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A Lancastrian Time (Abroad) Production 
(Translated from the original German) 

Mein Gott!!!  
Horse-Play Hartleys at it again! 
Scandal has yet again engulfed the MTFU group of  the Hartleys as one of  their 

leading lights, joust legend Sir Rich the Rich, was found to have  been riding a 

mount that was not entirely within the rules of the game, and decidedly non-

thoroughbred!  Local pin-up Rich was thought to have been entirely ignorant to this 

most sinister and scurrilous activity perpetrated by the more scheming members of 

the Hartley Household.  Or so we thought!! 

 

German Man eats own head 

rather than admit he was wrong. 
News from Saxony. A holidaying Leipziger who 

thought he would spend a few days visiting 

distant family in England was amused to 

discover that the knuckle-dragging locals actually 

thought that the psychopathic and meglomaniac 

villain ñDick Slap Dickò from Germanyôs 

ñQuimôs Hairy Talesò was a real person. Imagine 

Herr Lange Schwanzôs surprise to discover that 

this charactured hunchbacked, syphilitic sodden 

goat-raper was actually a real person! And more 

that he was actually the King of England!  In a fit 

of despair at the stupidity of man, Herr Schwanz 

ate his own head. Afterwards he said he preferred 

good, hard, meaty German sausage. The Spargel 

couldnôt possibly comment... 

 
A triumphant ñYarpò from Sir Rich at the dotted line. Before 

doubts arose to the lineage of the horse he was riding. 

Suspicions (and other things) were 

aroused when Sir Rich celebrated 

his historic victory in the óHonest 

Bonnivant Cupô by bathing with 

his winning mount, 

ChrisandSandyInACostume, in a 

local Essex Hotel (picture below).  
 

Staff became suspicious as the 

room did not smell of the usual  

horse love associated with certain 

members of the Hartleys.  

 

Blonde and willing Chambermaid, 

Fit Sandra said, ñStraight from the 

start I thought something wasnôt 

War Check! 
How is the war going in England? Check it out 

below in our instant, all-view wood cut! 

 
Iôm so crazy!        I make sense! 
 

quite right. I heard talk of óbumpingô and it was ótheir first time outô.  He said he had 

it óin handô and that he felt so good that those last ófour lengthsô came so quickly! 

Honest I did! And thatôs straight from the horseôs mouth! Dirty fecking buggers!ò 
 

Dirty, fecking 

buggers indeed. 

ñWears the soap?ò, 

ñYes, it does doesnôt 

itò. ñWears the 

soap?ò, ñYes, it does 

doesnôt itò. 

 

 
CCTV pictures from local hotel, ñThe Equestrian Armsò. 

Man eats marmite and lives!! 
An Englishman ate marmite early yesterday 

afternoon and was reported to have suffered no 

ill effort, to the amazement of the sizable crowd 

that had gathered to view his stunted, grotesque 

hunched frame, he cursed them all to die horrible 

deaths before staggering off muttering fragments 

such as ñTowerò, ñChildrenò and ñmust murder 

most foully!ò.  

 

One eye-witness managed to say, ñActually, he 

looked like King Dic...ò before his head 

mysterious fell off. 

 

Next issue: 

Triviumôs Tom 

Tomôs double life 

 



ñCampò skate off won by Whittingham! 
W ith an ñOoh-bla-deeò and a ñOh-bla dahò, the delightfully 

fey Tim de Whittingham skated easily into Metro-sexual 

folklore by winning the inaugural ñDoubles Camp-Offò held 

in San Francisco this year and beating the CobBum favourite 

Julian FantasticArmourIsPlasticHeldOnWithElastic with his 

doubles partner Mr Pete MaydonHolidaysInHavenPubicHair 

IsShavenOoooooohhhhh. 

 

Working on the routine with him for the last six months was 

the new and deliciously ripe Robbie (24-23-23), of her (we 

think it is a her...) skating partner she had to say: 

 

ñButtocks. Oh buttocks. And thighs. Buttocks and thighs. If 

I say Tim, you should say buttocks. In fact, letôs give it a 

go!! Tim?! Buttocks! Tim?! Buttocks?! Tim?!  

 

Buttocks!! Tim?! Buttocks!! ñ 

 

The only other prize that was given to the enemy, erm, 

sorry, an Englander and that says was to Mr John 

Lowridingsack who won first class honours in the 

ñPickUpADwarfò category. 

Mr John picking up a vertically challenged 

chap. 

On an entirely 

unrelated story, the 

MSS Chairman Ant 

Farrow is 

mysteriously 

unavailable for the 

next month with a 

headache and cannot 

be reached for 

comment... ahem. 

 

 

Winner of the Angie Merk el look 

alike competition announced 

Angela Merkel 
 

Lord Hartley 

Silver Merchant Monk? My 

Arse! He is the Velocirector! 
He eats as many rings as 

he makes!! 
 

This stunning claim from local 

chippy Tony ñTwo-toesò 

Tolliday was dramatically 

exposed to be a frightful and 

entirely accurate TRUTH! 
 

Only a few months ago, the 

mild mannered monk from  

 

Mitcham disappeared for 

a mysterious operation 

on his child bearing hips. 

When he returned, 

things were not as they 

once were...  
 

Within weeks of his 

return, daffodils wilted, 

sheep shuffled, and 

Yorkist wet their beds 

yet more often.  

 

When confronted, the 

monk in question 

admitted that when he 

received his hips, there 

were maybe one, or two 

legs attached as well.   

He then refused to give further 

details of the donor  and fled the 

press conference (reaching 

speeds of at least 60 mph).  
 

Der Spargel can inform its 

readers that after at least five-

minutes of intensive research, 

they believe the hips may not be 

of human origin! Artistôs 

impression right. 

 

Scary shit I am sure you will 

agree!! 

 

--------------- x -----------------  
 

 

Scripts for Sale 
Need Cheese? 

Bizarre distractions? 

Inappropriate beheadings? 
 

Then we are the people for you! 

The Medieval Script Society 

(MSS) can fill your vacant 

slots, no matter how 

preposterous, inappropriate and 

bizarrely unrealistic your plans, 

we can make an equally 

outrageous and follysome 

production that will confuse 

and baffle everybody!!!!! 

(Special Offer! free parlay with 

every parlay! Lasts all season!) 


