so cheap you could really experiment. Take a leap in the dark. You could see something & think, ‘Well, it’s only 10p, so I’ll buy it & see what it looks like when I get home. Maybe a batwing jumper will really suit me.’

Jumble sales were also where I discovered my hunter-gatherer instinct. You had to dive into these big piles of clothing along with everyone else & just rummage around until you found something that took your fancy. It could get pretty physical. You had to think fast if you didn’t want to leave empty-handed. Steep learning curve for a shy teenager.

It certainly beat going to a regular shop – apart from the price aspect, I’d never particularly liked going to shops anyway, especially clothes shops – because the assistants would invariably want to talk to you & sometimes even follow you around the shop when all you wanted to do was browse in peace. Plus, normal shops now seemed boring in comparison to jumble sales. Everything just hanging there meekly on a clothes rail. You didn’t have to fight a gang of old women to get to what you wanted. Pretty tame.

& where were the refreshments? Tea was available at a very reasonable price at a jumble sale. & home-made cake. It was a scene. A complete day out. For a quid or so.
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So, I’m glad I still have this. The first shirt that I ever bought from a jumble sale. It contravenes the Shirt Rule as featured in the Pulp Manifesto: ‘plain-coloured shirts (no patterns)’ (told you that rule didn’t last very long), but that doesn’t matter, it marks the dawn of a new sensibility.

Because as well as getting myself something to wear, I was also now taking society’s cast-offs & ‘re-purposing’ them. I was learning about the world by looking at what it threw away. By what it deemed ‘worthless’. This was the real beginning of the Pulp aesthetic. Sifting through the debris to find an alternative to the official narrative. Using second-hand items to tell a brand-new story.

To tell my own story. Which is pretty much the definition of the creative act, as far as I can make out.


	
		On that same day I also bought a nylon attempt at a Fair Isle jumper in green, white & black which my mother was so appalled by that I had to keep it hidden away under my bed.

		But there was no hiding the truth:

	
	[image: The Grand Experiment had begun]
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Chapter Three

I wouldn’t want you to get the impression that my teenage concerns were purely creative … there were procreative ones too.
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What I’m holding here is a Sexy Laughs Fantastic Dirty Joke Book. I’ve had this in my possession for even longer than the Prova Gold Star shirt. & it’s a key factor in my sexual development. Seriously. Let me tell you how I got hold of it.

School used to send us for swimming lessons in the centre of Sheffield. I’d have been around thirteen or fourteen years old: post-pubescent but pre-punk. The lessons were at a place called Sheaf Valley Baths, which was right next to the bus station. We did things like picking up a rubber brick from the bottom of the pool & treading water in our pyjamas (the latter would come in useful if you were ever on a ship & happened to sleepwalk overboard).

There was always a rush to get upstairs & sit on the back seat of the bus back to school because, as anyone with any sense knows, they’re the best seats in the house. One day when we got upstairs this magazine was lying there waiting for us.

You can imagine the excitement it caused among a bunch of teenage boys. A furtive glimpse into the adult world. A sneak peek. It was passed around from hand to hand & then there was a bit of a fight over who was going to keep hold of it when we got off the bus. You can tell there was a tussle because the back cover has been ripped off.

The fact that it’s up here in the loft means that I must have somehow won that tussle & taken it home with me. Difficult to believe – I certainly wasn’t the ‘hardest’ kid in the class – but here’s the evidence. Perhaps the tough kids realised my need was greater than theirs.

I was desperate to find out about sex. Or perhaps I should qualify that statement: I was desperate to find out about sex from a MALE perspective.
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Perhaps this picture gives you some idea of why I say that. Here I am at the age of seven, surrounded by my immediate family. My mum, my grandma, my sister, my aunties Mandy & Jutta – a very feminine environment (even Nif the cat was female).

