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Introduction

The Lounger Diaries were originally published in the late 1990s for short-lived mag-
azine Socialist Democracy under the title “Bollinger column”and penned by the epony-
mous author, whoever that might have been. Since being posted on the Storyboard4 site 
in 2011 RS De la Mer has been primarily responsible for putting the diaries together.

Some of the episodes have been edited since their original publication.
December 2012





Episodes I-III

Lets start at the beginning

I MET the Lounger somewhere in Soho. It could’ve have been the Coach & Horses – 
but then again may be not.
At first it was difficult to tell whether he was propping up the bar or the bar was 

propping up him. None the less, he was intriguing: both vibrant and melancholy. 
Having demolished almost the entire British left for being small-minded he began to 
tell his own story; a seemingly chaotic stumble from bars to bedrooms, from restaurants 
to relapse.

What follows are the Lounger diaries: “Everything happened but the chronology gets 
a little fuzzy.” A tall story? Let’s see ... 

u

IT’S SATURDAY morning, and that in itself has to be a major step forward for the 
world’s proletariat. The first Saturday morning I’ve vaguely been a witness to in a 

month of Sundays. There’s a demo on you see, and Iím making a very special effort. I’m 
up, dressed. Washed and shaved — but something feels wrong. Should I shouldn’t I? 
Will my presence make some difference? I start to wrestle with my conscience, which is 
a big mistake. In less than a nanosecond I discover just how unfit I’ve become. My con-
science tips me over and floors me, Big Daddy-style, and I’m out cold for the rest of the 
day, which, I think you’ll agree, rather defeats the object of the exercise. Plus ça change.

A day, or maybe a week or so later — who knows — I go to a meeting in a pub. Why, 
oh why does the British left continue to meet in pubs? Don’t they realise it’s no longer 
the ideal environment. Indeed, for many of us the surroundings are unfriendly, oppres-
sive and intimidating. What, for crying out loud is wrong with a wine bar or brasserie? 
Book Mezzos and you could hold a mass rally. Think about it. I spend the remainder 
of the evening propping up a bar with Hacker. We’re lamenting the fact that we only 
got a five per cent rise, marvelling at the revelation that there are people who earn, and 
apparently survive on less than 25 grand, when Hacker’s much better half turns up. As a 
consequence the evening rapidly degenerates into ‘bait the voluntary sector worker’.

Much, much later, I’m about to pour myself into a cab when I bump into The Prin-
cess for the first time in months, speeding down Wardour Street. Having already left all 
my good intentions in a bar close by, I’m smitten once more and we speed off together. 
I wake up with a start. The Princess is snoring sweetly to herself, but I’ve broken out in 
a cold sweat. Someone, somewhere last night told me that my adaptation and appli-
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I return home to find a message on the answer-machine. I press play and am gripped 
by fear. The fear of God to be precise, which, even for a confessional column as exces-
sive as this one, is quite uncalled for. It’s Sassy, and Sassy frightens me. She frightened 
me the very first bitterly cold winter’s night we met; pinning me up against a tree some-
where on Clapham Common, and, as I shivered, informing me in no uncertain terms 
that I did not kiss aggressively enough.

Gingerly, I ring back, knowing full well that she will still be up — waiting. She wants 
to meet, ASAP. I agree, more full me. I ask what she wants. The Marxist theory of the 
State — verbatim. I ask what we’ll be wearing. She informs me.

The next morning I can just about think about more nervous evenings than the 
Saturday with Sassy that awaits. Between mouthfuls of toast I even start to polish up a 
little praxis in anticipation. The phone rings. I see that the answer-machine is still on 
and so I listen. It’s the Temptress. I haven’t heard her voice in almost a year. I pick up 
the receiver, lured once more by those Home Counties tones.

She’s arriving at Waterloo from Brussels — on Saturday — and is expecting a warm 
welcome and a warm bed. Because I’m stupid I say sure. For a brief moment I have the 
manic desire to invite the Ice Maiden along too. Her, Sassy and the Temptress. I would 
retire to a relatively safe distance and watch the fireworks. However, as I put the receiver 
down a more pressing problem is at hand. I look up — only to see the sky falling on my 
head ... l

Lounger, like ... Autumn ‘98 ... like

The plot gets hideously thicker

IT’S THE law of physics I suppose. How ever fast I run, when the sky is falling on my 
head, I never seem to get away. I go to sleep on the Friday night with the proverbial 

cloud hanging over my head and a fragment of the Northern Lights lodged up my nose. 
At least every time I breath I get a buzz.

