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Check out more Modern Toss artwork at www.picturesinwalls.com, or go to the Tate and laugh at all the other shit artwork.
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Cunt
Bon-fucking-journo to you, one and all, and welcome to the first (Ed – if I have my way, the last) ever edition of Cheese Fondue Weekley.  Sorry about that head title though, I just wanted to make sure that offence was caused from the outset. Now I would say that I’ve spent precious months slaving away, trying to bring you the most hip, funky groovy, on-the-spot, up-to-date, trendiest piece of palaver since The Face, but that would be a lie. The Face fucking sucks and so does it’s pissy little faggy-hairdresser-haircut readers. But I have spent a few months, lounging about, going out, getting drunk, getting high, listening to music, skating and generally wasting my time. So I thought I would try to “be creative” and waste some of yours. What I bring before you is an amazement of amazingness. According to MS Word, amazingness is not a word, but what does that cunt Bill Gates know anyway, even with all that money, he still wouldn’t amaze himself by hiring a Mongolian hooker and forcing her to fire little figurines of porcelain giraffes out of her pussy. Now that would be amazing. So here it is you lovely British people (a bit of patriotism should get you cumbuckets on my side) the first ever decent piece of shit journalism ever to come out of Maidstone that aint called the Kent Messenger. Oh and why is it called cheese fondue? Because I fucking hate cheese and I fucking hate posh people. (They would totally eat cheese in a fondue stylee.) That and it would be so funny for some old fox-hunting, Chardonnay swilling, real-Burberry wearing biddie to pick it up and the first word she reads in it is cunt. Hahahahaha, that would make me laugh so much!!! Anyway, must go, “What happened to Michael Hutchinson’s millions” is starting on Channel Four. Enjoy and Die.
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What’s making everything suck

at the moment?
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        And to win this month’s prize of a Snoop Dog Lean, Mean, Bitching Grilling Machine, simply

        send in, on a Morrisons  PostCard, the estimated size of Joe’s grin in jellybeans per square inch. 

There are two things that suck at the moment, the first is how much things suck at the moment and the second is starting your first ever article with saying about how much things suck at the moment.  I should include about how over using the word “suck” or any of its grammatical friend variants suck, but that would suck. Unlike my “o’ so pro” writing skills. But the point I’m trying to get across to you at the moment is that no matter how lame, boring, non-naked-hooker-stylee party free your life seems, people have worse. And sure, that old chestnut of a catchphrase is well not what you want to hear, but fucking hear it arsehole.


Vice magazine (you don’t know? O.k., stop reading now, this is going to be a total waste of time for both me and you…Seriously, put it down. Now) once wrote an amazingly and brutally true “Guide to Happiness. Life changing. Most people would disagree, but when you hear a song that changes your life, because it means something to YOU (Mr Brightside, The Killers), then nobody can tell anything different, because you just don’t care what the truth actually is.


This is by no means a “Guide to Happiness.” Hell, how the fuck, am I ever gunna be able to tell you what to do, you don’t know me and I don’t know you. Reader writer relationship, period…Fuck that sounded so American…Point is, is that this ain’t going to show you how to instantly transform your life into something representing The Walton’s, but everyone knows that someone else’s misery equals someone else’s joy.


Right then, analyzation on myself beginning. First of is that the one thing I love about myself is the ability to have a positive look on everything and the one thing I hate about myself is the ability to have a positive look on everything. What, how is the possible I hear you cry, you had such an uber negative intro. Yeah, good fucking reading Sherlock, Monkeys with Spex could have figured that shit out, that bit about why I hate about myself got figured out last week.  Before that, it was that I could be a little too much. Well, when I say a little too much I just mean too much and on a Friday night when feeling a little spandangled, very much too much…But I’ve sorted that now, not even an issue anymore, well, only a little one anyway. No, what really sucks is how I keep on forgiving people and getting made to live like a mug. About a year ago, if I pissed someone off, people would be like, wicked, Ratboy (R.I.P) pissed yet another person off, big fucking deal and fuck off. And if someone pissed me off, everyone would be like, wicked, Ratboy’s pissed off, lets piss him off some more, he’s well easy to wind up. Luckily things have come along since then. In the words of Wayne aka World, I’m a little older, I’m a little wiser. Very much true, now if I piss someone off, I don’t care what everyone else is thinking, I’m just trying to make it up to that person and make some attempt at apologising. And if someone pisses me off? Ill tell ‘em what THEIR problem is and walk off, I don’t need to stand and listen to them, I’ve got REAL friends to chill with now. And that’s what its about. Chilling out. Sure you can be in party mood sometimes, but not all the time, otherwise where’s the fun in partying when it is time to party.  Nine times out of ten, these days, most people wanna chill.  Believe me. 


