
Watch out! it's the ...

Talk about the blind leading the blind! 

with
Rabbi Moishe Goldberg
as representative of Judaism

with
Father Patrick Murphy

as representative of Nominal Christianity

with
Imam Ali Omar
as representative 
of Islam

- sigh -
Gentiles

- sigh -
Infidels

- sigh -
Heathens
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Here at last! I'm absolutely starving.
I hope the food's gonna be kosher.

There'd  better be halal.

Who cares?! After last year's 
farce, I'll be happy just so long

as it's edible

Watch out! it's the ...

Talk about the blind leading the blind! 

with
Rabbi Moishe Goldberg
as representative of Judaism

with
Father Patrick Murphy

as representative of Nominal Christianity

with
Imam Ali Omar
as representative 
of Islam

- sigh -
Gentiles

- sigh -
Schmuck

- sigh -
Oh for

Sharia Law!

- sigh -
What complete

nonsense!

- sigh -
Swine

- sigh -
Infidels

- sigh -
Heathens

DAILYMISSAL

The Daft Clerics have all been invited to the annual World's  Religions 
Conference. They all decide (reluctantly), after much consideration, to attend.
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Shalom
va boker tov. Peace to you 

too, and
thank you.

Aah, yes ... very bad 
business. Did they catch 
the person responsible?

Yes, David, religious 
people tend to get hungry 

as well, I suppose.

You are looking extremely tired, Father 
Murphy. Your eyes are all red and droopy.

I think lunch would do you some good.

FFI
CORPORATION

Ye can ask 
what ya like, 
ye big green 
eedjit. Just 

point us in the 
direction of the 
buffet, will ya.

- sigh -
Philistine

Gentlemen, good morning! My name's David, 
and I would like to welcome you to this year's 

event. Shalom to you Rabbi Goldsmith ...

... mmm, quite, and, of course, As Salaam 
Alaikum to yourself Imam Omar. Please feel free 
to utilise the prayer mats in the specified areas ... 

... and hullo to you 
too Father Murphy. 

I appreciate that 
you've had a long 

journey, but do you 
mind if I ask you to 

extinguish your 
cigarette? This is a 
no smoking zone.

Forgive me, but I must insist that you desist
from your unhealthy habit, for your own well-
being, and also for the rest of us who would 

be subject to such noxious emissions. 

FFI
CORPORATION

WATER JET 2000

In the name of Allah, the 
infidel who committed

such a deed deserves to 
have his head cut off!

er ... mm ... he was 
probably making a stand 

for the rights of the 
oppressed Palestinians!

Hey! That's
me last fag!

Of course, people 
misinterpreted it all and 
things got out of hand.
Then the fire started.

Yes, eventually. He was 
connected to Islamic Jihad

or some such group.

Much obliged. As you may have read in the brochure, the theme for this year's conference is 
mutual tolerance, unity and cooperation between the world's great faith systems. And this year, 

we have hired a security firm to prevent the kind of problems we experienced last year.

Eh ... evidently not. The 
rumour is that he was a 

Iraqi Sunni who got into a 
drunken brawl with an 

Iranian Shia.

Er, excuse me,
young sir, but I was 

wondering if you 
would be so kind as 
to lend me a smoke. 

I'm absolutely gasping 
for a puff.

Sure ting. Come tek a puff pon me kali. It mek I and I irie. Good for 
di reasoning and meditation. Good for listening to the roots reggae 

music and reggae inna dub stylee. Come, draw deep, friend.

FFI
CORPORATION

On a more positive note, however, this year's event is sponsored by Fine Foods 
International, purveyors of quality delicatessen foods from around the globe. After 

last year's fiasco with the catering, it was considered a good idea to get the 
professionals in on the act. Fine Foods International, as a forward thinking 

corporation, believes that there is a potential market in religion.

Sounds good 
to me. Let's 
boogie on 

down there.

© Gus



Eat, drink & be merry!FFI
CORPORATION

Sponsors of this year's buffet

Woyoy! Look at all
this food! I'm really 
glad I came now.

All is forgiven, David.
David? That's a Jewish 

name, you know.
Very good name ...

very regal.

Yes, it looks alright ... well prepared, nicely 
presented, hopefully cooked properly. 