Call me superstitious if you will (just don’t go over top, ok?), but I’ve always held a 
sneaky belief in minor miracles. That this column is still being published is just one 
such example. And to prove my point I am greeted on Saturday morning by a letter 
which is my ticket out of that evening’s predicament. I have been invited, at the last 
minute true, due to the inability of some Groucho geek to make it out of the toilet, to 
write the forward to next year’s “A nihilist’s guide to a bad night out in London”, pub-
lished by the shower at Modernist Preview.

Do I care? No I don’t. Since they require several thousand words by Monday morning 
I now have the necessary excuse to be in several different places at the same time, but 

cation of the theory of permanent revolution to the central belt of Outer Mongolia 
was claptrap. And I can’t remember who it was. I was going to diss them at the earliest 
opportunity. A lucky escape whoever you were.

I leave the Palace grounds and remember to go to work. On arrival I find a message 
from Jean Piere Michel Claude at Le Monde Cryptique accepting my article ‘Post-mod-
ern architecture: Is it?’ but — get this — with the proviso that they delete my perfectly 
legitimate and balanced observation that French intellectuals are, in the main although 
not exclusively, a right bunch of xxxxxxx with their xxxxx up their collective xxxxx. This 
is the first time I have ever been censored and I xx xxxxx xxxxxxx for the rest of the day. 
Just as I’m about to leave The Princess rings and I know what’s coming ... l

Lounger, some time Spring ‘98

Moving on just a little

I HAVE to hand it to The Princess — she always lets me down gently. “A pleasant 
mistake, but it shouldn’t have happened.” It’s a sobering thought. I feel duty-bound 

to point out that we have made the same pleasant mistake several times in the last six 
months. She agrees. Yet, however tempting, I manage to decline the urge to suggest 
we consult our diaries so that next time we can actually fix a date to make a mistake. 
Besides, not knowing is more than half the fun.

Back home I sift through my snailmail, and then my email. My bank is very kindly 
offering me several options on summary execution; an outrageously named website is 
trying to entice me in to their leather browser pocket; and eventually I come across the 
email I forwarded to myself to remind me that I’m meeting Hyper in half an hour.

I throw a fit. I pick it up, sling it back over the chair, and dash out of the flat in the 
vague direction of the tube.

Hyper has a new job. He is now an important person at the well established campaign 
“Worthy but better paid”. Nonetheless, old habits die hard. I know I’m in for a vora-
cious evening of pasta and cheap house grog. And if that weren’t enough I know there 
is always the vicarious pleasure of being ticked off for sundry sins of the flesh that he’s 
apparently heard I’ve been guilty of since we last painted the town kind of mild sunset 
red.

Hyper is in a reminiscent mood and keeps harking back to a document that we co-
wrote back in the middle ages. We were right all along, he says. All I can recall is that we 
gave Tendency Bore the runabout, and that I eventually filed the offending in the ever 
bulging ‘Oh dear, oh my’ folder. Still, “grateful for small mercies”, as they say; a pleasant 
evening for us both, and I escaped morally unscathed.



Lounger diaries 1998-2012

4

also avoid others bumping in to each other in those very same places at the same time. 
Are you following this?

My plan goes something like this: 1) leave the Ice Maiden out of it for the safety of 
all concerned; 2) meet Sassy in the afternoon, explain my writing commitments, go 
through some of the motions on the basis that half a theory and some dressing up is 
better than nothing, and; 3) meet the Temptress off the train later, explain my writing 
commitments and that they will mean she will have a warm bed all to herself into the 
early hours of Sunday morning.

Easy peasy.
Sassy doesn’t play ball. Later, when I’d just got to my favourite part about “armed 

bodies of men”, she says: “That’s crap about you wanting to be on your own when 
you’re writing an article.” She reminds me, in rather graphic detail, about the time she 
was round my place while I was scribbling for the New Citizen. I blush — and I realise 
I’m in a cul-de-sac. It’s the type of cul-de-sac you find on estates where my misbehaviour 
would be grounds for social exclusion in perpetuity.