Anyway, the settings set and the build-ups built. Why then last week Mr Mitchell did your one thing you hate about yourself change into the thing you love about yourself? Well if I could have told you that 1 one sentence, I wouldn’t need to be writing this, fuck, I wouldn’t be indoors “slaving” (/smoking) away at this, I’d be outdoors, having it more-so on a Wednesday night than I would most Fridays night. It’s a combination of things, It always is. I cant just write down all what they were, that would be too simple, shit, I just cant help but to go off at a tangent most/all of the time. Ill just write a list and expand. Easier for both you and me.  Just try to think of this as a timeline as well though, that’s all.

1.) Slow realisation that everything in life sucks 

Mainly called the teenage years. Mum, Dad, All Break-ups, No Make-ups. Don’t get me wrong, my Mum fucking RULES. Sure she ain’t better than YOUR mum, no-ones mums better than your own mum and that’s why my mum rules, but not better than yours (She so does) Just a shame that I couldn’t see it at the time. Far as it went, Dad sucked and Mum paid for it. Apologies owed untold later in life. But even though my dad was the main cause of the problems, there were a lot of other contributors.

Mainly being – 
“Friends” or least people who gave that impression




Skateboarding

Media (not your media, but my media of sex, drugs and hip-hop)


`

Sex (Lack of)




Drugs (Too much of)




Hip-hop (Not enough good stuff of)

A wild combination of these, hormones, lack of self-discipline, self-respect and naivety all thrown together, pushed into a heap on the floor and made to sit there, watching one of the so called “best times of you life” pass you whilst majorly monged out, but still managing to get up every other hour to cause mayhem, (and breathe) caused me to act this way. Sure my life has been fucked (you don’t know the half of it mate) but slowing down and taking a bigger look at life has helped change it. Sure, I’m still young, shit, I only turn twenty this year, but I’ve been forced to grow up quick. I moved out on my own at seventeen, most people don’t leave “yo’mumma cribs kid” till 20 and even 30. And I say good fucking on you. If I got on that well with my mum, I would. But if you move out into this even more fucked up world at such a tender, impressionable age, you have to look at life in a more positive way. Fuck, how the hell else could you survive. Thinking about Iraq’s problems alone would push me towards a second suicide.


So then, we’ve discovered that in fact life shouldn’t suck. Unfortunately, what we want and what we get ARE TWO COMPLETLEY DIFFERENT THINGS. To get something, you have to work for it. So that’s what I did. I’ve moved from sleeping at Emma’s bedsit sofa (cheers bro) avec donkey teeth, mind bending weed, robbed electricity meters (who hasn’t) and Barnaby Barlow to laminate flooring, spotlights, laptops and surround sound, all rented off of Nick Fanculli’s dad! Not that material things make you happy. Only happiness makes you happy. And off to point two we go…

2.) What does make you happy then?

Well sitting about fucking moping about it ain’t gunna help, is it now sparky? Bollocks to all the shite that’s happened to you in the past. You don’t have to pretend that your dads funeral never happened(my dad didn’t die), or that that night with that Little Miss Piggy never happened, just talk it out with friends, family, whoever and then keep those issues in the back of your mind comfortably. That ain’t completely forgetting about your problems, that’s turning them into life experiences son. That’s the shit that will help you get through the next bout of hard-times.  Learn from your mistakes. Mix that in with making up with your mum, learning that you will always hate your dad (comfortably) and that there are good mates out there who ain’t gunna fuck you over, true friends that actually care about you, then you can relax and be happy. Be yourself. And then you can worry about material things! Hurrah indeed.

Material shit, dawg!

