
A STORY ... as told by The Good People of Queen’s Park, 11 June 2011

ONCE UPON A TIME ... l long legged girl was jogging around the park.  Her name was Julie and she had dark, dark secrets.  Julie just received, on inheritance, £100,000, but she didn’t know the person who died.  All she had to do was reply to the email she had received that morning.  Was it really true about the email, I wonder?

The lies - all lies!

But the email from Jeff from Sieraa Leone asking for £50,000 up front to the Western Union bank account seemed so genuine....

As she pondered what to do, the kettle shrieked and wearily she stood up and made her way to the kitchen.  Musingly she poured herself a cup of tea and stared dreamily out of the window.

Suddenly a lion leapt dramatically into the room.  It roared “I WANT A KIT-KAT”.

“Excuse me,” she replied, “do I know you?  Do I look like a Kit-Kat merchant?”  Upon this, they drew knives from beneath their coats and lunged at the figures.  Claws raked, as knives sliced through flesh.  The assailants fell back, blood gushing from the sliced flesh of their chests.

“Whatever ... “ said Jim.  We need to get ready if we are to get to the club before midnight.

The heavens opened; a shaft of light beamed down upon them.  Aghast, they looked up. The ghost of Bob Monkhouse was descending from the skies, arm outstretched Christlike.  His feet touched the ground, his eyes aflame.

“Not so fast”, shouted Bruce Forsythe, mounted on his faithful steed. “War bastard, clad in the King’s golden armour”.

“Show-off” muttered Cu Cullen, shouldering his hurley and placing the shliotor in his pocket.  Turning to leave, his trench coat sent a spray of rainwater as he spun on his heel to leave ... and slipped on a banana peel.

“Stupid laws of comedic timing” he muttered, dusting himself off.  It was the third time that week that Shane Warne had slipped on a banana peel, trying to spread out his jacket in front of her on the ground, on a wet afternoon.

Liz, at that moment, spotted the Save Kensal Library stall, changed direction and went over to the bomb.  The thing was ticking loudly and shaking.  Then suddenly the bomb exploded in a shower of mutant pineapples.  There was a splatter of yellow, green and purple.  Liz was saturated in pineapple juice.  She squeezed out her juice saturated coat into a glass, added some vodka and a dash of curacao.  It was a great cocktail.

She drank deeply.  She had a craving for another.  She was drinking when her dragon, named Burnt-Toast, burned off all her hair by accident.  She pulled out her tank.  She shot a kiwi at him out of her magic fruity tank until Burnt-Toast was pregnant.

“Serves you right” she quipped, and decided to make herself another cocktail.  

“Singapore Sling, eh?” 

“Not on a Wednesday” she replied. 

“But it’s Thursday” he answered.

Cross, she downed her drink in one.  Then someone told her a really funny joke and splattered it on the table.  Then she exploded and turned into an angry sausage.

Somewhere in Japan the explosion made a person fall over.  

The angry sausage then entered the skipping tournament, and won!  It was a tight race, but he had speed on his side and skills that the others could only envy.  Then he jumped onto a barbecue and became famous for committing suicide.

Then he came back from the dead to hunt the smelly butchers on the High Street. Thus, after numerous e-coli outbreaks, the smelly butcher had to close down and then became another post tat-shop, selling things no one really needs.  The whole village was very angry; they already had a DFS and HMV. They really needed six new libraries and a bicycle shop.  

So, angrily, a mob of angry hobbits and tramps decided that enough was enough.

They, along with the Poo-Fairies, attacked and looted HMV and stole all the PS-3 games.  They bought the land and turned it into the shrine for hobos.  Also, DFS had the Hobbit Sale, the End-of the-World Sale (and the End-of-Sale Sale, and the Summer Sale).  A day later all of the Hobbits and Poo-Fairies were drunk. 

A few days later when all were sober, the Hobbits took up residence in DFS.  They realised DFS catalogues were not much fun to read and they all made a wish for some proper books to arrive soon.  Soon they were brought ‘The Lord of the Rings’ and ‘The Hobbit’.

With a click of his tongue the Shadow turned on his heel and strove through the dusk.  Stars twinkled like diamonds above him, and a thin layer of mist descended.  He strode on towards the mountain, blackness in his heart and death in his name.

Suddenly she had appeared unannounced, with her gristly jowls shimmering with the glimmering oil of her lover’s droplets.  And then, when I stand back and think of that moment, when I put my head in my hands and stare at the ground, I feel the moment of realisation has truly arrived.

“Let’s do it” I said.

And with that, she turned on her heels and sprung out of the wild and flew over the trees and buildings, off to Neverland - Peter Pan in hot pursuit.

Suddenly, Peter Pan’s bad brother appeared - Evil-Pan.  He pulled out Evil-Bell and she attacked Tinkerbell.  He then turned into a MASSIVE turd, and fell on someone’s freshly Hoovered carpet. 

“We’re falling” chuckled Peter, in absolute terror.

Then the Poo-Fairies and the Hobbits came.  After that everything improved.

The sun shone; no more pineapples exploded and Brent Council finally realised the error of its ways and decided to keep all the libraries open.  The lost dog was found.

“We fairies are trying to get Evil-Pan back in prison, after killing his mum”.  But then the whole wall of coolness exploded and Eragon, on a blooming massive dragon, held a flaming sword and cried, because he’s a baby, and then his vortex of the temporal rift appeared and Dr Who flew out and said “I’m a chicken”, and then Amy had a baby called Riversong who was, freakily, older than her mum (why did that happen?).

But then the Tardis ate everyone, so everyone died.  Suddenly Tom decided to marry El-Anna.  So they went back to King Hugo’s palace and got married.  After that, Marvel decided to get married to Tom’s mum, but then Eragon tried to kill Tom - but failed.

Wonder Woman bashed open the doors “Hey! Why didn’t you invite me to the wedding?” she asked.

“I didn’t have your phone number” said King Hugo.  The chicken (Dr Who), got married to Wonder Woman, and ... EVERYONE LIVED HAPPILY EVER AFTER ... The End