I could make a run for it — in the general direction of Waterloo station. But I don’t. 
Clearly I’d much rather see if I can come up with a plausible reason why writing for a 
nihilistic guide involves meeting the Temptress off the train from Brussels. Right now, I 
can think of no better reason to be a nihilist on a bad night out.

Sassy and the Temptress have met before — and they didn’t get on. In fact they got 
on so badly that I physically put myself between them — and believe me there wasn’t a 
kink in it.

I confess all to Sassy and, as I duck, explain that I need to know about Brussels night 
life, that the Temptress hadn’t had time to talk on the phone but that she was coming 
over on business. Sassy asks which hotel is she staying at and, being stupid, I reply that I 
don’t know ... l

Lounger, earlyish ‘99 ... shit, was that the 20th century?

Episodes IV-VI

How to be stupid

SOME HOW or other, I found myself back in Loster. Well ... Perhaps I should be a 
little more precise. I found myself back in Kumby Muxi; a commuter belt suburb 

just outside the city. Many of the current locals like to think it’s a village. They are of 
course deluded, because they never grew up here. They are, in the main, and almost 
exclusively, people who have retired here with their ill-begotten tax free gains, and occa-
sionally die of salmonella poisoning at the “village” golf club.

And no; before any of you even think about it, I had nothing to do with it at all. I 
was in hospital, and any rumours of a retired primary school music teacher dancing 
outside the golf club chanting “Ho, Ho, Ho Chi Minh!” are completely unfounded, 
and any film of such an alleged event was mysteriously destroyed. Is that clear?

Now where was I? Oh dear, Kumby. I remember the sky falling on my head, an 
empty bottle in one hand and an empty bank account in my trouser pocket. The cavalry 
arrived. Well ...

Actually, it was a T54 tank and some partisans wearing jumpers knitted by my moth-
er. But I was probably halucinating by that point.

Have I ever told you that my mother knitted for Stalin? No? Perhaps not. It’s what 
sensible young girls did during World War II. “Did you ever knit a scarf for Trotsky, 
Mum?” “No dear, he was already dead.” Ahh; empiricism lives.

I also remember contacting The Guru for advice but she wasn’t too sympathetic. Told 
me to pull myself together. I tried, but found the experience a little too tight for com-
fort. Haute C proved more endearing, suggesting a break would be the best thing for 
me, and led by example with a move from London to rig things some where in Essex.

But that’s all beside the point. I was back in Kumby when a woman I vaguely re-
membered from my youth called round to ask if I’d be interested in becoming a Parish 
Councillor. After several hours laughing I decided I should behave more diplomatically 
and asked: “Are you taking the piss? I could’ve been the MP for Rockall, you know.”

She didn’t get it. Believe me, I’d got it all worked out. I was to declare independence, 
form a Puffins’ & Gannets’ Republic and confound even my own flexible views on 
multi-linear historical development.

Of course, I was stupid. I agreed to become a Parish Councillor. But this had to be a 
first: a Marxist on Kumby Maxi Parish Council. The local Freemansons wouldn’t know 
what had hit them. I even had my very own ward: a small portion of the A47. At least 
I would have a sound excuse to hold Sunday lunchtime surgeries at the appropriately 
named Red Sow! l
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Home truths

NOW, I don’t know if you’ve noticed but the Lounger is dangerously psychotic. Not 
in a dangerous way you understand; and I realise I’ve just written my very own 

oxymoron.
The Temptress turned up: and if that doesn’t induce some form of psychosis I’m not 

sure what will.

“I just wanted to see how you’re settling in.”
- “What?”
- “Loster isn’t considered an asylum these days. It’s care in the community ...”
- “Bugger off ...”

Some time later — so my sources tell me — the Lounger was at a press conference ex-
plaining why the Fury should be hung, drawn and ... well, I think you’ve probably got 
the general idea. The Temptress was still around.

“Supposing I came round with you?”
- “Are you joking?”
- “No! I’m definitely not joking; but are you?”

This all seemed a little too enigmatic. The Lounger was in his element: “Let’s suppose 
I die — go to heaven — find it a little dull and boring; or even worse full of people like 
the Fury; do you think they’d resurrect me?” “They already have. Don’t forget you’ve 
died on me three or four times. The last time I ended up having to apologise to the Ice 
Maiden. And that wasn’t nice.”

