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Virtue


You don’t have to be like this.


You can be so much better.
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Stop.


Please.


Think about your immortal soul.


We’ve just handed you this flyer because we saw a lost sheep. We saw someone in desperate need of Virtue. But most importantly, we saw what book you’ve just bought.


I know you’re thinking it’s just a ‘soft’ book. But there is no such thing as a ‘soft’ book! This is a gateway book. A filth-filled book version of a cannabis cigarette. It will only lead you one to harder books.


Sure, today you may be sitting wrapped up in the comfort of your own home, laughing at a safe distance at things like narcotics, drinking and genitals. But mark my words, you turn that page and next thing you know… you’ll be getting drunk. With strangers. And having sex with them. Several times. In several ways. Possibly with a dog watching. And swimming. Naked. On beaches! Maybe getting high. Getting super-high. Getting permo-high. And listening to ‘music’. Yes. Imagine that. Is that you? Do you want that?


You don’t have to be like this.


You can be so much better.




INTRODUCTION


Is it always wrong to kill a cat with a hammer?


Now, I know what you’re thinking. ‘Rudy, that’s an exceptionally odd way to start a book, you handsome rogue.’ And to that I would say ‘You had a chance to ask me any question and that’s what you go for? Honestly? You don’t want to ask about the fact that I do community service? (Oh, the stories I could tell!) Or that I got one of those shitty ASBOs? (I mean, that just blows the conversation wide open if you’re into politics and broken Britain, all that shit.) Or that in some messed-up fucking heebie-jeebie freak storm I got the power to spew out another (inferior, more moanier) version of myself? And not only that but by some weird coincidence that comes straight from the nightmare of a Daily Mail reading old biddy, all the other lads and ladies I’m doing my probation with got these powers too?’ Then I would deal with your compliment in an off-hand and charming way and depending on what way you piddle on a wire we would either be saddling up and heading back to mine to play a bit of Beethoven’s Piano Concerto Number Sex or forming a life-long relationship of mutual male respect.


But back to the cat. And the hammer. You see, we had to do that once. The cat had done nothing wrong, apart from ending up a zombie. And even that wasn’t his fault. But was what we did wrong? Was it fuck. In the end you have to weigh up that classic choice: which was the lesser of two evils, a world over-run with zombie cheerleaders or putting a hammer through dear, sweet Mr. Miggles’ head?


By the by, I haven’t just gone off on some weird, terrible tangent, confessing to brutally killing some old man, just like slipping it in there. Mr. Miggles was the cat.


Anyway, I digest. Why I’m bringing all this up is because it’s what this book is kind of all about. Wrongness. I mean, it’s nor ‘about’ it. But it’s in there. It’s definitely in there. When you read it you’ll think to yourself ‘This is wrong. It’s definitely wrong. Buuuuuuut… it doesn’t feel not right. Hhhhhmmm. I wonder what Rudy looks like in the nip.’


I guess what I’m getting at is that the goalposts have moved. Some bollocks has definitely come along while we were all having a half-time, chugging back cordial and eating out oranges, and moved the jumpers to somewhere else and never told anyone. What used to be wrong before might be not so wrong now. Because we’re living in different times. And we have powers. But mostly because of the different times thing.


So maybe while you’re flicking through the book here you should ask yourself ‘Is this really wrong? Or is it old wrong? Ancient wrong? Is there a new type of wrong? I wonder how “big” Rudy is?’


And maybe we don’t need to find a new wrong. Maybe we need a new right. Maybe those seven sins aren’t sins at all. I haven’t figured that bit out yet but maybe you just need to see it from a different perspective?


Our perspective.


Love,


Rudy


P.S. Big enough.






[image: images]




SCAN IT, PRINT IT OUT, HANG IT IN A NURSERY, DON’T EVER SAY WE NEVER DID NOTHING FOR THE YOUTH OF TOMORROW.


[image: images] is for Assman. Criminals and sphincters tremble at his name.


[image: images] is for Bruno. He was too kind for this world. And also a monkey in a human’s body. Not natural.


[image: images] is for Cornetto. The ice cream of choice for burying a corpse. I think it’s because it reminds you of childhood and a happy place.


[image: images] is for Double-Bagging. If they’re looking a bit rough, double-bag that shit. Belts and braces, people, belts AND braces.


[image: images] is for Eating. As in flesh-EATING super-powered STD that makes your dick fall off.
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[image: images] is for Fight: Bear vs. Shark. Philosophers have wrestled with this thought experiment for generations. Current trends in epistemological reasoning distil it down to whether kicking is allowed.


The bear would rule the ring, but the shark would dominate a UFC cage. Then again, bears are notoriously ‘knifey’.


[image: images] is for Gary. Poor Gary.


[image: images] is for High Death Rate of Probation Workers. Thankfully, probation workers are harvested from orphanages and raised in vats of amniotic fluid. There’s a training college just outside of Wertham and inside it looks like the human fields in The Matrix.


[image: images] is for Insemination (self). Personally I use separate his and hers toilet rolls for my epic inter-gender wankathons.