Well I’ve got an amazing family and friends and I’m finally feeling good about just being me, what could possibly make me happy? MATERIAL POSSETIONS! No, you don’t have to be a media whore and buy anything with a name brand on it, but wouldn’t you be much happier with that DJ Shadow, Entroducing album, that’s been entirely remixed by fucking DJ Qbert! Yes, you would, believe me. And Snoop Dogs own personal grill, that has to be better than George Forman’s Grill, would make me so damn happy. That might even bring a little tear of joy to my eye. AND ARGOS! What the hell would make me happier that having enough money to buy two of every kind from the laminated book of dreams so I could construct my own Argos Arch. TM. I would be happier than an Eric Cartman with his own theme park. Unfortunately you will never be rich enough to do that last thing, but you may be rich enough to win the amazing prize of a Snoop Dog Grill in the game of life, SO GET DOWN COLLEGE AND GET SOME FUCKING EDUCATION TWAT. Seriously, you wont be able to afford teeth if you fucking don’t. (I can’t, you should see my dentistry bills) It’s all about little bits of paper these days and unless you’ve got a PhD in Wee, you ain’t getting jack shit off me beggar boy. And do it whilst your young, whilst Mr Tony Blair is still disgruntling paying for you. You could never imagine how much of a lame it is having to do a 9 till 5 AND having to still go do coursework. Lame lame lame my unwilling friend. And if you are doing this, then you owe me one fuck you.

You might just tip it over.

No major explanations needed on this last one. Just don’t forget about all the shit that sucks. If you walk blindly for long enough, there’s always some cunt to trip you up in the street to bring you crashing to the ground.  That’s what happened to me. That’s called a reality check son. Or at least that’s what gangsta’s say. Most people call them cunts that ruin your day. Or at least that’s what I say.

There. My life. Ripped apart by your harsh, sarcastic words of hate. Or maybe you liked it. Either way, I don’t care. You shouldn’t even be reading this, this weren’t supposed to be realised. Fuck Off. Oh well, I never wanted to be a writer anyway. Honest.  
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 Even the residents of Westminster know when it’s party time

Political Point of The Week.

You know the whole world is going crazy when the best rapper is white, the best golfer is black, the tallest guy in the NBA is Chinese, the Swiss hold the America’s cup, France is accusing the US of arrogance, Germany doesn’t want to go to war and the three most powerful people in the world are named Bush, Dick and Colon. But fuck it, its Friday, lets get pissed.

Drugs saved my life 

Trying to do pretty much anything when smoking weed, especially writing an article, makes it nigh on impossible. Fucking impossible. But man, like, smoking man, makes you so much more creative man. Fuck off. Cunt. You talk more crap than my Nan collects in her colon sack. Weed does anything but make you creative. I tried starting this piece last week; sat down, rolled up and flicked open the computer. I then realised that I hadn’t stared into oblivion for a while, so instead I sat doing that for about forty minutes. Well productive. For those of you that do only smoke weed, congratulations, you are destined to a life of blissful ignorance. I would ask you to enjoy it, but your probably trying to figure out how many squirrels would it take to fill up a yard of ale. But not ale, because you don’t like alcohol. Pussy. I hate it when people are going on about how weed never killed anyone, but alcohol kills 43850113 a year or some shite. How many people got laid because of weed then this year plumballs, answer me that then. About 2 probably. Guess how many people fucked whilst totally loaded then? About 3 billion. Imagine that, 3 billion sweating, stinking pre-mature ejaculating, alcohol induced fuckers. Sure, they’re probably not all willing, but that ain’t alcohols fault, that’s the minds of twisted pricks that were most likely touched in the pants by their “favourite” uncle. So if you don’t like the idea of getting raped or just plain not getting laid, there are a few other alternatives out there…

Ecstasy

Just plain Evil Kanevil. You run about all over the shop, getting on amazingly well with everyone you talk to, finding yourself funny, witty and intelligent. But the sad reality of it is, is that what is actually seen is a giant cartoon-like jaw, with a little stick man drawn on underneath. The Gurn-a-tron. And your funny, witty and intelligent conversation is you getting a little too deep with the bird that just wanted a ciggie. And your left with a killer comedown, only rectified with drinking so much fruit juice, you truly believe your are Ombongo. Or about to die. On the plus side, you can dance like John fucking Travolta, and everyone wants a piece of it…