- “No, I imagine it wasn’t ... But you’ve been shagging a corpse ...”
- “Let’s not go there!”
- “But why?”
- “Because I’m stupid and you’re psychotic.”

And there endeth this month’s lesson. For now ... l

“Hell knows no fury ...”
... oh, get on with it

AND LO it came to pass ... When the Lounger was not paying enough attention a 
proselytising evangelical Fury popped by in an attempt to convince him that the 

“age of enlightenment” was just a figment of his addled imagination. Luckily he had re-
membered to pickle his brain several hours earlier and hide it where no one would think 
to look — including himself. None the less, the experience was making him irritable. 
He’d had irritations before but normally a prescription from the doctor dealt with those. 
This was clearly different. Quoting from Dada manifestos wasn’t going to save him this 
time. Neither rhyme nor reason — especially not reason — was going to help.

u

During a moment of respite he did wonder whether all this incessant praying for his 
long lost soul might tire her out. There must be some other poor sod out there in need 
of empirically dodgy salvation. No such luck. Later, he considered launching a mass su-
icide cult but when he approached the masses they seemed more concerned about their 
Freeview box going wrong. There had to be something he could do. Rational discussion; 
but how do you have a rational discussion with someone who believes that Earth is only 
about five thousand years old, that dinosaur fossils are probably a scientific conspiracy 
and as for ... Well, I think you get the picture.

He was hiding in a corner when it suddenly struck him; which was unfortunate. Now 
he had a headache. He could see that he had several options. The first was simple: run 
away as fast as possible and hide somewhere else.

That was far too simple. Perhaps an assassin? Costs prohibitive, risk of being caught 
too high. Yes! Humour the creature. If someone was so wound up in their very own 
personalised variation of absolutism and determinism (or was it the other way round?) 
they would surely get bored and go off in search of some other unsuspecting prey.

He agreed that this might appear somewhat mean — for the unsuspecting prey that 
is. But hey ... he could always offer them his prayers! l
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to understand is it? Now if you’ll excuse me I need to call a taxi. I don’t know where I’m 
going, but where ever it is I think I need to get there as soon as possible”! l

Only gullible halfwits need apply

JEMIMA TURNED up. Just when you think you’re not going to get “ticked off” 
Jemima turns up. She has a habit of doing that. “Yes, I do think you’re a ...”

- “Do you actually have an intelligent question?”
- “No; but since you’re asking, are you about to hit me on the head with a blunt 

instrument?”
- “Quite possibly.”
- “Are you going to be unethical with me?” “No. That would be extremely unethical; 

and don’t give me a lecture on oxymorons.”

The Lounger had to go back to his pen. He’d been out far too long and the fresh air 
was clearly addling his brain. Well, apart from the other things ...

Haut C rang: “Are you coming down to London or what?”
- “Possibly ‘what’. What’s in it for you?”
- “Whotsit means quite a lot to me you sad fool.”
- “I think I get the picture” 

[You’d better ... That’s the end of “The Diaries” for a while.]

From a bucket shop near you

WELL, HISTORICAL materialism never taught me anything about contraception 
and very little about relationships. State and revolution? Boring. State of my life; 

that’s more like it.
What have I been doing since I last wrote you may be wondering. No? Oh, come 

on now I know ... Painting Loster red of course; and that’s not as straightforward as it 
might sound. I might be an expert when it comes to opening bottles, reasonably capable 
when it comes to handling a pen but paintbrushes have never been my forté. Especially 
when people keep telling you off.

Worse, I think, is when you’re willfully patronised. “Oh darling, you’re so witty; a 
brilliant political satirist ...” and so on, and on, and on. Excuse me a moment while I 
find a bucket. I’m just not sure whether to be sick in it, put it over my head or chuck it 

Episodes VII-IX

A cool reception

“WHAT YOU have to understand Loungy is that the market is volatile and emotion-
al ...”

- “Oh dear. Has someone upset free market capitalism; the poor love. Oh ... and don’t 
call me Loungy.”

- “But I always used to.”
- “I know, and that’s why I don’t want you to do it now.” The Lounger stopped in his 

tracks. What was the Ice Maiden doing here?
- “What are you doing here?” The Lounger was in danger of flipping. If you’ve ever 

seen a three legged giraffe do a summersault then I’ll think you’ll probably get the gen-
eral idea. Funny .... but not nice.