[image: images] is for Junior, Nathan. The ultimate ‘Nature vs. Nurture’ experiment. I’ve a 4/1 bet on that his first word will be ‘felch’.


[image: images] is for … uh … stuck on this one … um … Killing! Is it killing though? It’s such a definite word. I’d go with ‘creative self-defending’.


[image: images] is for Lactokinesis. Useful for teatime tricks and murderous rampages and absolutely nothing in between.


[image: images] is for Mass Graves. As common in Wertham as muck. Which actually is the main component of mass graves. That and bodies. Thinking about it, they’re the only two things you need.


[image: images] is for Nazis, fucking. The comma is very important there. Some things are too far, even for Misfits … but apparently not for Alisha.


[image: images] is for Oldgasms. Don’t you just hate it when you’re in your early twenties and then you blow your biscuits and you’re suddenly eighty-two?


[image: images] is for Powers. Obvious.


[image: images] is for Quixotic. You could say the central characters’ search for happiness in a world where the bitch-goddess Nature has manifested the most obscene aspects of their inner-ego is quite quixotic. You could … but you’d be a c*nt.


[image: images] is for Richard Saunders. A soapy-bollocked, tree-shitting legend among men.


[image: images] is for Shovel. See ‘M’.
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[image: images] is for Tan Lines. Who says you can’t have an ASBO and an all-over tan?


[image: images] is for Underneath the Fly-By. Also see ‘M’.


[image: images] is for Virtue. Could have also gone with ‘virgins’ or ‘vagina-deniers’.


[image: images] is for Wheelchair. Good for racing and transporting dead bodies. And also if you’re disabled, I guess?


[image: images] is for X-Ray Vision. Thank fuck for X-ray vision. We would have been bollocksed without it! (In terms of this section … I’m really running out of steam).


[image: images] is for Y2K Bug. Uh … spoiler alert: it’s what caused the storm.


[image: images] is for Zombie Cheerleaders. I love you, zombie cheerleaders. I could kiss you on the mouth. I thought I was going to have to talk about how many people comment on the fact that Simon looks a bit zebroid (like or resembling a zebra).
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LAURA’S LETTER
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Dear future friends,


I’m sitting here, eating my breakfast, readying myself for our first day together and I’m surrounded by a lot of familiar smells – coffee, warm muffins, my husband’s aftershave, love. But there’s one odour that seems new. It seems fresh. As much a stranger in my life as I’m sure it is in yours … possibility.


I’m not like other probation workers. I’m not going to try and deny that I have a past. I do. And it’s one filled with regret and often sadness. But I think that’s where my strength lies. I will open myself up as a book for you, my young wards, to learn from. And I have much to teach. I hope you’re ready to learn.


True, this is my first day. And true, it is my first assignment. And true, most things in my life have not turned out as planned. Or well. Or without misery. But you know what is also true? I have a good feeling about this.


For today I am filled with hope and auspicious butterflies fluttering in the pit of my stomach, up along my oesophagus and out dancing in the new daylight. Today is a turning point. Today we turn everything around. Today we wrestle the quill from the sadistic deviant who is penning our tragedies and write for ourselves. Today. Today. Today.


I am very much looking forward to meeting you, Laura


(your new probation worker)
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DEAR SANTA…


Dear Mr Young,


We are – without a hint of regret – writing to inform you of your termination from our employ with immediate effect. It is customary on these occasions to thank you for your services and wish you well for the future. However, in this instance, I cannot bring myself to do so, both morally and physically, because to do so would perchance involve another child being irrevocably traumatised.


By all accounts you had been drinking. Some say a prodigious amount, especially for a Tuesday morning. And while facts are scant on what exactly you said to the child, sources have provided me with a glimpse into your mania with reports of ‘blood everywhere’, ‘stomping on head’, ‘placenta’ and ‘beautiful little funt-nugget’(?) all making an appearance. There have also been references made to wild simulations of copulation to illustrate later points in your diatribe.


But what is beyond question is what happened next. You leaned in – only seconds before the distressed mother could reach her child – and with one hand ruffling the child’s hair, you opened that foul mouth of yours and projectile-vomited into the child’s face, the veritable fist of spew flooring him instantly. Reports suggest you continued to cascade vomitus down upon the boy. Even into his open, wailing mouth.


My only semblance of regret comes with the news that you are a recent father. These are trying times in which to raise a family and I would never wish destitution on any new infant. But. Since this last week saw the first mention of the child, I have no doubt this ‘baby’ is the psychotic delusion of a disturbed mind.


Get fucked.


Yours,


Benjamin Lane





NOTICE OF INTENTION TO APPLY FOR AN ANTI-SOCIAL BEHAVIOUR ORDER IF THE DEFENDANT IS CONVICTED AND PROPOSED APPLICATION
(Criminal Procedure Rules 2005, Rule 50.3)




[image: images]




1. THIS NOTICE is to tell you (name and address of the defendant against whom the prosecutor intends to apply to the court for an anti-social behaviour order)


Kelly Bailey, Flat 23a Wertham Rise. Moorlands Estate. Wertham.


