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DEDICATED TO THE MEMORY OF MIN AND HER BELOVED CONSORT HENRY

SPECIAL 25th ANNIVERSARY EDITION

Welcome to The House Of Crun.
For those with a memory for song lyrics, the greeting above should provide
a clue to half of the inspiration for the name of this publication. The other
half is obvious from the dedication.
These newsletters - they were never more than one sheet of A4 per copy ran for five issues from autumn 1994 to spring 1995 and came about as a
consequence of conversations between colleagues while engaged in
gainful employment. They were produced and edited by one W. T. Wych
(Winnie the witch) who wrote most (all?) of the first and last issues. One
contributor, O. T. Hill (Over The) went on to produce a document of his own
entitled ‘Trash’. No copies of that publication exist here at Anamedas but
should O.T.H. (or anyone else) possess the originals and happen to read
this, we would be happy to reproduce them.
The original newsletters were produced using Microsoft Publisher 3 which,
if memory serves, filled all of three floppy discs prior to installation. They
were printed with black ink on white, perforated paper using a dot-matrix
printer. These where then photocopied onto each side of a single sheet for
distribution to the tiny readership. Scans of the original printed master
copies are available at http://archive.anamedas.org.uk along with other
relics.
The source files, software, operating system, fonts, and clip art used have
long since passed into history so this commemorative edition has been
produced from scratch using the latest page design/publishing software
available (Affinity Publisher for Mac). The layout is reasonably faithful to, if
tidier than, the original, as is the text although some unfortunate errors
have been corrected. It was important to maintain the look and feel of the
illustrations and some other items so these have been taken from the
above mentioned scans and imported into the new layout. The difference
in quality between those and the modern elements is immediately obvious
but the alternative was to make the product look much better than it ever
was, so quite undesirable.
This edition contains all five issues so if a quarter of a century old satire is
your thing, please turn the page ...
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Min and Henry Marriage Myth Shocker!
by W.T. Wych

A RELIABLE INFORMANT has
recently laid evidence before
this reporter which leads to
the inescapable conclusion
that the marriage between
Henry Crun and his beloved
Min is little more than a
fabrication, designed purely
to placate the sensitive feel‐
ings of the public. The horrible
truth is that this ‘ideal couple’
have, it seems, been living in
sin!
Admirers of the pair, who
have regularly listened to
those immortal words ‘Ah,
Min darling,’ will be truly
amazed at the extent of this
cover up. It is believed that
even their closest friends and
creators may not have known
the truth.
Later in this publication, we
hope to reveal the true sur‐
name of Min (real name Min‐
nie) which at this time is
believed to be ‘Bannister’.
Last night, the couple were
unavailable for comment. It is
thought the pair have gone
into hiding in Surrey following
a tip-off from a friend who
somehow discovered that the
story was about to break.
However, in an interview ex‐
clusive to this newsletter, a
close friend of the couple
agreed that the world would
indeed be shocked if this rev‐
elation proved to be true.
Wishing to remain anon‐
ymous at this stage, Mr.
Andrews refused to be drawn
on whether he believed the al‐
legation contained anything
of substance. Rather, he
stressed that the pair have

Government Spokesman
- ‘Our Hands Are Tied’
A
CABINET
MINISTER
revealed the impotence of the
government during a speech
to a group of bankers last
evening.
‘Our hands are tied and
there is no way to escape,’
confided the minister, whose
words were spoken by an
actor in an effort to avoid any
muffling effect the citrus fruit
might otherwise have had.
‘Back to the table’ - minister.

He also admitted that there
seemed little prospect of any
further progress and that a
return to the table was now
inevitable.
A source close to the prime
The Cruns - blissfully
minister has confirmed that
contented marriage partners having been round the table
or living a lie?
several times already, they
were now prepared to go over
provided many years of it.
happiness and merriment to
‘Whatever it takes to get a
more people than enough, as result,’ he added, beaming.
well as to each other. He
added that as they were don‐
key’s years old in the nine‐ Postal Research Fiasco
teen-fifties, they must be well
A SPECIAL RESEARCH group
over a hundred now. The kind‐
est thing would be to leave set up by the government last
the poor old folk alone to year to study certain aspects
disintegrate in peace and of Royal Mail procedures has
been disbanded after only ten
tranquility.
Readers may be assured full months of work.
Admitting that they had no
that the prying eyes of the
press will know no rest until results to publish, the chair‐
the truth of this matter has man of the team told this
been revealed to a waiting newsletter that the axe had
public. After all, if one cannot fallen after they attempted to
have confidence in the sanc‐ calculate how many managers
tity of the Crun’s marriage, it took to run the service
what then is there left to correctly - a process for which
no evidence exists.
believe in?

Vandal arrested

Minor threat

FRENCH
POLICE
have
arrested a man in connection
with the recent attack on the
Eiffel Tower.
The man, who is described
as English and in his fifties,
has been charged under an
1846 Act which prohibits
causing damage to public
monuments.
After being interrogated for
just over three days without
sleep, food, or water, the man
confessed to the existence of
a conspiracy, the purpose of
which was to cause the down‐
fall of the Eiffel Tower.
The group had calculated
that if one of their number
passed water over the Tower,
after consuming eleventeen
pints of aerated fluid, it would
rapidly rust through and
generally fall down.