Last year I spent three whole days praying to a
toilet bowl. I suppose the whole experience 

brought me closer to Allah, if anything.

Haven't we Jews 
been saying that 

all along?

Help yourselves, 
gentlemen ... 

and enjoy.

Rabbi Yacob! What a 
surprise! Would you credit 

it? You order a lettuce 
sandwich, and they stick 

some filthy pig into it!

Here we go, here we go, dadadada!
Hey you! Who the hell ya think you're 

lookin' at, pal? Just watch it, eh?

The Daft Clerics finally reach the food tent to indulge their physical appetites.

FFI
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We have horse too, 
Father Murphy.

No, Shergar 
actually.

Holy Mary!!!

Go on Moishe!
Take a bite!

Get stuck in, mate!

Blimey! I'm so 
damned hungry,

I could eat a horse!

No sooner have the clerics started enjoying themselves,
and temptations start coming their way ... via the food!

Oh no! Please, no!
Not bacon rolls! Mmmmm!

My forbidden passion!

T
he

 E

vil 
One     

 Father Abraham

No, Moishe! Resist!
It's unclean!

Moishe gives in to temptation ...

Atta boy, Moishe!
What harm's a little 
bacon gonna do?

Call yourself
a rabbi?!

b... b... but I just can't resist
the savoury smell of freshly 

grilled bacon!

No, no! This isn't right!
I... I... I shouldn't even be 

looking at this roll!
Never mind 

that Goldberg!
You're giving a 

talk in 20 
minutes. 

Finish your 
lunch and 
hurry up.

Rabbi Goldberg!

Go on Ali!
Take a drink!

Get blotto, my son!

No, no, no, no!
Alcohol is a 

decadent vice!

Imam Omar faces an equally difficult trial at the drinks table ...

Oh no! Please, no!
Not lager! I love lager.

It's so smooth and cool.

   
  S

ha
ytan

   

  M
ohammed

Father Murphy, on the other hand, is not at all bothered by conscience.

No, no, no! I'm a good 
Muslim. I shouldn't even be 

tempted by alcohol.

b ... but I just can't help 
myself. I need a drink, and I 

need it now ... mmmm.

Haahaahaaaha!
Go for it, Ali!

Treat yourself!

Heck! This guy 
doesn't need any
tempting anyway.

No, no, no, no!
You're a disgrace

to Islam!

However, he can't resist the fatal charms of the amber nectar ... and then, about 10 pints later. 
...

?!

?!

Well, that was absolutely 
brilliant nosh. I'm 

completely stuffed now.
Time for a smoke I think.

Thankfully, that nice 
young Jamaican chappie

left me a few of his
roll-ups. I have to admit 

though, it's a pretty strong 
brand of tobacco ... WOA!

Please don't shoot,
I'm a priest! ... er, let 

me rephrase that.

?!

© Gus

Hands up 
against the 

wall!
Legs spread 

out!
Don't move a 

muscle!
We're armed!

Freeze! This is the police!



Meanwhile, Rabbi Goldberg arrives at the debating tent 
to give his talk ... but, alas, he's gone and lost his notes.

Rabbi Goldberg has to improvise fast ... but will he 
manage to pacify a potentially hostile audience?

Annual World's Religions Conference 2003

FFI
CORPORATION

Ladies and gentlemen, I would like 
to introduce you to our first speaker 
today ... on behalf of Judaism, can 
we all please give a warm welcome 

to Rabbi Moishe Goldberg?

HELP! I must have left my 
notes on the train. What the 
hell am I going to say now?

Er ... yes, thank you very much.
It's a great pressure ... er ...

I mean pleasure to be here, and 
also a great horror ... er ... I mean 
honour to be able to ... blah, blah. 

Come on Goldberg!
Get your bloody

act together, man!
Hey you?! Shut it!

Gie the man a 
chance, will ye?

What a load of 
typically evasive 

Zionist nonsense!

So, he says to me, 
Rabbi, he says, I 

ran behind the bus 
all the way home, 
saved myself £3 

and gave it all to the 
synagogue fund. So, I said, Yoseph,

I said, if you'd ran 
behind a taxi 

instead, you could 
have donated £20.

What am I saying?
I just can't think!

Great! A distraction.
I'm saved.

What on earth has 
this got to do with 

anything?

