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SPLODE Editorial

PUBLISH AND BE DAMNED] VITUPERATION IS WHAT WE NEED}

In the nbove slogans is contained the whole editorial policy of
this publication. Apart frem their obvihous appeal to all right thinking
Journaliste, the slogans reflect the desires of the SPLODE readership.
This I deduce from the fact that SPLODE is written by you, end therefore
eontaine what you want to write., There is nothing in your centract that
says you've got to read itl

This lot has been inspired by the letter you will find on the next
page, Complaining sbout the use of bad langusge ete. in these pages,
"Disgusted” him/herself uses a word so foul that enly bishops should be
alloved to rsad it, Thet word is CENSORSHIP! Censorship, begorral If
I were to lower myself to altering a single word of SPIODE I could never
hold up my head agein in eny decent jourmalistic circles. Woreover, if
the Splode copy were to be adequately cenmsored, there wouldn't be anything
to print.

letter from the Editor:

Dear Disgusted,

Your letier comes at just the right time, as this
edition of SPLODE will probably disgust you & lot more than previous ones
have. We have even managed %o acieve hard-core porn this week.

May I suggest & simple means for you tc raise the tone of the
publication. Cet your fmmm; finger out and write some high moral
tone copy of a more conspructive kind than this cerping criticism

Thank you for your letter. Without it, I wouldn't have been able
to think of anything to write the editorial about, and it isn't often that
I got such & marvellous chence 40 indulge in 2 little vituperution on my
oWn account. :

The Editor of SPLODE,

You may have noticed the lights go out earlier this evening. Do
not be decieved by any talk about lecking for sources of interference.
This was a cover for subversive activities,~ to wit, the introduction
of a piano into the Bese. Is this fiendish instrument of torture the
Base Cormmander's last sanction?



Dear Sir or Madam,
T have noticed in the last quinquagesima that
the literary standard of SPLODE has deteriorated.This
obviously has not been helped by the editor being stmmped
for words over the past few weeks,duer to his unfortunate
accident.One is bombarded with sex,drunken hallucinations,
cutting sarcasm and emetic jokes:,
T do not purport,$se or even try to be a second
Mary Whitehouse,But the quality of adjectives in a
conservative journal such as yours is appalling(to mention
but one name).T gm sure the fact that the moon is nothing
but a circumambulatory aphrodisiaec,divinely subsidized to
provoke the world into a rising birth rate,has no bearing
on the matter.,

Therefore, Iwould request that vou begin some kind
of quality control,pr censorship would be even better.After
all fornicationis usually enjoyable,but when it crops up
every other word it becomes a trifle monotonjus.As the
actress said to the bishop"Pourriez-vous le mettre dans
38 1'appareil pour moi?"

T await the outcome of this letter in your next issue.

Yours Faithfully
Disgusted.



"Guns" Bury was in a tight spote The I.H. was less than fifteen yards away
and his portable anti-tank rocket launcher had somehow become entangled in
his braces, The grinning face of Shovelman, pressed against the windsereen,
was evil enough to give the wild man of Borneo the screaming shits.

"Not even enough time for a roll-up,” he thought desperately,
snmmm overexcited, and at the last moment double deolutched up
into sixth.

"Eait," he said,”™ They don't make I.H.'s like they used to," as the gearbox
disintegrated.

"Guns" saw his opening and with an awe-inspiring leap, he almost cleared the
blade of the I.H.

"I mustn't try that again,” he thought, as he tried to remove his head
from the radiator. It only took him fifteen minutes to free himself, but in
that short time Shovelman had nearly got the door of the I.H. opens Things
were looking grim.

"Guns" remembered the Molotov cocktail that he had made up in a ten litre
plonk bottle. "Now where did I put it ?", he mused to himself, He tried all
the pockets in his windproofs, but couldn't find it anywhere. Then the awful
truth dawned on him, John Flick had drunk it the night before.

"It was a pity he tried to smoke that cigarette as he was finishing it,”
he thought, but this is no time for erass sentimentallity. As he looked up
he saw Shovelman wielding his favourite tool above his head, a2 remarkable feet.
Luekily for “"§uns" he was a sixteenth Dan black and blue belt in judo, besides
being one of the world's greatest exponent of Karate. Emptying his mind of all
unclean thoughts, he steeled every muscle in his body, and summoning up all his
knowledge of the ancient arts, he booted Shovelman in the goolies.