SOME PEOPLE have taken
seriously a threat from the
Prime Minister that if his min‐
ions do not do as they are
told, he will call a General
Election.
As this would effectively put
most of his colleagues out of
work, this could be seen as
poetic justice.
The
opposition
have
capitalised on the plight of
the government by flashing
their alleged leader’s teeth at
any camera willing to focus on
them for long enough.
On the last occasion when
the writer took a similar
stand, the tantrum was re‐
warded by mummy slapping
the back of one’s leg. Here’s
hoping.

Collapsed at site.
The man, who police refuse
to name, was taken into
custody while in hospital, to
which he had been rushed
after passers-by were alerted
to his plight by his persistent
and loud, piercing screams
following his collapse at the
site of the monument.
It has been revealed that
owing to the hapless vandal’s
inebriated condition, he had
slightly misunderstood the
group’s primary instruction,
particularly with regard to the
meaning of the word ‘over’.
His condition was described
as comfortable this morning
following emergency surgery
to repair a severe hernia.

PENCIL NECK by PAUNCEFOOT.
IN SPACE No-one can
hear you say
Privatisation

FOR SALE. A collection, distribution, and delivery business as a going concern. Special
discounts for those willing to
discard employees.
Offers welcomed.
Apply:Mr. M. Hassle-Tyne
London.

MR. O. T. HILL has asked if
he might be permitted to con‐
tribute a full stop to this
issue. While rather larger con‐
tributions are generally pre‐
ferred, The House of Crun is
delighted to take this oppor‐
tunity to help make one man’s
simple
dream,
however
pathetic, come true.
A LOCAL WOMAN went back
→•←
to court today after being
convicted of taking two
bottles into the shower. Sen‐
tencing her to life imprison‐
ment, the Judge said she
should have washed and
went.

IN BRIEF

THE SCIENTIST who claims
that BSE cannot infect
humans because the disease
cannot cross from one
species to another knows
that cattle got it from eating
sheep.
WHEN ASKED why people
insist on killing each other in
wars, and cars, and bars, a
leading lunatic pointed out
that someone or something
had to.

ON EARTH No-one wants
to ...
This recreated version with
reclaimed art © 2018 by Anamedas.
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Footballer Fails To Overcome Addiction
WELL KNOWN COCAINE user
and gambler, Paul Myson, has
admitted to an equally well
known daily that he has an ad‐
diction to football. The revel‐
ation came after Myson was
interviewed on the weekly BBC
show
‘Snortsnight’
by
a
presenter who may have had a
similar problem several years
ago.

MYSON - giving it some serious
In his defence, Myson claimed
that although it was true that he
had been addicted for the past
seven years, he had spent the
entire period attending alternate
weekly sessions at the well
known ‘football is anonymous’
rehabilitation centre in Highbury,
London. He added that despite
other Highbury patients showing
him that giving up football was
easy to achieve, and cries of
‘Come on Myson, you can do it’
from supporters, he was still
hooked.

Desperate measures
In desperation, Myson admit‐
ted to reporter Ella N’droad he
once resorted to signing up for a
crash course at the infamous
Wembley Centre, well known at
the time for its strict diet of raw

Shadows Return To Mall

by Barney Andrews.

by W. T. Wych.

turnip and for conceding first
minute goals against San Marino.
This, he said, had prevented him
attending the four-yearly gath‐
ering of addicts in the USA but
had not made any difference to
his addiction to the home mar‐
ket.

EVER SINCE the Ardnail Centre
was built, many years ago,
shoppers have been obliged to
leave their shadows outside the
centre while browsing amongst
the various emporia within. No
matter what the weather, the
centre management has consist‐
ently refused to allow shadows
inside. Even the afflicted have
had to suffer the indignity of
separating themselves from
their shadows outside the main
doors, in full view of any onlook‐
ers.

Isolated

As a last throw of the dice,
Myson revealed that he has now
agreed to spend the next six
weeks at a location where he can
remain in total isolation from
football. Myson wishes his
Refurbishment plans
whereabouts to remain unknown
to the press but this sports re‐
porter can reveal that recent
Now that the the long-planned
sightings confirm that he will be refurbishment of the centre is
spending his time in the Liv‐ under way, with daylight being
erpool suburb of Everton.
admitted to certain, carefully re‐
stricted, areas it is believed that
for the first time, visitors will be
Life on Mars? by O. T. Hill. allowed to be accompanied by
their shadows in some parts of
THE PICTURE shown below, re‐ the mall. This is a long way from
cently taken by A. R. Charlie the stated aims of ACT, the Ard‐
using a six-inch Mickey Mouse nail Centre Terrorists, an organtelescope and a Kodak Box isation which is still demanding
Brownie camera, is said to that shadows should be allowed
provide conclusive proof of in all areas.
structures on the surface of
Mars.

Fear casts its own

The amazing detail in the
picture has only now been made
possible by the use of the new
Disney warped plastic lenses.
Previous pictures of Mars, taken
by NASA, are now to be reevaluated as possible frauds.

In an exclusive interview given
to this newsletter, a Miss Elle
Toon, who was caught actually
shopping in the centre this
morning, gave us her reaction to
these latest developments: ‘It’s
scary,’ she said, ‘and we’re very
frightened now.’ Let us all hope
that in this festive season, some
compromise can be reached. The
centre will be packed with
punters for the rest of the
month and this reporter wonders
what protection will be given to
those who see these problems
as a real threat to their safety.