And he thought nothing else could go wrong. Wrong!
“Well, I’ll ask again Icy; what are you doing here?”
- “Don’t call me that. It’s very simple: I’d heard you were in trouble.”
- “But I’m always in trouble. It’s my life’s work — something I’m genuinely very 

accomplished at. What is this? All of a sudden everyone’s concerned about me. It’s un-
nerving ... and it’s especially unnerving when it involves you.”

- “That’s not fair. We did have good times together didn’t we?”

Damn! The Lounger would actually have to think carefully about this. Answer 
honestly but not within striking distance; or lie through his teeth and then make a run 
for it at the earliest opportunity. Running wasn’t a strong point these days. Now, how 
long had he ever procrastinated for in the past? Perhaps now was the time to set a new 
record.

Twenty minutes, half an hour, an hour or more? How long? Surely something would 
happen which would distract the Ice Maiden.

“Say, do you not have any clients you need to rip off?” Not a smart move. But even if 
he couldn’t run very far these days he was luckily still agile enough to duck.

- “Why are you still so nasty to me?”
- “My dear Ms Maiden, if you haven’t worked it out by now you never will. Call it an 

accumulative effect. I accumulated the effect over eight or so years of being told that I 
was a useless waste of space and always in some kind of trouble. That’s not so difficult 
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Episodes X-XII

Mon dieu: Viva la différence

I HAVE a puzzle. No, literally; a jigsaw puzzle. The kind German manufactures have 
called it a “puzzle ball”. Well, so be it, i.e., it’s a globe of the world. It’s probably 

already out of date; by the time I’m finished it will quite possibly be a little more out of 
date.

I was quite keen on jigsaw puzzles when I was a child; and yes, contrary to apocryphal 
belief I was once a child. How dare you think otherwise.

When I was a child French communists were still heros and heroines; they ran what 
became MI6. You’ve heard it straight from the mouth of your local cheval; if you get my 
gist.

Perhaps you don’t. Perhaps you would have found it very funny to be called the 
French bastarde at school. Maybe not ... Do you think I’m a bitter man? You should see 
some of the documents I have penned in the past; if you want “bitter” you should read 
them all. WARNING: there are a lot of them.

Haut C calls and says she’s spending Christmas in Kiwi land. I manage to get a 
promise that she wouldn’t start off another earthquake in Christchurch. You see, I can 
be altruistic; at least once a year.

And frankly that’s it from Lounger land for 2011. See you all, when you’ve all sobered 
up, in 2012 l

Stick in the mud

I WAS on a demo once; well probably more than once. To be honest I can’t, off the top 
of my addled head, tell you what it was about. Anti something or other ...
It’s a perennial problem. The left is often very good at demonstrating against things 

but not so good at demonstrating for things.
Hacker has an idea which I quite like: chain Michael Gove to a comprehensive school 

classroom desk until ... Well, it sounded like a good idea but unfortunately we came to 
the conclusion that parents, teachers and children may well resent his very presence. We 
might be blamed and I’ve got quite enough on my plate (and in my glass) to be getting 
on with. I don’t want to blamed for yet another political quagmire.

Did I hear someone shout “coward” at the back? Well, you know where you can stick 
this bunch of organic asparagus.

through the window of a local Leicester charity.
Anarchy in LE1! Sounds like a top 10 hit, don’t you think? l



Lounger diaries 1998-2012

12

Episodes XIII-XV

Only gullible halfwits need apply (rejoined)

WELL I never (and, of course, I never do). Pree Mad-Onna calls during a break 
in a boring, and quite possibly pointless meeting. She’s asking me for advice. 

“How about not going to boring and pointless meetings; then claiming how successful 
they were and yet discovering in six to nine months time that ... erm ... nothing has 
happened.”

At the moment I need some peace and quiet. How am I supposed to help reorganise 
the Greek left if other people are ringing me for advice on how to clobber a local city 
councillor. Should you be interested in a non-violent way I usually find asking them 
to define their politics will floor them. Please don’t make too much noise when you’re 
dragging the body away; it might wake the dead.

Surely there must be some statutory cognitive therapy for those that suffer from 
‘meetingitis’? “In this room we have holistic gibberish; in this room they’re all holding 
hands and humming a lot and over here ...well, perhaps we should leave them be for the 
moment.”