Coke

A week before Reading Festival, I bought 3g’s of the stuff, leaving it safely hidden at the bottom of my porno stash. Unfortunately, two days before leaving, I went out to the hip-hop night at River Bar. Upon returning home, me and my friend Mike were sitting there, having a smoke, when he turned and said, “Do you know what would go well with this, a nice little cheeky line” 2 ½ g’s later and one king of comedowns later, I almost didn’t get to see Format and Abdominal. Thank god for Solpadeine.

Ketamine

When you first mention this drug to most people are all like “Urghh, fucking horse tranquilliser, you’re worse than those anti-abortion queens.” Get over it, I did…after my first line. Its like everything is just so slow and dreamy and placid. Most people don’t realise your on it, just fucking drunk. And in some ways it is like being drunk, but way better. Oh and you might even fall into a k-hole.

Mushrooms

Don’t do them. I think that’s all the advice I’m allowed to give you on that one I reckon!

Crack

Every now and again, when you see those people dancing the fuck out with a Namyo tape player, blaring out The AA’s How to Drive Correctly, wearing forty crisp packs on their left foot, yellow painted ears, a family of dead baby rats hanging out their zipper, dragging around a midget girlfriend with bad aids, who resembles Morecombe and Wise merged together, singing “Do You Fuck On First Dates” by Graham Bloody Wilson at the top of his voice, he’s most likely on crack.

Acid

You get those people that drop acid every weekend at massive drum and bass raves when they should really be doing e or coke and when they go insane and start licking the ankles of Rasqaum the Ruude Boy, their stinky dread locked hippy face gets an ashtray in their face, and they’re all like, what happened?

Nitrous Oxide

Genius’s and mathematicians spend all day inputting over 6 million pure math workings into nuclear reactors and after a hard day of work, they get home, have their pipe fetched by their wife, slippers by dog, crack out the old creamer, load up a balloon and thank God, some things in this world are still good.
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       Smoking drugs may cause you to get tattoos and look like a true meth-head

Prostitutes disguised as beautiful

blondes found in Tovil
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         A regular sight on Maidstone’s high streets at any time of day or night

Top ten facts about Maidstone: -

1.) Maidstone is an anagram for “I am stoned.”

2.) There are more Burberry caps and clown pendants per square inch than there are Chinese people in the entire world.

3.) Maidstone is an anagram for “Worlds largest toilet bowl town”

4.) There are only three people named Ted in Maidstone

5.) It is home to Shaun Ryder. (That cunt Barry of Eastenders)

6.) It was home to Jeff the Friendly Postman (Worlds Best Tramp. RIP)

7.) John Woods and I named Jeff the Friendly Postman so

8.) Maidstone is not actually a town, but a city, due to the popular cathedral, surprisingly named Mr T’s Jewellers.

9.) Mr T’s Jewellers is not actually a cathedral, but is as holy as to resident pikeys.

10.) I live here…with the gay drummer from A Flock of Seagulls

11.) I don’t really live with the gay dru…oh fuck, that’s 11, shit.

I don’t, honestly. Well, I hope I have painted a colourful picture of what Maidstone may look like to you. And all of my facts are indeed true!!(apart from number ten though) Maidstone is a picturesque place of binge-drinking 15 year olds, 20p chavvy boys and international porn stars. I mean 20p chavvy birds. Gorgeous, truly gorgeous. There are some cool things about Maidstone though, such as cultsk…nope, that got shut down, erm, Coun…nope, that’s now proper shit (go back to the Law Courts!) yes, that’s what’s good about Maidstone, the Law Courts. A classic skate spot with a gnarly as fuck bank and some other weird and wonderful objects to skate. (a curb) I think the thing that I love about Maidstone though is the people. Even though I hate most of them and they probably hate me as well, the few descent people that are here are genuinely wicked people. I suppose that’s why my one-year of habitat has turned into a six-year love hate relationship. And it’s been a struggle. Mass swarms of pikeys, (don’t you hate how that chav is now a mainstream word, is nothing sacred) kicking your face down to your kidneys unless you present them with a fag, old ladies kicking you off your skateboards and Shaun bloody Ryder. Although if he didn’t live here, I may have never been able to scream at him that he’s a fat cunt with an even fatter body in real life. I suppose that’s a blessing in hiding really.