A Policeman’s Lot

Smoking Kills Sheds

Exposed by Constable Seamy O’Neil.

by O. T. Hill.

WHEN I’M ON my beat, around
Rock Green, people often ask me
what aspect of my job annoys
me the most. I almost always
reply that it is the attempts by a
lot of the animal kingdom to try
and behave in the ways that
imitate humans that gets my
goat.
Many is the time that I’ve had
to move on robins, sparrows,
pigeons and the like, after find‐
ing them hanging around lampposts and giving passers-by ‘the
eye’.
Of course, it doesn’t stop
there. Just a short walk to the
marshes and you’ll find rodents,
hares, rabbits, dogs and all kinds
of creatures enticing each other
into their hideaways, just in or‐
der to earn a fiver or two. If only
these ne’er-do-wells could be
taught how to live in the wild,
without the need for cash, my
job would be so much easier.
I am afraid that the problem
extends well beyond these
shores. Anyone venturing to
parts of Africa will find wild
boars, hippopotamuses, horses –
you name it – flagrantly exposing
themselves to all and sundry.
They leave me with no altern‐
ative but to surreptitiously ex‐
port them to Algeria, which has
colonial links with France. From
France, it’s easy-peasy. At
Boulogne, I just flash my EU
passport and the cross-channel
ferry is almost like Noah’s Ark.
Quite frankly, that is what our
police cells are like at the
moment. So, next time you see
your local MP, you explain to him
what a bad example he is set‐
ting, especially to the kiddies.
Well, I best be back to my
beat.

A LEAKED government report
reveals that garden shed lovers
who smoke are to be warned
that their tobacco fumes can kill
their sheds.
Garden, potting, and tool
sheds from smokers’ gardens die
of wood rot more often than do
sheds of non smoking families.
‘Sheds forced daily to inhale ci‐
garette fumes frequently die of
the same disease that their
owners do – old age,’ said a
government health official, Dr.
A. Smoker.

PENCIL NECK by PAUNCEFOOT.
‘tis the season to be
jolly,
tra la la la lah,
la la la lah!

Large sheds at higher risk
‘Large sheds suffer most be‐
cause they inhale more,’ he told
this journal. ‘Sheds which have
spent a long time in smokers’
gardens often have windows as
black as tar.’
We have been assured by the
government that further invest‐
igations into the plight of the
garden shed are to be made.

Crimbo Crackers
The trouble with the heteropatriarchy
is that it is based on beallucas.
What do you call a poor loser? Pres‐
ident.
The fine line between genius and
insanity only exists for those who can
claim neither.

Thought for December

Missing Sphinx
by Professor Carlos Cartoff.
THE FOLLOWING message has
been received via radio telescope at Goonhilly Downs. It is
believed to have originated from
an extra-terrestrial source.
‘Owing
to
our
enforced
departure from our mother
planet, Mars, we inadvertently
left one of our two sphinges
behind.
‘This was not discovered until
after we had colonised our new
home, which we called “Egypt”.
‘Over the aeons, this name has
become corrupted and the
planet is now referred to as
“Earth”.
‘On a recent visit to our home,
to see if it were now habitable or
not, we found our missing sphinx
very near to the “canal” marks,
which were caused by us
dragging the sphinx which now
rests on Earth to the docking
site.
‘In time, we hope to retrieve
the sphinx which remains on
Mars, or return home with the
one from Earth’.
Leading scientists believe this
information may explain everything.

Never put off until today what
you can do tomorrow.

Surely You Jest

by Derf.

A man hears a knock at the
back door. On opening it, he
sees a snail on the step and
kicks it down to the end of the
garden. Three months later, he
hears another knock. When he
answers, the snail asks, ‘What
did you do that for?’
You must be off your
effin’ trolley,
Dum de do da dum,
de dum dum dah!
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SCINTILLATION

Revealing Vampirism
by W. T. Wych.

There have been in the airy
firmament of comedy just two
great stars.
Of these, Mr. Terence ‘Spike’
Milligan has, not long since, been
presented with a Lifetime
Achievement Award,
The House of Crun, dedicated
as it is to two of Mr. Milligan’s
creations, takes this opportunity
to echo the praises already
lavished on that most worthy
recipient of the award.
More recently, there has been
the announcement of the death
of the other of the two aforementioned stars, Mr. Peter Cook.
The loss to comedy in general
and English satire in particular
cannot be over-emphasised.
This issue of the House of Crun
is respectfully re-dedicated to
Mr. Cook.

The House of Crun - what
people are saying about it.
Reported by Seamy O’Neil.