2. THE TERMS OF THE ORDER the prosecutor wants the court to make are: The defendant must not: (prosecutor to specify here the prohibitions required)


The defendant must attend a community payback scheme in Wertham Community Centre. Must report to a court appointed probation officer and undergo a series of counselling sessions with said officer. Said officers will not be challenged verbally or physically.


3. OFFENCE(S) WITH WHICH THE DEFENDANT IS CHARGED / HAS BEEN CONVICTED:


The defendant was involved in an altercation with the victim (Jodie Aryeh) which resulted in Ms. Aryeh receiving a ‘slap’. It is thought that the incident escalated after the defendant was called ‘a slag’. The defendant refused to comment on the issue. (The ‘slap’ rather than being a ‘slag’, which allegedly she’s not.)


4. VICTIM’S STATEMENT


J.A.: I don’t know what she’s talking about. I think she wants to be with my Darren, is all. There I was minding my own business when out of nowhere that slag, eh, the defendant … your honour … officer … she came up and walloped me. For nothing. She’s a fucking – no, don’t write fucking down. She’s proper mental. And a slag Tag the bitch.


5. DEFENDANT’S STATEMENT


K.B.: Right, I’m just saying cause I know you know what I’m on about but if someone calls you a slag you got to stand up for what’s right, yeah? And this time what was right was a slap. Whatever the fuck. This is all that rat dick Darren’s fault. You know he’s cheating on her? Tried it on with me but told him to fuck right off. Prick.


POLICE INTERVIEW TRANSCRIPT


DCI C: Interview starts at 21.42. This is DCI Steve Chalmers with suspect Kelly Bailey at Wertham Central Police station in the presence of…


DCI B: Detective Inspector Graham Bacon.


KB: What. The. Fuck? Your name is Bacon? Detective Bacon? [suspect laughs] I…I… [Suspect attempts to talk but, unable to, resumes laughing]


DCI B: Yes. Okay. We get it. You’re not being clever. [Suspect continues to laugh]


DCI C: You know Kevin Bacon played a policeman in Wild Things…


DCI B: Just leave it, Steve. Miss Bailey. I don’t know why you’re laughing. These are very serious charges.


KB: I didn’t do fucking nothing.


DCI C: Ah ha! Double negative. [Silence]


KB: Mate…


DCI B: Yeah. Mate…
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It’s not easy being a real-life hero. Here are seven simple rules to live by.






	Do what’s right.


	Do it all the time.


	Educate yourself about what heroes do.


	Push through fear.


	Realise your destiny.


	Persevere.


	Be prepared to die for what you believe in.
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It’s not easy being a real-life legend. Here are seven simple rules to drink to.






	Do what’s right in front of you: a can, a line, a shot, whatever.


	Do it all the time.


	Educate yourself about what legends take.


	Push through ’til your second wind.


	Realise Destiny is only one nightclub. If you’re barred … so what? There are plenty of other nightclubs to go to.


	Persevere.


	Be prepared to die for … DIE? Like actually die? Nope. No. Fuck that. You’re alright.
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SIMON BELLAMY


VICTIM OF FRAPE


Fakebook


Nathan Young – Serial Frapist: ‘He was asking for it, with his slutty un-password-protected phone. And it wasn’t always me. He was gang-fraped. Gang-fraped, I tell ya!’


Simon Bellamy: I’m wondering carrot or parsnip?


Kelly Bailey: Shepherd’s Pie?


Simon Bellamy: Up my arse.


Kelly Bailey: Hi Nathan.


Simon Bellamy changed his relationship status to engaged to melon.


Simon Bellamy: Is my penis definitely going to be as big as my daddy’s? Hope so!!!


Simon Bellamy: I am a nerd. I like Superman and talk about kryptonite. You know what my dog’s kryptonite is? Butt sex from me. He hates it. But I love it.


Simon Bellamy: I’m having a terrible day :(


Alisha Bailey: What’s wrong, babes?


Simon Bellamy: Prolapsed anus :’(


Alisha Bailey: Give Simon back his phone, Nathan.


Simon Bellamy just ‘checked-in’ to ‘a dirty sex dungeon’ with ‘Mammy Bellamy’.


Simon Bellamy: Pictures of horse cocks.


Simon Bellamy: OH NO! I thought that was Google! How do I delete????


Simon Bellamy: What does it mean when my farts smell like almonds? Am I dying?


Simon Bellamy: I think my probation worker Shaun is a ride. Man, if he knew the things I’d do to his balls, he’d call the police.


Simon Bellamy: I am the guy in the mask.


Kelly Bailey: Ran out of ideas, Nathan?


Simon Bellamy: I know. That one was shit.


Simon Bellamy: I got no balls.





Spot the Difference


Alright sweetcheeks? People are always on at me asking ‘How do I tell the difference between you and that depressed dick doppelganger of yours?’ Well, there’s the glaringly obvious. Beauty. He’s the Danny DeVito to my Arnold Schwarzenegger. Actually, he’s the Danny DeVito’s empty nutsack to my Arnie’s throbbing love muscle. Apart from that, here’s a couple of tell-tale signs to help you out.
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