But it is mainly the people that have kept me here though. Its taken a while to get some real good friends, but now I’ve found them, its going to make moving out of Maidstone a tough decision. Oh I will move out, don’t you worry about that. Anybody who has lived in Maidstone for more than 15 years always turns into a crazy insane homeless person and that’s one fact that is true. But it is always nice to go out clubbing and whatever pub or club, I mean Drakes or Subs, you go into, there’s always someone there you like to chill out with. Sure, I hate going to Subs as they have the wank-i-est DJ…EVER!! and I despise 70% of the people in there, but the other 30% of the people are sound as fuck and I would change ‘em for the world. Well, maybe rich celebrities  so I could scrounge free drinks and coke, then fuck them and sell my story to the Sun, no wait, the Mirror, no wait, The News of the World. Yes, now that’s a class newspaper!! But then again, if we put up with a DJ that uses tape decks and puts 5 minute gaps in-between mixes that he’s recorded off of the radio, karma will always come around and bless us with something amazing. Only a few months ago, we had Andy C (!) down the Basement and only just this Easter weekend gone, I saw Leeroy from the Prodigy DJ down at the Loft (Again, !). We even had Cliff fucking Richard sing at Leeds Castle last year. That was pure Michael Jackson seeing that. (Ed – what?)


However, I discovered something truly horrific this weekend. I was driving through Tovil estate (Maidstone’s most exclusive area to live, the lists waiting to get pregnant mothers housing in this area is as long as my wanger) and pulled up near this rather elegant looking lady to ask if she knew the way to the nearest golf club, only to have the old twos and blues come up and inform me that this fetching looking lady was not a lady of the day, but a lady of the night. Shocking, just shocking! They then informed me that even speaking to this young beaut was a crime in itself. Appalling, just appalling. It just made me think precisely what has this world come to. Disgusting, just disgusting. 
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                   Maidstone, the tits ………………………….or the shits?

   The Kenny G Rock Cocks Band almost 

   cost me pussy playtime
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Lead singer Shirley gets his hardcore on.

This months, were interviewing one of the gnarliest bands playing the underground scene at moment. They’re so fucking underground, their Nan is not even sure where they are and if they’ll be home for tea tonight. But they fucking wont be, they will be sweating it out like Richard and Judy at free God-damned buffet. Lets get it fucking on you non-hardcore, Roundtrees Jelly eating pussies.

CFW: Hey Shirley how’s it going bro?

Shirley: Yeah, not to bad bro, just come back from my circumcision at the doctors so my cocks feeling good.

CFW: Sweet, I’ll have to see it later bro.

Shirley: Yeah, once the bitch has stopped bleeding bro, fuck! Huh huh, yeah, huh huh.

CTW: Great. Well I wanted to talk to you today about your new Album today, so our readers of cheese fondue magazine can get a bit of insight, you know, on the D-Low bro.

Shirley: Cheese fucking what bro?

CTW: Shut-up. Now, as we all know, bro, you’ve been working on this greatest hits album 24 motherfucking 7, no, bro?

Shirley: Yes we fucking have my friendster.com, yes we fucking have. Well as the readers already know, us all being family means were all wizziz together-izziz like, so me and my bro’s, bro, get the chance to always through around some three pointer ideas, like BOOM, homerun.

CTW: Homerun, what’s that got do with three-pointers?……Bro?

Shirley: An-chante my bro, the question you should be asking is “what’s love got to do with it?” Huh huh, like…fucking…huh fucking huh dude, HUUUUUUUUH!

CTW: Riiiiight…..

Shirley: Bro, you forgot to say bro, bro.

CTW: I was humouring you, my editor was right, your music is average-ish, but you’re all proper cunts aren’t you?

Shirley: Was that my next question bro?

CTW: Yes, are you cunts. Oh for fucks sake, this interviews going to ruin this magazine before it’s even written.

Shirley: Can’t you like edit it bro?