Jenny Jones, Brighton. ‘Brilliant.’
Sue Smith, Tring. ‘Tremendous.’
Ben Brown, Ampthill. ‘Amazing
publication.’
Daniel Davis, Borehamwood.
‘Words cannot adequately de‐
scribe how I feel.’
Daisy Curd, Toddington. ‘After
reading the first two editions, I
am so impressed that I am can‐
celling my order for “The Guard‐
ian” and ordering “The House of
Crun” instead.’
Sid Thomas, Houghton Regis.
‘The “quality” papers definitely
have some extra competition
here. If they don’t stop charging,
they’re simply going to go to the
wall.’
Sonora Pasta, Luton. ‘It’s worth‐
less drivel. They’ll have to pay
me to read it in future.’
Editor, Wrong Planet. ‘If you

want a future, you had better
Following some awful scareget those contributions submit‐ mongering in the national press,
ted – fast and frequent.’
many people have become
either terrified, or hopeful, that
they may be undead.
This Month This newsletter is here to help
in Times Gone By and
we hope the following in‐
Researched by O. T. Hill. formation will help to put your
mind, if not your spirit, at rest.
• 22 January 1990. An Oxford
By answering all of the follow‐
cinema owner was fined ing twenty simple questions, you
£1000 for refusing to remove can discover your true status:
a 25-foot high fibreglass
shark from the roof of his 1. Do you sleep in a box, perhaps
house.
part filled with earth from an‐
• 2 January, 1987. The pub‐
other country?
lishers
of
Enid
Blyton’s 2. Do you have long canines?
‘Noddy’ books announced 3. Do you get an irresistible urge
to under-light your chin?
that future editions will lack
the traditional golliwogs. They 4. Do you go out in daylight?
had bowed to pressure 5. Do you avoid religious jewellery?
groups and agreed to excise 6. Are you scared of steak or
camping?
all ‘racism’ from the series.
Gollycats would be used in fu‐ 7. Do you lie awake unless you
leave the lid on?
ture.
8.
Do you dislike solid food?
• 10 January, 1985. The
9.
Are you absent from family
electronics genius, Sir Clive
photographs?
Sinclair, unveiled his answer
10. Do you see yourself in the
to Britain’s traffic problems –
mirror?
a low slung, lightweight, 11. Do you constantly argue with a
single-seat, 31 inch high,
Mr van Helsing?
battery and pedal powered 12. Do you leave the tap on while
tricycle called the ‘C5’. It had
washing?
a range of 20 miles (or was it 13. Do you mesmerise virgins?
200 yards?) before re- 14. Do you tend to overdo nookie
charging and cost £399. Sir
badges?
Clive predicted that by the 15. Can you fly after dark?
end of the century ‘the petrol 16. Do people call you a Count?
engine will be seen as a thing 17. Are your close friends anaemic?
of the past.’
18. Do you think Batman is someone dressed up?
• 12 January, 1982. There was
concern in Downing Street as 19. Can you crawl down stairs, forwards, on your hands and
Margaret Thatcher fretted
knees?
over an affair close to her
heart – her son, Mark, had 20. Do people block your passage
with garlic?
been reported missing in the
Sahara Desert where he was
Now turn to the back page to
taking part in the Paris - Dakar
Motor Rally. Search planes discover whether you have
were sent out to look for become a vampire or merely an
Thatcher and unfortunately, idiot.
he was later found.

Stress-free Calendar
by O. T. Hill.

Research reveals that trying to
pack too many tasks and en‐
gagements into one single
month can lead to stress – and
when you are stressed, you are
not at your best.
Fortunately, there is a solution:
The Royal Mail Stress Free Calen‐
Your cut-out-and-keep copy of The
Royal Mail Stress-free Calendar.
dar.
It is a special, alternative calen‐
dar for handling those difficult Ode to the elusive breed
months (like January, February,
by Professor Carlos Cartoff.
March, April - zzzz), when there
They stood statuesque, in
are a million things to do and not
pristine condition, on con‐
enough time for half of them.
• In Royal Mail, everyone wants
things done yesterday, The
Royal Mail Stress Free Calen‐
dar allows you to discuss a
deal on the 22nd and reach a
decision on the 21st.
• Because
everyone
wants
things wrapped up by Friday,
there are three Fridays each
week.
• There is an extra week added
to each month to allow you to
fit a few more things in.
• As a general rule, Mondays
are not very productive so
they are abolished and replaced by Letshaveameetingday,
thus allowing the rest of the
week to be kept free for work.
• Saturdays have now been
scrapped because they are
usually a waste of time and
leave you with a hangover on
Sunday. Sundays have been
scrapped because they are
usually a waste of time and
are mostly used to recover
from the Saturday hangover.
• To relieve the stress on the
superstitious, Friday the thir‐
teenth has been removed
from the calendar.

PENCIL NECK by PAUNCEFOOT.

Smile and the
world laughs at
you ...

crete plinths in the megalithic
auditorium, like antediluvian
warriors.
Rooted to the spot, limbs
raised in a form of salute, it
takes an aeon to deliver the
package to the proper recept‐
acle.
Every little while, they dis‐
appear like wraiths of fog into
the bowels of the dungeon,
only to reappear, unmarked
and unsullied, like deviant
pompous imps.
They seek them hither, they
seek them thither and yon.
Those elusive besieged forces
we know so well but rarely, if
ever, see.

Undead or just dead?
continued from the front page.

If you answered ‘No’ to
questions 4, 10, 12, and 18,
and ‘Yes’ to all of the others,
then you quite probably are a
vampire.
If you actually answered the
questions at all, then do join
our club.

Surely You Jest

by A. Ffray.

Job Vacancy.
Wanted for Dodge City ranch.
Competent horsemen to assist
on cattle drive. No cowboys.

Barney does a bunk
We regret to inform our read‐
ers that our recently introduced
and interestingly intrepid sports
reporter, Mr. Barney Andrews,
has escaped from the local
asylum and can now be found in
a nearby town. We hope to per‐
suade the absent artist to con‐
tinue to contribute, albeit from
afar, in the future – once he has
settled onto his new medication.
Watch this, or a similar, space.