All I need to do is recruit some gullible halfwits, demand cash up front and I’m away. 
And on this occasion I don’t mean metaphorically. Passport(s), check. Just promise me 
one thing: don’t get all ‘touchy feely’ with each other. I don’t want to be even criminally 
associated with such nonsense l

I’ll raise you my USB connection

NOW I like to think of myself as relatively savvy when it comes to laptops and alleg-
edly ‘smart’ phones. I have sometimes wondered whether I should take my laptop 

to bed; oh, in fact I have. I can’t, with any certainty, say that the earth moved; rather, 
I imagine I left it turned on all night. When I woke up it needed re-charging. You see, 
something needs me.

However, try getting the ‘phone to talk nicely to the laptop and you could be forgiven 
for thinking that you’d unexpectedly wandered in on a particularly acrimonious divorce 
hearing. They ‘sync’ very well and I’m impressed. But if I were to suddenly find myself 
in a tight corner then the pent-up rage bursts forth. Admittedly, I would have spent the 
first 30 minutes or so beating myself up for getting in to said tight corner, but that’s not 
the point.

I have to admit to being amused when large financial corporations find themselves in 

Haut C has a very practical suggestion: she has a new allotment and thinks that what 
this country needs is a modern day peasent’s revolt. I wonder if this will spark a rush on 
pitchfork shares. Everyone keeps going on about growth don’t they? n

Certified: living and breathing

AS I’M writing the nurses are off. They know a journo when they sniff one, and 
they’ve probably sniffed quite a few. Yuk!

I’m left here on my own. No comfort blanket, no helping hand ... Where is the ‘Ice 
Maiden” when you (do not) want her?

“I’m here to comfort you in your dying moments.” How comforting can you get?; she 
loved me really — for at least five minutes.

I was once “scanned” by the Economic League, a so-called neutral think tank. I don’t 
think I came out of that smelling of roses. Do I look dangerous? I think I’ll be probably 
be safer having a sonar scan at the local hospital. What are they expecting to find? Parts 
of my body I didn’t know (or want to know about)?

Well, I still seem to be alive; allegedly. I imagine that the international workers’ move-
ment will be thrilled to hear that. Oh come on comrades, give me a break l
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Episodes XVI-XVIII

Serving time

SO, LEICESTER has one of the most overcrowded prisons in England and Wales 
— overcrowded by 171%. It’s in the top 10, and that’s a lot better than Leicester 

City have managed since Martin O’Neill defected. Of course, many of the inmates are 
political dissidents, but I’m sure you knew that.

What you probably don’t appreciate is how au-
thoritarian life in the East Midlands has become. In 
Leicester they’re even beginning to dig up a City 
Council-owned car park in a bid to unearth the 
remains of Richard III. Don’t think about swiping 
them there bones for your own grisly collection: 
justice will be swift but not particularly sweet. 

I’ve always much preferred the 
rumour that Dickie’s remains were 
thrown in to the nearby River Soar. 
(For some local historians it’s a sore 
point. I’m sorry ...) Either way, I’m not 
going to lose sleep over the issue. Last of the Plantagenets? I’m more interested in the 
demise of the Hanoverian leftovers we are currently lumbered with.

Experts from one of the local universities are already claiming to have discovered the 
foundations of a medieval monastery; sacked by order of Henry VIII. Well, what is a 
bored monarch to do when, as a serial killer, he is running out of women to chat up and 
chop up?

A cool cat purrs me with the latest archeo info. (Purring? Are you still twittering? 
That’s so old hat, kids.) Anyway, some bones have been discovered with signs of a 
curved spine. No sign of a horse.

Trust me (go on, at least try), Leicester has more to offer than tales of dead kings. I’m 
in search of a different type of historical legacy. If anyone’s interested in original signed 
copies of these diaries then you know how to excavate me. Nudge, nudge. Wink, wink u

October 2012

a pickle with new technology (although I must stress that I do still retain enough em-
pathy to realise that if you’re a customer that can’t get hold of their own cash ...). RBS 
recently went so far as to admit that it would have made more sense to upgrade their 
existing system (ie, the one that they knew worked) rather than install a completely — 
but quite possibly untested — new system.

