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Hi! My name is Yoko Ono.


I’d like you to meet John Lennon.





INTRODUCTION



At Woolton village fete I met him. I was a fat schoolboy and, as he leaned an arm on my shoulder, I realised that he was drunk. We were twelve then, but, in spite of his sideboards, we went on to become teenage pals.


Aunt Mimi, who had looked after him since he was so high, used to tell me how he was cleverer than he pretended, and things like that. He had written a poem for the school magazine about a hermit who said:


‘as breathing is my life, to stop I dare not dare.’ This made me wonder right away – ‘Is he deep ?’ He wore glasses so it was possible, and even without them there was no holding him. ‘What ‘bus?’ he would say to howls of appreciative laughter.


He went to Quarry Bank High School for Boys and later attended to the Liverpool Art College. He left school and played with a group called the Beatles, and, here he is with a book. Again I think – ‘Is he deep ?’ ‘Is he arty, with it or cultured ?’


There are bound to be thickheads who will wonder why some of it doesn’t make sense, and others who will search for hidden meanings.


‘What’s a Brummer?’


‘There’s more to ‘dubb owld boot’ than meets the eye.’


None of it has to make sense and if it seems funny then that’s enough.
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P.S. I like the drawings too.
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Partly Dave



There once upon a time was a man who was partly Dave – he had a mission in life. ‘I’m partly Dave’ he would growm in the morning which was half the battle. Over breakfast he would again say ‘I am partly Dave’ which always unnerved Betty. ‘Your in a rut Dave’ a voice would say on his way to work, which turned out to be a coloured conductor! ‘It’s alright for you.’ Dave used to think, little realising the coloured problem.


Partly Dave was a raving salesman with the gift of the gob, which always unnerved Mary. ‘I seem to have forgotten my bus fare, Cobber,’ said Dave not realising it. ‘Gerroff the bus then’ said Basubooo in a voice that bode not boot, not realising the coloured problem himself really. ‘O.K.’ said partly Dave, humbly not wishing to offend. ‘But would you like your daughter to marry one ?’ a voice seem to say as Dave lept off the bus like a burning spastic.





No Flies on Frank
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There were no flies on Frank that morning – after all why not ? He was a responsible citizen with a wife and child, wasn’t he ? It was a typical Frank morning and with an agility that defies description he leapt into the barthroom onto the scales. To his great harold he discovered he was twelve inches more tall heavy! He couldn’t believe it and his blood raised to his head causing a mighty red colouring.


‘I carn’t not believe this incredible fact of truth about my very body which has not gained fat since mother begat me at childburn. Yea, though I wart through the valet of thy shadowy hut I will feed no norman. What grate qualmsy hath taken me thus into such a fatty hardbuckle.’


Again Frank looked down at the awful vision which clouded his eyes with fearful weight. ‘Twelve inches more heavy, Lo!, but am I not more fatty than my brother Geoffery whose father Alec came from Kenneth – through Leslies, who begat Arthur, son of Eric, by the house of Ronald and April – keepers of James of Newcastle who ran Madeline at 2-1 by Silver Flower, (10-2) past Wot-ro-Wot at 4/3d a pound ?’


He journeyed downstairs crestfalled and defective – a great wait on his boulders – not even his wife’s battered face could raise a smile on poor Frank’s head – who as you know had no flies on him. His wife, a former beauty queer, regarded him with a strange but burly look.


‘What ails thee, Frank?’, she asked stretching her prune. ‘You look dejected if not informal,’ she addled.


‘Tis nothing but wart I have gained but twelve inches more tall heavy than at the very clock of yesterday at this time – am I not the most miserable of men ? Suffer ye not to spake to me or I might thrust you a mortal injury; I must traddle this trial alone.’


‘Lo! Frank – thou hast smote me harshly with such grave talk – am I to blame for this vast burton ?’


Frank looked sadly at his wife – forgetting for a moment the cause of his misery. Walking slowly but slowly toward her, he took his head in his hands and with a few swift blows had clubbed her mercifully to the ground dead.


‘She shouldn’t see me like this,’ he mubbled, ‘not all fat and on her thirtysecond birthday.’


Frank had to get his own breakfast that morning and also on the following mornings.


Two, (or was it three?) weeks later Frank awake again to find that there were still no flies on him.


‘No flies on this Frank boy,’ he thought; but to his amazement there seemed to be a lot of flies on his wife – who was still lying about the kitchen floor.


‘I carn’t not partake of bread and that with her lying about the place,’ he thought allowed, writing as he spoke. ‘I must deliver her to her home where she will be made welcome.’


He gathered her in a small sack (for she was only four foot three) and headed for her rightful home. Frank knocked on the door of his wife’s mothers house. She opened the door.


‘I’ve brought Marian home, Mrs. Sutherskill’ (he could never call her Mum). He opened the sack and placed Marian on the doorstep.


‘I’m not having all those flies in my home,’ shouted Mrs. Sutherskill (who was very houseproud), shutting the door. ‘She could have at least offered me a cup of tea,’ thought Frank lifting the problem back on his boulders.





Good Dog Nigel


Arf, Arf, he goes, a merry sight,


Our little hairy friend,


Arf, Arf, upon the lampost bright


Arfing round the bend.


Nice dog! Goo boy,


Waggie tail and beg,


Clever Nigel, jump for joy


Because we’re putting you to sleep at three of the clock, Nigel.
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At the Denis







	Madam:


	I have a hallowed tooth that suffer me grately.







	Sir:


	Sly down in that legchair Madam and open your gorble wide – your mouse is all but toothless.







	Madam:


	Alad! I have but eight tooth remaining (eight tooth left).







	Sir:


	Then you have lost eighty three.







	Madam:


	Impossyble.







	Sir:


	Everydobby knows there are foor decisives two canyons and ten grundies, which make thirsty two in all.







	Madam:


	But I have done everything to save my tooth.







	Sir:


	Perhumps! but to no avague.







	
Madam:



	Ah! why did I not insult you sooner ?







	Sir:


	To late, it must be now or neville.







	Madam:


	You will pull it out for me then ?







	Sir:


	No, madman, I will excrete it.







	Madam:


	But that is very painfull.







	Sir:


	Let me see it – Crack! there it be madarce.







	Madam:


	But sir I wished to keep (was anxious to keep) that tooth.







	Sir:


	It was all black and moody, and the others are too.







	Madam:


	Mercy – I will have none to eat with soon.







	Sir:


	A free Nasty Heath set is good, and you will look thirty years jungle.







	Madam:


	(Aside) Thirty years jungle; (Aloud) Sir I am no catholic, pull out all my stumps.







	 


	O.K. Gummy.










The Fat Growth on Eric Hearble
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One fat morning Eric Hearble wake up with an abnorman fat growth a bombly on his head. ‘Oh crumb,’ said Eric Hearble, who was a very very, surprised. Anyway he carried on as Norman for why should he worried ? All of suddy he heard a small little voice calling him by name, ‘Eric … Eric Hearble ’ it seemed to say though I couldn’t say for sure.


That night the very same voice spoke saying ‘Eric, I am a growth on your very head, help me, Eric.’


Soon Eric became very attached to his fat growth friend.


‘Call me Scab,’ the voice said and he was.


‘Call me Eric,’ Eric said naturly as he could. From then on you never saw Eric without the big fat scab growth on his head. And that’s why Eric Hearble lost his job teaching spastics to dance.
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