IT’S BANNISTER!
The House of Crun can now
reveal that Henry Crun and
Minnie are not, in fact, victims
of matrimonial bliss. Minnie,
whose surname is Bannister
(as suggested in Issue 1) is
actually as single as she is
singular.
We are indebted to a recent
radio broadcast for this in‐
formation.

or complete the
crossword alone.
This recreated version with
reclaimed art © 2018 by Anamedas.
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Crime and Punishment
Following the recent Law and
Order debate in the popular
press, the government has at last
issued a mint striped paper under
the umbrella heading ‘Crime and
Punishment in England and its
Dominions.’
The reason for the rather unique
colouring of the document was
said to be that the cabinet was
unwilling to issue a green paper
as this would render it open to
general discussion. It is hoped
that the compromise means they
will not have to discuss it too
much before it is considered a
white paper and whizzed through
parliament on the nod.
It seems that in the future,
there will be but two classes of
crime. These will be known by
their legalese titles of serious and
ever so serious crimes. This
simplification is perhaps typical
of the simple government which
devised the scheme and this
trend flows through to the pun‐
ishment which ministers hope will
fit the crimes.
For a serious crime, the penalty
upon conviction will be a period
of incarceration ranging from ten
seconds to one minute, depend‐
ent upon just how serious the ser‐
ious crime was, or upon the whim
of the judge, whichever is the
wider. Those found not guilty will
have their sentences suspended
for one year.
This revelation was at first met
with derision and general ribaldry
on the opposition benches until
the Crime Minister, Simon Anders,
pointed out to the house that the
period of detention was, in fact,
spent naked in an activated, one
kilowatt, person sized, microwave oven with a revolving floor
and a tinted glass front through
which latter the occupant might
be viewed by the assembled
throngs and television cameras.

The admission money would be
used to pay for the electricity,
the oven, the court costs, and
certain safari trips for ministers
of the crown, as they laughingly
referred to themselves.
Mr Anders went on to
emphasise that the entertain‐
ment value of ‘watching the
bastards dance’ did, in some
cases, outweigh any minor con‐
siderations in relation to mis-car‐
riages of justice. When quest‐
ioned about compensation for
persons who had received a
warming but were later found to
be innocent, he muttered something about a committee which
was looking into the possibility of
designing a refrigerator to match
the microwave.
In the event of conviction for an
ever so serious crime, the outlook
for the miscreant is much less
favourable than has been de‐
scribed for the minor offender.
Sentences in these cases will
range from one hour to ‘at the
minister’s release’, which re‐
places the current term ‘at Her
Majesty’s pleasure’ and does not
take anywhere near as long.
Following the passing of
judgement, the criminal will be
taken to a place of lawful pun‐
ishment. At that place, he shall
be positioned upon the sharp end
of a pointed telephone pole in
such a way as to resemble one
of those little plastic thingies
which children and the mindless
stick atop their pencils. The pole
shall then be erected for the
duration of the sentence to the
general delight and amusement
of the assembled throngs and
television cameras, with the ad‐
mission monies being abused in
a similar way to that previously
described only more so.
In a desire to show humanity for
the offender and avoid the poten‐

– a special report.
tial problem of splinters, the rel‐
evant end of the telephone pole
is to be pre-lubricated with a
proprietary brand of paint strip‐
per.
Initially, the prospect of caustic
lubricants being used for these
purposes brought howls of
protest from the Human Rights
branch of the European Eunuch
whose representative, M. Andre
Simone (no relation), rushed over
to London to meet with the Crime
Minister over lunch and fine wine.
However, once M. Simone was
assured that the prohibitive cost
of using brake fluid instead of the
stripper would involve an increase
in rebates paid to the British
government from the Eunuch,
the protest was formally with‐
drawn, as was the pole, and he
returned to Brussels in a specially
chartered air ambulance.
Mr Anders later went on to
emphasise that the entertain‐
ment value of ‘hearing the
bastards wail’ did, in some cases,
outweigh any minor consid‐
erations in relation to miscar‐
riages of justice. When quest‐
ioned about compensation for
persons who had received a
reaming but were later found to
be innocent, he muttered some‐
thing about a committee which
was looking into the possibility of
designing a tumble dryer to
match the washing machine.
It is hoped that by applying the
new punishments to all of those
currently in prison, most of the
country’s prisons could be empty
by the end of the year. Apolo‐
gising for any unseemly rush, Mr
Anders stressed that in the
absence of new television pro‐
grammes, it was the respons‐
ibility of the state to provide
good. wholesome entertainment,
both live and on the small screen.

Letters to the Editor
Madam,
Mr. O. T. Hill’s Royal Mail Calen‐
dar (Issue 3) typifies the
muddled thinking that is sadly all
too prevalent in certain echelons
of our postal service.
Of course, the proposal to
have three Fridays a week
should be applauded but going
for crazy ideas like giving
Monday a new name is pure folly
– remember what happened
when British Leyland was given a
new name; it was sold to for‐
eigners! Another unacceptable
plan is the seven-day working
week.
I therefore propose that
Letshaveameetingday be replaced by Sunday. I also propose
that another Sunday be intro‐
duced to compensate for the
loss of Saturday, in between the
Fridays, to break up the mono‐
tony of having three Fridays in a
row. Perhaps, on this day, we
could all lay flowers on a
‘Saturday in memoriam’ gravestone.
By the way, this will not entail
the abolition of Tuesday. This
can be lent, say, to Parcelfarce
on a fixed-term lease.
Finally, as a religionist, I would
find it totally unacceptable to
shop on a Sunday and therefore
suggest that holidays be gran‐
ted for staff from the thirtysecond to the thirty-eighth of
each month for this essential
activity.