My father had left home that year, & my mother’s brother had died just a few months earlier. The only constant male presence left in the family was my grandfather (he took the photo) & he just seemed … old. I couldn’t imagine him & my grandma having sex. Did not want that image in my mind. So when I got home from school I used to eavesdrop on my mum & her female friends chatting in the kitchen, hoping to pick up some clues. Often they would talk about the men in their lives. This was a hot topic seeing as all their husbands were gone for one reason or another. A conversation that really stuck in my mind was when one of them was talking about how she was going to ‘pack’ her boyfriend because he was too ‘nice’. That was a difficult concept to get my head round at the time because, as a kid, you’re always being told to be ‘nice’. By adults. But now it seemed that rule didn’t always apply when you were grown up. There were exceptions – times when niceness could be a drawback. Mixed messages. Sex was confusing. I was hoping the Sexy Laughs Fantastic Dirty Joke Book might shed light on a few matters. As far as I knew, only men read (or wrote) dirty magazines so here was a chance for me to hear the other side of the story.

I was in for a disappointment. First off, I didn’t really get any of the jokes. For instance:

[image: Did you hear about the bridge expert who became father of twins? His wife doubled his bid.]
What the hell was this supposed to mean? Now I know it’s a weak joke involving card games – but at the time I thought it was code for some kind of sexual act. I mean, a bridge connects two pieces of land so could this be referring to some way of connecting two people? Logical? I was clueless.

Another time I was messing around on the swings in a playground with a friend when some older girls asked us if we masturbated. When I got home I took our dictionary down off the shelf & looked up the definition of ‘masturbate’. I was informed that it meant ‘to abuse oneself’. So for a while I thought that masturbation meant calling yourself rude names. Walking around shouting at yourself ‘shithead!’ or ‘fart!’ or something like that.

Yet another source of confusion came from the local public toilet. There was a lot of graffiti in there. What was I meant to make of these immortal lines?


Once I saw a right shag

It sat upon a wall

I tried to put my jonny on

& strangled my left ball.



I knew it must have something to do with sex but I had no clue as to its meaning except that ‘strangling’ your left ball sounded very unpleasant. Sex could also be dangerous. & the fact that you had to look for information about it in places that reeked of piss didn’t bode well.

If anything, the Sexy Laughs Fantastic Dirty Joke Book only added to my state of confusion: because I didn’t understand the jokes in it, I assumed I didn’t understand anything about sex itself.

Now I realise they are just crap jokes.

The book also features some black-&-white images of semi-naked women.

At least these had a practical use.
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I first rediscovered this book around the time my son was going through puberty (there have been earlier, unsuccessful attempts to grapple with the contents of The Loft, oh yes) & I thought, ‘Well, my father wasn’t around to give me a “birds & bees” talk but why shouldn’t I give one?’ I had been so needy of information back then. I had made a pact with myself that
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A group of businessmen visited
a new rubber ma mufacturing plant.
In one department the machines
were making a noise that sounded
like BOOM S-ss

“Here we make baby nipples.”
explained the guide. “When you
hear the BOOM, the pistons force
the mechanical mould into the
rubber, making a perfect nipple.
The S-=s which follows is the
sound made when the machine
perforates the nipple.”

In the next department, the
sound from the machines was a
BOOM. BOOM, BOOM, BOOM,
S-s. “In this section we manu-
facture male contraceptives,” said
the guide.

“What’s the S-s sound for?”
asked one of the men.

“Oh, that.” replied the guide,
“well, we perforate every fifth one
to make sure lherc is a demand for
baby nipples

“Sure, I remember you now

You were one ot
the girls at Madam Duyal’s!

{
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Did you hear about the bridge expert who became
the father of twins? His wife doubled his bid.
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‘Somehow the pink nightie

o o o

Two old pals were out drinking together and even-
tually the talk got around to sex.

“You know,” one of them said, “I never had sex
with my wife before we were married. Did you?”

“I don’t know.” the other said. “What was her
maiden name?”

o o o
The old maid was taking her first Caribbean cruise,
and one day a huge whale was spotted near the ship.
The passengers rushed to the rail, and just then the
whale spouted. The old maid fled to her cabin.
“Disgusting!” she said. “Lying on his back and
showing off that way!”

doesnt suit you, Derek’

DAY

Employment director: “How would you like to be
abouncer at a nightclub on a commission basis?"
Applicant: “How much would I get?"

Direct “Ten percent of everything you throw
out.”

o s o

Did you hear about the bridge expert who became
the father of twins? His wife doubled his bid.

* s e

He: “If you don’t let me make love to vou, I'll
open the window and jump out!”
“Thank God! It’s been stuck ever since I moved
in this place,”

e
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The Grand Experiment had begun
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