JIZZ REPORTERS LEAVE CAMBORNE UNDER POLICE ESCORT

A party of three eminent Larkside personalities left Camborne under police escort last Wednesday night after attending a concert at a notorious nightspot in the town. They allegedly attracted the attention of PCs Demelza Penberthy and Jago Tregunwallow after driving the wrong way up Camborne Hill and then back down again several times. According to eyewitness reports there was a short delay before the local constabulary proudly led the visitors away in one of their new ‘ self-powered round-wheeled’ police vehicles.

The evening’s events began in a comfortable public house, where the Camborne 3 entertained themselves by participating in a Karaoke evening. “They were well behaved and the long-haired gay-looking one even performed a passable version of Common People before they departed bang on the dot at 11 o’clock.” according to Waggoner’s landlord Piran Praze-an-Beeble. “They looked like the types that would hang around for hours and demand takeouts long after I had cashed up and closed the till but I was pleasantly mistaken.” he added.

The three then made their way to the aforementioned club where they indulged in good-humoured drinking and skanking. Despite the presence of the much-feared Camborne skins, the gig passed without violence, and the Three returned to their car in preparation for the journey home, stopping only to try to scam a Fez, book the band and steal a couple of 20p photocopied posters from outside the door.

THIS IS SKA!

Buster’s stage show is not as outrageous as it was due largely to medical advice. After half an hour he announces that he’s off to his oxygen tent leaving the band to bounce through another rip-roaring ska anthem. He then reappears with a blue plastic stool and entrances us by crooning ‘Can’t Take My eyes Off you’ with a sensitivity that belies his bloated frame. He never even called us c**ts!

Chants of ‘You Fat Bastard’ ripple across the skankpit as the Camborne Skins rustily work up a sweat. Someone breaks into a Moon stomp, slips on a discarded drink and falls over. You can tell they haven’t done this for a while.

The new band is young and enthusiastic, and knitted together tightly by the original drummer. The small club gives an intimate atmosphere with no distance between the audience and the performers. In fact, by the time the crowd-pleasers like the CanCan are brought out several of the crowd have actually made it onto the stage to try out their Moulin Rouge steps. One local girl manages to get a kiss from Buster but escapes the infamous tongue.

As should be the case we were left wanting more. In fact we enjoyed the night so much that JIZZ MAGAZINE will be launching a campaign to bring Bad Manners to Larkside next year. Until then you skinheads will just have to smash up the swings in Castle Park.

OI! SKIN UP!