This Month in Times Gone By
Researched by O. T. Hill.

• February 3 1989. British
Telecom banned ‘chat-lines’
because of the chatline junkie
problem – people got hooked
on the chatter and ran up
huge telephone bills which
they could not pay. The com‐
pany had been criticised
following the case of a woman
whose twelve year old son
landed her a bill of £6000.
• February 5, 1922. A new
magazine was launched in
New York – the ‘Reader’s
Digest’. It contained thirtyone condensed articles from
leading magazines, each one
‘of enduring value and in‐
terest,’ according to DeWitt
Wallace who, with his wife,
co-founded the magazine.
• February 14, 1822. Love
notes pose postal problem.
Britain’s postal service had to
employ extra mail sorters to
make sure that the thousands
of St. Valentine’s Day messages lovers had sent to each
other arrived on time. It was
stated that the ‘quaint fash‐
ion was growing more popular
by the year.’
• February 15, 1971. Britain
‘went decimal’ today, leaving
millions of people brought up
on pennies, tanners, bobs,
florins, and half-crowns to
fumble with unfamiliar coins.
New pence were over twice
Yours: M. J. T. W. FOURTWAIN.
the value of old pennies and
critics said that the awkward
conversion scale would mean
THE LIFE AND DEATH OF A
higher prices and hidden in‐
GARDEN SHED –
flation.
PART ONE: LIFE. A TREE GREW

New Sport Craze
Recent reports suggest that in
an effort to embrace ever more
bizarre sports and game, the
Olympus
committee
has
accepted into its repertoire the
latest fad sport from America
known as ‘Pig in a puke’.
Participants in this game are
each given a portion of porkbelly fat weighing exactly one
ounce. This is swallowed and
after a timed interval of nine
seconds, regurgitated. The same
piece of fat is then swallowed
again, then sicked up again, until
the player is no longer able to
continue.
The winner is the entrant who
has completed the most ‘swal‐
low and sick up’ cycles. In the
event of a tie, the pieces of fat
are weighed and the winner is
the person who has digested the
least and so has the heavier
piece remaining.
Entrants who have failed to
disgorge their playing piece at
any point during the proceedings
are summarily disqualified.
A vegan version involving tofu
is also gaining ground, or so we
are told.

IN NEXT MONTH’S ISSUE –

February 5, 1995. Prices are higher, inPART TWO: DEATH. A TREE WAS flation is no longer hidden, and new
pence are only half the value of old penCHOPPED DOWN
nies. There’s progress. Ed.
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Me Back!

And so, it came to pass that
that which was no more, was
some more, and thence it
was, and is, and will be.
The House of Crun would like
to welcome readers back to
the asylum. Regular lunatics
will know that Issue 4 was
published back in the dark
days of February of this
annum and those who are un‐
kind might suggest that this
issue is 3 months late. Not at
all! This issue is right on time,
if not right on.
It is with regret that we
must report that for the most
part, our regular contributors
have gone to ground, or to
bed, or just gone. However,
we retain some remnants
from O. T. Hill, whose contri‐
butions to literature and pub‐
lishing, as well as to this sorry
hymn-sheet, cannot be overemphasised.

O. T. Hill, legendary contributor to the
H of C, publisher of ‘Trash’, and generally
decent old sod, contemplating his next
magnum opus.
Meanwhile, not long after
the end of doctor’s rounds ...

The very latest craze doing
the rounds of the planet is the
InformationSuperHighway
[alloneword]. This, we are being
led to believe, is the way
forward, the way round, and
the way back all rolled into one
deceptively expensive package.
In future, the main currency
on the planet will be inform‐
ation and this will be the
primary business of the 21st
century. What this information
is, why you or I would want it,
and how this will profit
everyone is never explained,
not least because 99% of what
is said is bollocks.
We are being annoyed by
having bodies lay miles of fibreoptic cables around the streets
and being offered a combined
telephone and television service
to replace our perfectly good
existing separate telephone/
television services and all for a
princely sum and the sad pride
of being connected to the In‐
formationSuperHighway.
We
can then watch, via computer
links, TV movies made on com‐
puters without saving a fortune
by simply buying a computer.
Movies, we hear, can now be
made in which the sets are built
in Cyberspace [alloneword].
This word is stolen from a
comic and is utterly meaning‐
less although, admittedly, it
sounds bloody technical. What
is really being said is that in‐
stead of building real sets, they
design them using computer
graphics and then videotape
them. Actors are then taped
per-forming in front of a blue or
green screen and the two
recordings are combined to
make the final scene.
This has nothing to do with an

GPO COURSE SHOCKER
Government ministers are ask‐
ing questions in the house con‐
cerning alleged misconduct at
the GPO. The questions are all
being asked on a purely amateur
basis and no appearance fees
are being paid.
It
appears
from
reports
seeping out of darkest Essex
that the GPO is providing
naughty holidays for its mana‐
gerial staff.
Our reporters, Sharon and
Dave, have joined the GPO un‐
dercover to get to the bottom
of things. Their reports suggest
that in between periods of work,
managers are being sent on holi‐
days or, as they are popularly
called, courses.
We are able to reveal that both
sexes are catered for at these
holiday
camps,
sometimes
simultaneously, and that certain
services are provided by one Ivy
Hill.
It is believed that the ministers
mentioned above are furious at
this
rampant
discrimination
against non-GPO employees and
are to demand that they be
allowed to attend – at off-peak
rates, naturally.