Perhaps those Bullingdon Club Bores are right: everyone can aspire to be a City 
banker. However, a word of warning. Should you happen to have more than two brain 
cells to rub together keep quiet about it; you don’t want to end up like me, attending 
counseling sessions with my laptop and smartphone l

August 2012

Picking at the past

THERE I was, minding my own business 
... Well, I was minding the traffic. Thirty 

miles an hour? Forget it. Don’t get me started 
on cyclists, young and old, using the pave-
ment as if it were their very own personalisd 
cycle path.

So there I was, on my way to the local 
Co-op, when I suddenly become aware of two 
young girls following me on their scooters: 
“Bye, bye baldie.” I’ve had some varied com-
ments made about me in my time — rampant 
revisionist, schematic sceptic — but my follicles have not, until now, been the butt of 
childish humour.

What can I do? Ignore it of course. Gone are days when I might have revelled in the 
thought that I was the source of pre-teen militant activity at the local primary school; 
now, I don’t think it’s worth the hassle. “Were you responsible for organising a gay pride 
event at the nursery?” Hand made child-sized placards are so often misinterpreted l

As told to monsieur De la Mer September 2012
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What God did next

WHY AM I being followed? Hunted more like; I am to 
be an evangelical trophy. Nowhere to hide. Whatever 

identity I assume (and I’m running out of 19th century 
heroes) the Fury is there.

“The Fury wants to be your friend.” “... other people you 
may know: the Fury.” Oh yes, I know the Fury; what did I 
do in a former life to deserve this? How many cardinal sins 
do I have to my name?

“Do you want the truth or a cop-out?”
The Temptress was on hand.
“I made an FoI request about you and was threatened with 

immediate arrest. What have you got to say about that?” Not 
a lot. Don’t Britain’s security services ever go on holiday? Oh, I 
forgot: they’re permanently on holiday. So difficult to get the right 
staff these days.

I attended a bit of a do at the British embassy in Paris once. Oh 
come on now. It was only once and I just couldn’t turn down 
the opportunity to be rude to former private school toffs in 
person.

The Temptress was with me. My personal bodyguard in a 
ball gown.

I could’ve taken on the world in those days. No stalking furies.

Now, where was I? Oh yes, trying to hide.
Life must be so much simpler if you sincerely believe that “life” only began about 

5,000 years ago. So much simpler.
So what has God been up to since he/she first noisily coughed up their lungs; or was 

it another part of their body? Well, I have it on good authority that ... ➽

All the news that’s fit for locals

“THIS MONTH I am going to ... sorry? ... but you 
said you wanted a lighter feel.”

- “I bloody well will.”
The Lounger was attending the management commit-

tee of the Braun&Spice, the local community paper. If 
you’re expecting strident polemics you’ll be disappointed. 
If you’re desperate for local scandal — look elsewhere. 
This is not Fifty Shades of Grey country. “New local 
choir”; that’s more like it: “Sixty Nine Shades of C Ma-
jor”. Phwoor ...

The Lounger had a photo in his hands: “We can’t publish this; have you seen the 
Opus on the tenor? He’s got to be on steroids.”

- “Perhaps he’s a cyclist.”
- “And you’re a satirist.”
- “Can we call this meeting to order?”

And the breaking news this month: Thawn Aptly are calling for independence.
“Very radical. Let them have it”, said one.
The Lounger knew it was time to intervene: “Platforms”.
- “They’re well out of fashion.”
- “No ... I mean we should publish the different viewpoints.”
- “Different viewpoints? How many are there?”
- “For, against and ‘I couldn’t give a toss’.”

“Couldn’t give a toss? What are they going to say?”
- “Possibly more than the others. Let’s get with it comrades — sorry, colleagues.”

“I’ve got a piece about the last Planning Committee: they’re going to demolish them-
selves.”

- “Front-page!”
October 2012
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Episodes XIX-XXI

Permanently miscast

THE WATCH was checked; it was time. Braun & Spice Town Council 
here we come. This was hardly a militant shop ste

ward’s meeting. The Town Council was a safe breeding 
ground for local Labour apparatchiks before they were 
allowed to become part of a permanent non-Tory 
opposition on the County Council.

And now all that training in how to goad Dodgy Vic-
ars was to be wasted. He’d been caught with his fingers 
in the till; even his Tory pals wanted rid of him. What could 
a small Labour-run Town Council offer other than death by 
dull inactivity?

