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(That’s Introduction by way of introduction)























I love anagrams. Always have done. From the day my mum first taught me the intricacies of the Daily Telegraph crossword, to the drunken evening I worked out that ex-footballer and professional Frenchman David Ginola became Vagina Dildo, wordplay has intrigued and continually surprised me. (For those of you that haven’t yet realised, My Gonads Roar is an anagram of Gordon Ramsay. There’ll be a lot of this sort of thing, so if you’re finding it tough going already, you might want to put this down and go see what about the French has annoyed Jeremy Clarkson this Christmas.)


Anagrams have been around for thousands of years. Since Adam and Eve first figured out that repents is an anagram of serpent, people have been fascinated by the little ironies that occur when you begin to play with the order of a word’s letters. Pythagoras and Plato were both said to have been big anagram fans – in ancient Greek, obviously, so not particularly quotable – and various Jewish mystics in the thirteenth century, particularly the Kabbalists, were big on saying stuff like ‘Secret mysteries are woven into the numbers of letters’. Famously, Louis XIII once appointed a Royal Anagrammatist to entertain his court with amusing anagrams of people’s names. Maybe there’ll be work for me when Charlie takes over from Liz.


Most recently, of course, it has been Dan Brown who has carried the anagram beacon into the dark recesses of popular culture. This book has roughly one hundred times more anagrams in it than his record-breaking bestseller, which made him a millionaire many times over. I’ll leave you to do the maths.


As a seasoned anagrammatist, I see word alternatives all the time. Like the kid in that film, but with anagrams not dead people. I can’t see something without changing its letters. Sitting in traffic behind a Cavalier, I’d think what A Vile Car. Indeed, my obsession meant that one year, I scared my own children when I wrote them a note saying that if they were good, Satan would come down the chimney. I’ve even written my own epitaph in anticipation of the day I meet my Dog – ‘Even if I am hated in death, have real fun at my funeral.’


If I were an examiner, job interviewer or emperor of the world, I would start every test with the question, ‘Name me two fruits that are anagrams of each other.’ The question requires thought, imagination and creativity, and therefore gives you an immediate insight into the intelligence and flexibility of the candidate.


If you aren’t able to work the answer out now, I hope you will by the end of the book. If, however, having finished the last page, you are still desperately shuffling the letters of coconut around, frantically checking the dictionary for the existence of the cuntcoo, you may have a way to go. Perhaps the joy I find in anagrams comes from the fact that nothing is added or indeed taken away. The new word is already there in the old one; you just can’t see it yet, and because of this, anagrams always have a kind of truth about them.


Anagrams contain, for me, the essence of humour, that moment of surprise, of violent realignment that the simplest, funniest jokes have. They are utterly irreverent; they care little for reputations, and everything and everyone can be anagrammatised – celebrities in the worlds of sport, music, politics, books and films all get the treatment in the pages that follow.


The results are funny and occasionally crude, and often reveal something we’ve always suspected but have been afraid to think.


Is the new Arctic Monkeys album really going to be called Sticky Romance? Is there an Oscar for Meg Ryan for her role in the Nazi blockbuster Germany? And really, was ex-Manchester United coach Steve McClaren the Cleverest Man(c) for England?


So consider this book your anagram school. Interspersed with my own satirical look at the world is a series of tests on subjects ranging from The Royal Family to Countries and History. We’ll start, though, with music and the home of Farters of Arse – Greatest Shit.
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The cosmetic nature of names is, perhaps, more crucial in the music industry than any other. This is why budding artists spend an enormous amount of time inventing band names, noms de plume and pseudonyms, seeking to infuse an effortless cool into the very fabric of their name.


It was a stroke of genius that launched the Spice Girls into the pop world, as opposed to the Pig Slicers, although horses for courses and all that; and Tears for Fears would never have lasted beyond ‘Mad World’ had they debuted as Farters of Arse. Rumours that the Backstreet Boys are reinventing themselves as Cheeky Tot Stabbers are, alas, unfounded.


Paul Hewson, aka Bono, is another prime example. Would U2 be the band they are now, if fronted by a man called Nobo? I think not, although Boon might have squeezed a couple of top 40s out. Unfortunately for the Irish rock gods, anagrams know all of your secrets. Everything you are is revealed through rearrangement in Anagramland.