For your own safety:

• Never allow anyone except an
authorised agent to service or
repair it.
• Never remove any part of it,
or attempt to modify it in any
way.
• Never use it commercially. It
is designed for domestic use
only.
• Never allow children to stand
or sit on any part of it.
• Never line the shelves, floor,
or sides with aluminium foil as
damage may result.
• Never store anything in it
which might catch fire.
continued on back page.

Me Front.

Conversation Stoppers

continued from front page.

DID YOU KNOW ...

imaginary Cyberspace but more
to do with computer memory
chips but again, 99% of what is
said is bollocks.
Then, of course, we have the
dear old Internet, the ultimate
feature on the dear old Inform‐
ationSuperHighway. The Inter‐
net is simply a number of
computers in various locations,
linked by telephone lines and
communications satellites – a
glorified wide area network. As
an item, it does not exist
either. However, thanks to
Boy’s Own, you can now jack
into the net which, one
assumes, requires the owner‐
ship of one or two appropriate
appendages.
Alternatively, you can ‘Surf
the Internet’, which means log
on, run up a huge telephone bill,
and browse through screens of
crap and drivel which is of no
interest even to propellerheads, still less to humanoid
beings.
If you have not called the
ambulance yet, then there is
still time to consider the
implications of the World‐
WideWeb [alloneword].
This is either the natural hab‐
itat of spider-woman (or of
spider-man, one supposes) or it
is another invention by a prepubertal Cyberpunk junkie who
believes, probably rightly, that
if you give a useless item a
dead techy and / or groovy
name, some sad sod will buy it.
But what is the alternative to
this
mass-produced
media
madness? Just turn off the TV,
unplug the phone, get a good
book and / or some decent mu‐
sic and, most important of all,
get a life. After all, at least
99% of what is said is bollocks.

• A locust contains
more
protein
Napoleon’s penis?

31%
than

• A T-bone steak contains 20
times as much rain as
London?
• Mawsynram is in India?
• American urologists are
legally obliged to take a
bath once a year?
• Citizens of Kentucky wear
Dobermann Pinscher masks
in order to frighten small
pets when burgling houses?
• Americans think burgling is
spelled ‘burglarizing’?
• Our usage of our brains is
not limited to ten per cent.
Offers over two would be
welcomed.

End of season transfer
news
As is usual at this time of year,
the market has been busy, busy,
busy.
Barney Andrews, who has been
on loan to St. Evenage from
Lootown United, has now had
the move made permanent for
an undisclosed sum. W. T. Wych
has been brought in from the re‐
serves to fill the resulting gap in
the back floor.
Meanwhile, old sparring part‐
ner, Simon Anders, has been ac‐
quired by Milltown Queens for an
undisclosed
purpose.
It
is
suspected that his stunning im‐
pressions of Lord Lucan may
have caught the eye of the tal‐
ent spotters.

Readers please note: we
have reason to suspect that
the above gems may have
become confused, mixed up,
or may have lost something in
the translation. However, we
believe you, the public, have a
right to know.

CAPTION COMPETITION

Barney and Simon, in simpler days.

Regular readers may recall
the rather exciting caption
competition which we ran in
Issue 1. This competition was
cancelled owing to popular
demand but we can now
announce the winning entry,
which was:

I’ll skip that one!

PENCIL NECK by PAUNCEFOOT.
Hmm! Looks
like sciatica to
me ...

And the
b a n d
played
on, and
on ...
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Having failed to produce a newsletter during the months of March and
April, 1995, the editor finally managed to string a few words together and
May brought with it the release of the fifth and final issue of The House of
Crun. She may have missed a trick with the article on the centre of the front
page.
There were several reasons for the earlier months being missed, some of
which were related to changes and pressure in the workplace, with others
being more to do with apathy amongst the readers, the contributors, and
also the editor.
That should have been the end of the matter but the fact is that if there is
a dead horse to be had, then someone, somewhere, is quite likely to give
it a thorough flogging. A turn of the page will reveal some bonus content
which, given this collection is all free to read, could be said of the entire
thing.

New squid on the block

Violence against the person

THE ORGAN GRINDER’S MON‐
KEY welcomes readers to this,
the first issue of a thrilling new
publication.
A special welcome, also, to
readers of the recently defunct
HOUSE OF CRUN which, having
appeared without fanfare, has
disappeared in a similar manner
following a huge loss of contrib‐
utors, readers and quality con‐
tent.
This journal has both replaced
and
absorbed
the
earlier
publication. As a consequence,
readers will notice certain simil‐
arities – we have not been too
proud to retain the
best items from
CRUN but hopefully,
we have discarded
the worst. Mean‐
while, other items
have
subtly
changed. New fea‐
tures in the MONKEY
include a readers’
letters section, a
‘smalls’
section,
and ‘Foot-notes’ –
a summary and general what’s
what of the known universe.
CRUN managed to survive for
five issues, the odds on which
were worse than those of win‐
ning that lottery, but the
challenge is clear. There is, of
course, strong competition from
another journal which shall re‐
main nameless. That paper has
even managed to publish a four
page version, to celebrate its
fourth issue no doubt. The MON‐
KEY however, will dance to its
own tune (or that of the organ
grinder) and will not be driven
into a circulation war with other
publications.
Even as you read this, we
suspect that the editor of that
journal will be planning a seventh
outpouring to try and counter-