Will kicking Shovelman make any difference 7

Why didn't "Guns" used the underarm reverse Takimoto Upyahuja 7
Why can't I think of anything better than this shit to write 7
Forthe answer don't read chapter nineteen of the Kama Sutra.
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¥ell 1t seams like ‘he woekend 12 here once again and 1t is
time t0 shake the duet cut of the o0ld typewvriter, put on the
thinking cap end do momething positive about producing some
sort of 2 esplode for Splode. W¥he is the phomtom gin waster?
one asks onesslf, Had il been rum there could have been little doubt.
Or to coin 2 phrese There wss never -ay Joubt i wonder who said
that it scundes fapili-rdm't tell me 1'1]1 get 1t in a minute.
Have you noticed ite been getting - 1itlle chilly lately it
must be the winter coming om. Still you didmt expect it to be
eagy did you. I an told that history neurly reveated itaelf
today vhen shovelnan #$elkk took onee more tn hig skis.
Ther once wos a plaes on the old Caird Copet
They e~llee it Halley May
¥here men grovw old snd thoeir bDalls grov eold
ind they booze their time away

I811 ¢ell the tale of a gobber Erim
Peull Shagger wos his name

He gobbed it here and go'bed it Bher-
ind gobbed it dack ~gain

Oh t0 go down to the sea pain
Now that Aprils there

Th=% tungled mop conceals a Wop
Though Tiiocko ealls 1% halr

Little Jack Former sat in his corner
Suppine his Yeweasstle Browa

¥hen Jenitin- the Judo

A 11ttle bit steved-0

Decided to Blow the Mam Dowm,

Snovbridge



DILLON

I WAS SITTING ON THE PLOTTING TABLE practicing a bit of
yoga , nothing complicated, just a simple straightfereward
meditative position, lifting my left leg over my head and
licking hy balls whilst waggling both ears in an anti-
clockwise direction, when Paul B came dashing into the met
office, grabbed my tail and screamed,

"The Tunnel, the Tumnel, my beloved Tunnel is getting
buried.™ weep weep sob sob sob.

Then he threw himself on top of the pletting table with
scant regard for my personal safety or progenitsl capabilities
and started beating me about my middle parts with his fist.
Aurriedly regaining my wits, for I was having trouble
disengaging my right leg from ny left ear, I leapt with
customery agility under the nearest chair and peered out in
terror at the scenes of violence before my eyes. seemingly
not realising that I was no longer there he was proceeding
to knock hell out of Romns balaclava having battered an
Unitsuka into insemsibility. Then he regained his control
and collapsed weeping by the side of my box. Not caring to
approach his now still body too closely in case he had
another attack I silently made my exit and eased my stretched
bladder at my emergency bog in the met office corridor.

Now I know that he will deny amy of this ever took place
for he always puts up such a brave face in publie but deep
down inside he is shattered through just like one of the
garage purlins. Let us all make this 'Be il kind to Chippy
week' and raise our sherry glasses to show our allegiance
and make a gesture of soliderity behind nis efforts. Aaybody
seen making any any other sert of gesture will face the
full power of my retaliation and we all know what that means.

It is funny how everybody treats me in a different way
around here. Take Keee for example, he calls me matey and
then puts me through hell by making me balance on his shoulder
=~ 1've never had a good head for heights. Then there is Wawe
Kevin who fondles me in sis most intimate manmer in passing
when I least expect it. You won't believe this bub he is
trying to get me to wear his breathing apparstus at the
moment. '46 minutes every day'he says, nothing much. Just
routine activity thats all. But I had the answer for that.
who wants 45 minutes record of gonking every day.

As that famous writer and poet Willum Shakespierre used
to say when he was alive 'To sleep perchamce to gonk' and
he knew his gonking. He knew the uﬂ‘tm?o all right. Some
say that he wrote 'A Midsummer Nights Gonk whilst under the
influence of gonk (they frowned on it in those days) so that
all true gonkers ef the world, like me, John F. and Brain
could do it for hours on end without disturbance. And what
happens? Some bloke decides to try out the fire bells at a
time when all decent gomkers are in bed and we have the sight
of heroes running aroundto nom-existent fires, armed to the
teeth with fire extinguishers, and wondering what te do when
they get there. There ought teo be a law against it. -

Gonk is the solutiom teo all our problems. Shove all the
Catholics in Northern Ireland into one big bed besides the
Protestants snd what do you have? Besides Orange squash I R
mesn. Peace and quiet, thats what. How many r:lo:.- have we l.u\
in Dorm 1 this year? Emactly. Nome. And why? 'Cause they're
always gonking. It's as plain as milk pudding if yeu thiak_

it.
‘mgmtm eg T think that I'm too clever to be a pussy eat.

tell
I know what I'11 doe I'll go along and see the B.L. and
him 31 my gonking theories. Icwll'bocm famous. I could
be a celebrity. ®But first I think I'll have five minutes

gonk.



‘PUbLLiSn AND bl DAMNED© SAYS EDLITOR O8F SPLOLE

SnOCKLING DISCLOSURES

Aul 15 REVEALED. NOTnolNG nlDDEN

nALuEY pAY GARAGE MAN AN SEX CoANGE SCANDAL SalCK

Tk PoLUOTOGRAPH TnAT EVEN TnE mMikROR- wOuLbd NUR DARE

PUbulsSa.

STARTING NgEXT wiks MY LiIFE OF SiN' OY TOpAnlNA KROCKAoAM
TOLD 1IN ntk OWN BARTRY STRAIGATFOREWARD LANGUAGH. Tnis

15 ONE EXCLUsSiViE YOU mMUST NOT mMisSsS.
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M1SS TOBANINA PnOTOGRAPa®D LAST N1GaT RELAXING AT nOuE



