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Preface


When asked how he manages to ‘keep so cheerful’ in the early mornings, Terry Wogan restrains the natural urge to strike the questioner a blow to the mazzard, and puts his bonny temperament down to clean living, and eating his crusts as a child.


Pressed for a more comprehensive answer, and I wouldn’t advise it, the ageing funster will admit to the occasional small cloud blighting his horizon, such as the back of Jimmy Young’s head, but our hero’s normally sunny spirits are immediately restored by a typical letter from one of his army of loyal fans: ‘Dear Big-Head, why don’t you . . .’ There usually follows an interesting suggestion, which, even if it were physically possible, would not make for ‘good radio’.


This grand bunch of ordinary folk, members all of the Terry Wogan Is Tops Society, or TWITS, are the people he relies upon to keep him supplied with a steady torrent of the abuse and contumely which so characterize his Morning Show.


‘But what,’ I hear you cry, ‘is the good of all this? How does it advance man’s aspirations, or the Reithian principles of broadcasting?’ Shut up a minute, and heed this anonymous letter from a Middlesbrough listener:


‘. . . keep up the good work. You are fulfilling a much needed role in society, by being on the receiving end of so much aggression. If it wasn’t for you, there would be many more battered grannies . . .’


So there.


In this slim volume you’ll find many a ripping yarn of:


The Unspeakable Goings-On at the BBC (our reporter made his excuses, and left)


The DG’s Human Sacrifices


The Dance of the BBC Virgins


Wogan’s Winners (or how to keep William Hill in the comfort to which he is accustomed)


The Appalling Saga of the Floral Dance (‘I thought I could hear the curious moan, of Terence Wogan and a Big Trombone’)


Terrible Happenings at Penge-sur-Mer (alors!)


Knickers of World War II


Telling Phrases from the Swahili (‘That man is a witch-doctor. He has a frog in his pocket’)


plus Hello Chunky, The Nude Vicar, The Beresk


Broadcaster . . .


Oh, and many a rattling good verse and finely-honed phrase, I promise you. But you know me, I’d promise you anything to keep you reading.


Frank Dickens, caring nothing for his reputation, did the illustrations.
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Who am I?


One hundred listeners, canvassed in the Matlock area, voice their appalling ignorance.
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Penge


Set in bracing downland country, Penge-sur-Mer is a blithe little spa, nestling at the foothills of Beckenham, Kent. Penge (pron. PONGE) is a hot-bed of utter respectability, and its denizens dislike my good-natured joshing of the place almost as much as the natives of Gerrards Cross resent it being referred to as ‘Gerr-aaards Crorse’.


Ballroom dancing, with all its attendant forbidden pleasures, is rampant in the environs of Penge, thanks to Frank and Peggy Spencer. The major industries are sewing on sequins, and hair-oil. Pamela Adams, Secretary of the Penge (Correct Pronunciation) Society, expands further on some of the local customs.


 


In Southern Penge


Are chaise-longues


In each front parlour


And busts of Mahler.


In Northern Penge


A pink blancmange


Is de rigueur


For pudding sir.


In Western Penge


It’s lemon sponge


For children’s parties


Not chips and Smarties.


And Penge East End


They often lend


To camera crews –


Such gorgeous views.


But Penge-sur-Mer


Is still more fair


Your accent’s wrong


It’s PENGE, not PONGE.
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It’s funny, but Solihull doesn’t much like being described as a ‘suburb of Birmingham’, either. The following pungent verse, while touching lightly on Penge, and indeed Beckenham, is merely a cover for a slur on my commercial activities . . . God bless them.


 


I heard you talk on the wireless,


About rich sunken pyramids.


So I sold my villa in Penge-sur-Mer,


And pawned the wife and kids.


Berkley Barclay of Beckenham,


A most delightful chap,


For a mere 10p plus VAT


Sold me a treasure map.


On a dogamaran hired at Barking,


I assembled a motley crew,


And sailed away down the River Thames,


To the Caribbean blue.


We battled on through wind and storm,


Through dysentery and malaria,


Till at last the great day dawned,


We arrived at the treasure area.


All hands scanned the calm blue sea,


Then a shout from the Bosun’s daughter,


There just off the old port bow,


Was a cross marked on the water.


Eagerly we dived down deep,


Oh! Lord Sir, we did boob,


No glittering pyramid met our gaze,


Just a tiny red beef cube!


Vic Jarvis,


Forest Hill.
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Hello Chunky!


In the beginning was the ‘Fight on Flab’, a pathetic attempt to hold the flagging interest of the jaded listeners with physical jerks of a violent nature. It has always astonished me that we didn’t get a ton of solicitors’ letters with every post from listeners who had done themselves a mortal mischief while following my bizarre instructions.


I did get a great many letters telling me of strange happenings. A housewife, embarrassed at the prospect of putting her family off their breakfast by lying on the kitchen floor with her legs in the air, repaired to the hall for her contortions, and was somewhat taken aback in the middle of them to see the watery eyes of the postman gazing at her through the letter-box. Many were the tales of being caught in flagrante delicto in the bathroom by the window-cleaner, which, in turn, brought heated denials from loyal window-cleaners’ wives.


The ‘Fight on Flab’ became something of a national institution; the BBC even published a book of its esoteric acrobatics. I became the recipient of much hysterical abuse about my own somewhat burly figure, but always stoutly maintained that there was no point at all in Fighting Flab if you didn’t have enough blubber to make the battle worthwhile.


Son of the ‘Fight on Flab’ was ‘Hello Chunky!’ which was concerned with diets, calories and generally healthful living. It seemed to bring out the poet, the slim-gilt soul that lurks behind every portly exterior:


Now listen ’ere Wogan, you’ve had your bit of fun,


You’ve tried to put me off me chips, and lovely sticky bun,


Apart from playing lousy discs, you’ve set out to depress me,


So let me tell you blue-eyes, your warnings don’t impress me.


I’ll go on eating trifle, and jam butties by the score,


And home-made scones with cream on, AND THEN I’LL HAVE SOME MORE,


And when they lay me down to rest, and stop me coffin with a cork,


I hope they’ll send me on me way, with half a leg of pork.


Audrey Moss,


Wigan.


 


Diana McAdie, a nutritionist who compiled ‘Hello Chunky!’ for me, suggested that the best way of finding out if you needed to lose weight was to jump up and down, naked, in front of a mirror. If there appeared to be a lot of wobbling and flopping going on, apart from the bits that are designed for that purpose, then diet and exercise were needed.


Mirror, mirror on the wall


I stand unclothed and shake it all,


I try an entrechat and splits


And look at all the wobbly bits.


I know your racing tips are bunk


But can you reduce me chunk by chunk?


If I suspend the hydrates (Carbo)


Will I end up like Greta Garbo


With little flesh upon the bone


Doomed for ever to be alone.


Or, should I to a hydro go


And part with all my hard-earned dough,


With ne’er a whisky or a ciggy


Emerge a duplicate of Twiggy;


Or shall I stay with pounds surplus –


Like a double-decker bus?


Vic Jarvis,


Forest Hill.
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One woman wrote to complain that she had been jumping up and down naked to her heart’s content, when her husband had returned home unexpectedly. Getting the wrong end of the stick completely, he immediately tore his clothes off and joined in the homely fun. Now she was pregnant, and what was I going to do about it?
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