So how have other legends achieved their iconic status in our new alternative world? Well, Belinda Carlisle had Ideal Brain Cells, Elvis Costello’s Voice Sells Lot, Bruce Springsteen had a Bursting Presence and Rod Stewart made millions despite being the Worst Dater.
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David Essex was more successful on that front as he always Advised Sex, as was Axl Rose, who guaranteed Oral Sex, along with David Lee Roth, A Red-Hot Devil, and Alison Moyet, One Moist Lay. Simon Le Bon has been less successful, however, after publicly admitting ‘I Nob Melons’. Kylie Minogue also needs to work on her somewhat bold chat-up line, ‘You Like Minge?’ Apparently ‘I Like ’Em Young’ is her excuse. Her sister Danielle Minogue’s qualities as a Genuine Male Idol are clear. But surely the best charades of all have been the sham weddings and attention-grabbing antics of Britney Spears, which were of course, the Best PR in Years.


The good news for Chris Rea is that he’s a Rich Arse; less good news for Sir Paul McCartney, though – despite his Musical Carpentry, he was really taken to the cleaners by the Mercenary Hatchet, Heather McCartney.


Last word is from the lovely George Michael, whose comment on the subject is ‘I Come, He Gargle. ’ Thanks George.


In the seventies, a band called Sad Café released an album called Façades. Using their blueprint, here are some artists’ names rearranged as the albums they could release and what those albums might be like.
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Arctic Monkeys – STICKY ROMANCE


Thirteen teenage self-love anthems from the sprightly northerners, including ‘Towel Stains’, ‘Sorry about the Tissues, Ma’ and the smash hit single ‘The Sheffield Spunker’.
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Mariah Carey – A HAIRY CREAM


Mariah Carey decides to dedicate a whole album to her new shaving foam sponsor. The songs ‘Shaving All My Love’, ‘All I Want for Christmas is a Brazilian’, ‘Bic Me, Lick Me, Dick Me’ and the epic ‘Ballad of Baldy Beaver’ really show off Mariah’s extraordinary vocal range. The videos are fab, involving huge amounts of lather and the occasional Band-Aid.
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Barbra Streisand – SERBIAN BARSTARD


A far cry from ‘The Way We Were’, old Babs launches a vicious and indeed unwarranted attack on the Manchester United defender Nemanja Vidic. The single ‘You’re Not as Good in the Air as Rio’ is particularly cutting.
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Pink Floyd – DINKY FLOP


Habitual concept-album splendour from the veterans of the deep and meaningful, this time tackling the tricky subject of male impotence. ‘Say Goodbye to Mister Stiff’, ‘Droopy’ and ‘Are You In Yet?’ will be the real stadium-pleasers.
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Red Hot Chili Peppers – DERELICT HIPHOPPERS


‘Give it away, give it away, give it away now.’ You know, sometimes I just wish they would. Nonsensical rapping and a lot of lisping.
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Chemical Brothers – BESMIRCH THE CAROL


A controversial alternative Christmas album from the big-beat fusion maestros, which includes ‘O Little Town of Bethnal Green’ and ‘Ding Dong Merrily I’m High’.
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The Klaxons – LATEX HONKS


The Nu-Rave visionaries are back with an album consisting of the sound of someone wearing cheap latex trousers getting up from a sofa set to wicked wicked beats. Glowsticks are so in right now. If you’re a twat.
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Céline Dion – NICE ’N’ OILED


Céline takes a different direction with her seven-hundred-and-thirty-third release and it all gets a little inappropriate. Interesting album cover.
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Bruce Springsteen – BURPING ERECTNESS


A testosterone-belching and boning overload from Bruce Almighty sees him addressing such issues as impregnating young girls, getting blind drunk with the lads and driving fast American cars. In the soon-to-be-released single, ‘Riding the Alcoholic Highway with My Baby’, he manages to fit all three of his favourite subjects into four quite astonishing minutes.
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Christina Aguilera – CHILEAN AIR GUITARS


Filmed live in Santiago, Ms Aguilera literally gets her rocks off with some Red Hot Chileans. Her worldwide smash ‘Dirrty’ is performed with even more r’s than normal, and the encore is unnecessarily messy.
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George Benson – GREEN BONGOES


George hits desperation stakes with a back-to-my-environmentalist-roots collection of drum and bass minus the bass nonsense. Dreadful. Really dreadful.
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Simon and Garfunkel – SANG FOUL IN DENMARK


As part of their reunion world tour, Paul and Art astonish crowds around the Little Mermaid statue with a hugely controversial set, which includes ‘Get a Proper Flag’, ‘Hans Christian Who?’, ‘All Vikings are Gay’ and ‘Shove It up your Copenhagen’.
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Snow Patrol – POLAR TOWNS


Raising awareness of the melting caps as well as giving us another twelve songs that sound like, but aren’t quite as good as, ‘Run’, come Ireland’s much-loved indie rockers. Expect a video with a furry white bear on a slab of floating ice, whilst uncaring bastards in Knightsbridge drive one child around in a 4x4.
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Girls Aloud – SUGARDILLO