The Lounger had a strategy: this was going to be perma-
nent revolution Braun & Spice style. A slogan was needed. How about “Workers and 
semi-detached home owners alliance”. Oh dear, it didn’t really put a spring in the step 
of any march to the Civic Centre did it?

Consultation was the order of the day. The Lounger reached for his copy of the Or-
ganic intellectual’s top 10 tips. It had been gathering dust; a little like himself.

Haut C rang: “They’re planning to force through ... There’s going to be a meeting.” 
Brilliant! Haut was leading a modern-day peasants’ revolt in the county of Suffer: “Car-
rot growers of the world unite.” Quite so.

But back to the Town Council. Even if he came up with a better slogan they weren’t 
accustomed to building alliances. Who would they ally themselves with? The local cats 
would be a good start since they always knew what was going on. Often because they 
were responsible for what had been happening. The problem was that the cats were 
organised in a semi-secret guild. This always made negotiations tricky, or tuna-fuelled. 
Luckily, the Lounger could purr with the best of them.

Back to the meeting’s agenda. So little to say but apologies for absence to be minut-
ed. One former councillor had the audacity to have dropped dead; I was hoping they’d 
tabled a resolution but nothing seemed to be forthcoming.

In these parts of Loster county Labour doesn’t get much of chance to get ‘cocky’ 
but when all the Tories can (possibly quite literally) dig up is a local who thinks the 
Chartists should be hung, drawn and quatered before they get too organised, you can 
understand why they succumb to temptation.

And the turn out from Braun & Spice’s proletarian masses? Two. After hearing the 

Court in the act

CAN YOU believe it? The Lounger couldn’t. Contempt of court. It was outrageous; 
a fine upstanding pillar of the community like him. There was only one thing to 

do.
Answer the phone ... that’s what he must do. It was Sassy.

“Are you teasing me?”, asked the Lounger.
- “No, definitely not. That would have never occured to me. I’d heard you were in 

trouble.”
- “In a manner of speaking ...”
- “And? What are you going to do? Public interest?”
- “Yes, as a matter of fact ... Sassy, are you still there?”

She was of course, but had put the phone down to properly stiffle a guffaw.

“Do you need help?”
- “With a public interest defence? No ... I’m ...”
- “I’ll come down then. Next train to Shockfield, change. You can meet me at Loster.”
- “Of course.”

Some hours later, in a Loster chic cafe, Sassy was armed with her notebook. Some-
times this was a good sign — and sometimes not.

“Have you been up for this sort of thing before?”
- “Well ... not exactly.”
- “What exactly?”
- “Libel.”
- “What? How ... no, no ... something’s wrong. Your articles always used to be swim-

ming in spermicide. Did you win?”
- “No.”

Sassy asked for another bottle.

Town Mayor’s report on her saucy schedule the Lounger could only assume that everyone 
else was occupying the Shockpyre to soak up the heat from the bowling club. Hot! l

November 2012
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“This is not going to be easy. I need to regulate you.”
- “Can we go home first?” l

December 2012

Wakey wakey

SASSY WAS putting the final touches to the the 
tree. It needed a red star on top — what else? “Do 

you enjoy this time of year?”
- “What?”
- “Oh, it is in the land of the living. Do you enjoy 

Christmas?”

The Lounger was feeling a little sceptical 
about this line of questioning: “Some parts.”

- “And?”
- “And?”
- “Which parts do you like? This is not a trick ontological tease. Honestly.” Sassy 

knew the bigger question was to come: “Being a deputy to HC is a very responsible 
position to take on you know.”

The Lounger was draped over the table; an ash tray to the right, a bottle of something 
or other to the left. “I like to see as little of my fam ... Fami ...” He was having problems 
with say ... saying it.

“I don’t honestly think that’s going to be a problem. If they know I’m here I’ll be 
more worried about a drone attack.”

- “What on earth would they gain from my demise? You can’t sell militant altruism on 
the markets, you know. I think I tried once ... Are they going to demand entrance to my 
kitchen?

Probably not, even if you signed an affidavit promising that all sharp knives were 
under lock-and-key.”

“You don’t need them. I’m your family this year.”
- “I’m the subject of a philanthropic plot, aren’t I? I will wake up soon ...” u

December 2012