Crime is on the increase. This we
are told by politicians, newspaper
journalists, and of course, the vic‐
tims. What we are often not told,
however, is that while huge sen‐
tences are passed down upon
those who commit crimes against
property, much smaller sentences
are common for perpetrators of
crime against the person. Even in
murder cases, the miscreant may
get a life sentence but only serves
an average of seven years in
prison.
When horrific crimes occur, such
as in the recent ‘West’ case, the
public bay for blood with cries of
‘hang the bastards’ or, after the
suicide, ‘hang the bitch’. Better
yet is ‘hanging is too good for
them.’ By these simple devices,
the people claim the moral high
ground. The general public are
disappointed when the guilty
party receives ten life sentences
with a recommendation of no pos‐
sibility of parole.
Meanwhile, around the country,
people are being stabbed, beaten
up, mugged, raped, buggered, and
indecently assaulted. And that is
just on television. Who knows
what goes on in the streets in real
life? Obviously, no one would sug‐
gest that TV influences the real
world. After all, the Mutiny on the
Bounty happened in real life long
before it did in the movies or on
TV. The same can be said for the
two world wars and lots of other
recreated
version
fun
andThis
frolics.
Where
thewith
chain
reclaimed art © 2018 by Anamedas.
saw massacre and humping don‐
keys and hamsters fits in, this
writer is not entirely certain.
At least we can still sleep safe in
our beds knowing that if we are
ever harmed, there is a ten per‐
cent chance the pigs will catch
the bastard, with less chance than
that of any serious punishment to
follow. No wonder we have police
brutality.

act the stunning success which
this first issue of a quality
publication is certain to meet.
Onward, ever onward. May the
sun never set upon us, except at
sunset, and may it arise again
next morning.

SUMMER
HAS
PASSED
THROUGH and it was hard not to
notice that European time be‐
came one hour adrift from
British Summer Time. Now, while
this is not noteworthy in itself, it
does beg the question why the
British government
insist on toying
with the idea of ad‐
opting
Summer
Time permanently,
throughout
the
year, to bring us
into
line
with
Europe.
It is apparent
that what is re‐
quired is to adopt
GMT all year round
and stop messing about with the
clocks. If it is necessary to get
up earlier, or later, during
particular seasons, then let
people do just that. It is a sad
fact that if you get the public to
change the clocks, they then
accept that they are getting up
at the same time even though
they know they are not.
An even more sad fact is that
if you get the ruling political
party to change its leader before
an election, the public accept
that as the change which was
needed and re-elect the same
party to government even
though they really wanted to
vote them out of power.
Wort of all is when the op‐
position did likewise, in hope
more than anticipation methinks.

Reader’s rite Smalls
SADNESS

FOR SALE:

I am writing to express my
profound sadness having learnt
of the demise of the House of
Crun. In my opinion, Crun was
the best journal in its class. In
fact, it was the only journal in its
class. I am not sure that I can
continue to face the world,
knowing that Crun is not there.
Yours sincerely,
The editress, The House of
Crun.

Videos free to good home
A MAN FOR ALL SEASONS
DRIVER
WHO DARES WINS
THE FOG

REFLECTIONS
I think the fact that so many
people enjoyed reading The
House of Crun is a sad reflection
on society today. So much for
severalteen years of conservat‐
ive government.
Yours sincerely,
Annoyed, of Luton.

Footnotes

This issue has been seriously
delayed by lack of effort, in‐
Enquiries should be directed to vention, and interest of the edit‐
the editress of this journal.
ress and readership.
[Yes, really!]
There is a distinct possibility
that Tony Blair and his party will
win the next election. As a left
wing publisher was heard to
SUNNY SON
think: ‘Oh shit.’
Why didn’t Elton John want him
There is a slight possibility that
to?
John Major and his party will win
the next election. As a left wing
publisher was heard to think: ‘Ah
THOUGHTS
well.’
British beef is wholesome and
Have you ever thought?
harmless. Just like chicken,
eggs, Fred West, and traffic
fumes.
GOODWILL

It is said that the current ‘festive
season’ is that of ‘good will to all
GNASHING
men’. Be that as it may, and it
may, what about the bloody wo‐
As I passed the Post Office the
men?
other day, I was shocked to hear
a great gnashing and wailing of
teeth, with ejaculations of ‘Crun, HUSH
Crun, it is gone from I.’
Yours sincerely,
There’s a kind of hush – but
what kind exactly?
Deafened, of Luton.

PHOENIX
It is funny how things work out.
Just as one great journal dies, so
another is born. It is so, so won‐
derful to be included in the first
issue
of
this
magnificent
publication.
Yours sincerely,
The editress, The Organ
Grinder’s Monkey.

Monkey Business
by Tikolai Sokszov

STOP PRESS ...
XMAS CARD

Christmas is bollocks,
love from Scrooge.
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