On this revolutionary album, the CD has actually been replaced by a laminated A1 poster of the girls. More importantly, what order do you have them in? For me, anagram-wise, it has to be:




One Nice Lady


Harridan’s Hag


Nicer Bra Tools


Killer Whambeys


Hole Lyccer
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Alanis Morissette – MENSTRALITE OASIS


Alanis Morissette returns with forty-eight minutes of twisted, revenge-filled, man-hating vitriol. With the opening rockers ‘Ballbreaker’ and ‘You Shithead’, the tone of the album is very much set. The lilting ballad ‘Touch Me There and I’ll Kill You, Bollock Brain’ is an emotional tearjerker that will have your lachrymal glands desperate for a refill. The entire acidic vengeance climaxes with the toe-tapping, reggae-tinged ‘Gonna Turn Lezza’. A certainty for the Mercury Music Prize shortlist.
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Amy Winehouse – WHY U SO MEANIE?


North London’s most delicate wallflower just cannot understand why anyone would be against her. Let me think…
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Bryan Adams – RANDY SAMBA


In this ‘Live in Rio’ extravaganza, the old Cragmeister plays the crassly innuendo-ridden ‘Summer of ’69’ three times during a tortuous two-hour live set in front of a worryingly enthusiastic Brazilian crowd. Watch them go, as well as throw, bananas when Big Bry announces, ‘This is a song called “Everything I Do, I Do It for You, Rio”.’ Life-changing, in a male menopause sort of way.
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Bob Marley and the Wailers


– BASEMENT HOLIDAY WARBLER


We’re Jamming. Kingston.
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Stephen Gately – PLEASE THY GENT


Conflates biblical imagery from the Song of Solomon with the sort of squelchy, innuendo-laden beats not heard since ‘Relax’. Meanwhile, Ronan Keating has the cold dead eyes of the walking damned.
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Simple Minds – MILD PENISMS


Stand-out tracks include ‘Willy’, ‘Winkle’, ‘Wee Todger’ and ‘Pee Pee’.
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Morrissey – SEMI-SORRY


‘My cup is only ever half-full, and it’s half-day closing, on my half-term break in Hertfordshire,’ laments the Manc genius and iconic Smiths frontman, only partly apologising for this collection of suitably laconic songs. Revel in the singalong sounds of ‘Shrouded in Sadness’, ‘Buried in Badness’, ‘Gladiola Gladness’ and ‘Married to Madness’.
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Natalie Imbruglia – I’M LATE IN BULGARIA


Autobiographical and deeply sentimental offering from the doe-eyed Australian beauty about queuing to buy a pregnancy test in Sofia.
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Deacon Blue – UNCODEABLE


A welcome comeback from the Scottish pop-rockers with a collection of ceilidh dances, none of which you will understand. ‘Boat to Stranraer’, ‘Schcudna Pudna in the Wee Dune Jimmy’ and ‘I Lost You in the Himiny-Hominy’ are the only tracks that are vaguely decipherable.
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Britney Spears – PRESBYTERIANS


Newly dried out and looking for musical guidance, Britney turns to the Bible in the first of two simultaneous releases. Apparently, she’s going to heaven and Kevin Federline is going to hell. Amen.


[image: ]






Britney Spears – BRITNEY’S PEARS


Proving that it’s not all about complicated word wizardry in Anagramland, the troubled Ms Spears-Federline-Other One gives us pop classics such as ‘Jubblees’, ‘Fun Bags’ and ‘Hooters.’ Not gratuitous at all then.
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Marvin Gaye – RE: MY VAGINA


Wonderful concept album in which Gaye’s songs are reimagined as one long flirty intra-office email.
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Whitesnake – WAKE THE SIN


The challenge, it seems, with most David Coverdale productions is to see how many euphemisms for the male genitalia one can come up with during the course of a long player (oops, there’s one already). Grab the Crass Thesaurus (ha, ‘The Sore-Arse’!) then and listen out for the erotic sounds of ‘Torpedo of Love’, ‘Loaded Rifle’, ‘’Ere Jack, You’re Late’ and the ultra-subtle ‘Ten Inches of Throbbing Love Muscle’s Coming Your Way, Baby’. Who needs chocolates and roses when you’ve got the ’Snake around?
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Judas Priest – JUPITER’S SAD


Darkness abounds on this astronomically good CD from the devilish Masters of the Occult. Watch out for the hidden track at the end which when played backwards spells out ‘Murder the Badger’ in Greek. Expect an RSPCA inquiry at the Acropolis next year following a spate of badger deaths and one beaver – they’re not big on zoology in Greece.
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Lily Allen – LLAINELLY


Stunning Welsh tribute album from the extraordinarily talented Ms Allen. You try coming up with something better with four Ls. Do I come to where you work and tell you how to do your job?
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