CTW: No, we “try” to keep things a little real, fat fucking chance with ponces like you.

Shirley: Bro, I’m sorry.

CTW: Course you are, look, fuck this, I’ve got to go pick up an eight ball of coke then go pick up Paris Hiltons younger sister when she gets out of rehab in a bit to make home porno vids together.

Shirley: Sibling rivalry, sweet bro, can I come?

CTW: No, don’t fucking touch me, ever.

Shirley: I’m sorry bro, like don’t have a cow man, huh huh. Well can you at least give me a chance to explain what my greatest hits album is going to be about? For the faaaaaans bro.

CTW: Can you make it quick?

Shirley: Bro, quick like a fucking can of sweetcorn microing in a micro… 

CTW: 15, 14…

Shirley: Ok bro, ok, shit. Well, check this fucks, its kinda like the early Gina G shit meets Cradle of Filth, meets Cliff Richards meets Donny motherfucking Osmond. We’ve even got a few Shania Twain samples scr-scr-scrichitty scratch-wad in by my bro, Mo. And just to make that shit even more Worsel fucking Gummrich, instead of making it the “Greatest” hits album, we’ve made it the “worst” hits album, fucking irony bro! YEEEEEAAAA-URGHHHHHH, URHHHHHHHH!YEEEEEEAAA-URGGHHHHH, THE KENNY G ROCK COCKS BAND KILLING IT IN YOUR FACE, HARDCORE, HAAAAAARDCOOOORE, URRGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!

CTW: Cunts, all of you, cunts. I cant believe I wasted my fucking time with you ingrates. 

Shirley: Where is the love bro, where is the fucking love. Flipside.
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Fortunately, The Kenny G Rock Cocks Band album will not be released, because after I had done feeding coke and cocks to Paris Hiltons younger sister, I went over to Shirley’s Nan’s house and burnt it. Luckily for me and the rest of the entire fucking world, all his family and recording equipment and tapes where in there. Ha ha ha. Good. Now you can all sleep at night, safe in the knowledge that the world is a better place. This band is a living example of what a fuck-up you can become when you smoke crystal-meths laced with PCP. Two words. Gutted…..bro.
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How to…Pull Yourself

Each issue, we’ll be putting together a six point guide to doing something. This issue, it’s doing yourself. And were gunna get politically “gender” correct or yo’ ass in this too.

Step one

Get hold of some beer (gays, replace this with a bottle of Chardonnay or WKD Purple)
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Step two

Put on some sensual music (fags and straights) I find Tina Turner’s “I will always love you” or the theme tune from The Chuckle Brothers works quite well.
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Step three

Put on some lesbian porn to prove you’re a “real man” (queers, replace this with Saturday Night Fever or Blind Date)
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Step four

Get-a-rubbing
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Step five

Come into appropriate sock/boxers/tissue (homo bum-boys, replace this with silk handkerchief or pre-lubed water wing)
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Step six
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Through out of window

Reader’s Random’s


Each week we try to bring a little joy into your miserable life’s by showing you that arts not all sweeping, flowing countryside’s or £3,000,000 pound sculptures of Dr Pepper can welded together with crusty god turds. No, true art is found on the everyday streets that you and I walk. And its not even called art, just little bundles of amusements for you to relish over every time you spot one. Don’t keep it to yourselves. Lets begin the gallery and post your pictures up at the worlds best website, www.slowdown.co.uk/forums. (The interesting section)  Here’s some that I’ve found already…
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Here’s two great rather different bits of “art,” courtesy of Banksy and David Shrigley to keep you going after that last piece of shit interview. Don’t worry, it does get better…





Cheese Fondue Weekly


														For those


This country’s most exquisite delicacy									that care





This 





This issue: Making the most of second rate cheese, the new Eltrox gas burner tried and tested, what is the best wine to serve with fondues , how to “Chomoiux le forceise” your brie to perfection and rimming.
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So there you have it, our first six point guide to getting fresh with yo’ fine self. In fact, looking in this mirror now, I’m so horny, I might go polish one out now. Damn. Oh and the reason why we haven’t done it for women is because I can’t draw either the inside of the Ritz restaurant, or the intricacies of where the G-spot is on Paint. 
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