Things aren't looking good ... but, then, a lucky break 
arrives. Rabbi Goldberg's mobile starts ringing.

So, I said, that's 
nothing, I said, we 
Jews have to get 
circumcised when 
we're only a few 
days old. It's so 

painful ... we can't 
walk for a whole 
year afterwards.

Oh ... and before ye 
go, Moishe, will ye 
bring me a change 
of trousers, eh? I 

had a wee accident.

Er ... awfully sorry, 
but I'm afraid 

you'll just have to 
excuse me for a 

moment ... my... er 
...er, eh, mobile's 

just gone off.

Moishe! Am I glad to see 
you?! ... sob, sniff ... It's 
been absolutely awful ... 

They had guns and stuff ... 
sniff, splutter ... It was 

terrifying... blubber. I was 
so scared, I went and sh ...

Er ... hi, Moishe?!
How ye doin', mate?
I was wondering if 
you could do us a 

wee favour, Moishe? 
Could ye make yer 
way down to the 

police station, like?

And that's not all 
that's gone off!

This is my ticket outta here!
Just play it cool, Moishe.Interview Room 3

Aaah ... Fath... er ...
I mean Chief Rabbi 

Izaak? Yes, indeed... 
needed urgently?
A matter of grave 
importance? I'll be 
right over ... yes ... 
uhuh ... mmmm.

That's funny. I thought 
Chief Rabbi Izaak was

away on holiday.

POLICE STATION

So ... er ... ladies and 
gentlemen, it is with 

great gladness ... er ... I 
mean sadness that I 

must cut short my tosh 
today ... er ... I mean my 
talk today. I apologise 
most severely for the 

incontinence caused, but 
I am urgently needed
elswhere ... shalom.

Rabbi Goldberg makes his way down to the police 
station to see what the problem is ...

... and is shown to the cells to see a rather 
distraught, and somewhat tearful, Father Murphy.

What on earth's he
been up to now? Probably 

shoplifting again or some such.

The Police Farce

A Government Criminal
Partnership

Working together for
the detriment of the Community

SOFT ON CRIME
AND THE

PERPETRATORS OF CRIME

NO VACANCIES

CELL BLOCK

Okay, okay, I get the 
picture, Murphy ... or 
rather, THE SMELL!

Just then, someone else enters the room.

A.T.S
OFFICIAL I.D.

Blah, Blah, Blah

Showoff Twerp

You tell 'em, 
Moishe, mate.

Ah, Rabbi Goldberg, I presume? 
Glad you could make it at such 
short notice. My name is Agent 

Nathan Connor of Special 
Government Services. I wonder if 

we could all have a brief 
discussion over some coffee.

Aah, yes, the illegal acquisition of consumer goods 
... we know all about that, sir, but that is not the 

particular reason we have Father Murphy in 
detention at this time. We are looking for a deranged 
and dangerous individual, of Irish nationality, who is 

disguised as a Roman Catholic priest.

Nevertheless, we 
believe that he may 

also be of some 
assistance in the 

course of our 
investigation.

However, in this case, we 
now know that Father 

Murphy is not the suspect in 
question. Infact, he is free 
to go ... at least, after he 

has changed a certain item 
of clothing.

Now look here, Agent Connor!
I hardly think all this show of force 
appropriate in the circumstances. 

My associate, Father Murphy here, 
suffers from a known psychiatric 
condition, for which he is already 

receiving regular therapy sessions.

Well ... er ... yes, I suppose 
... that can't be denied, 

but does that really justify 
the use of guns?

And the sooner the 
better, I'd say.

Hey! Wait a minute!
I really am a priest!

I'm FREE TO GO?!

© Gus



Agent Connor starts to explain the nature of their investigations into the suspected 
renegade Irish man, posing as a priest ...

Indeed, we must apologise for this rather unfortunate 
case of mistaken identity. After interrogating Father 

Murphy, the error quickly became apparent.
Our suspect is a highly intelligent, articulate and 

organised individual, whereas Father Murphy is ... er 
... well, how can I put it? ... not.

Our suspect looks a lot like Father Murphy, and even 
shares the same surname. He's an international 

terrorist, known as Sean "Mad as a Mad March Hare" 
Murphy. Most of his life he was a member of the IRA, 

but since they've got involved in a more peaceful 
democratic process, he's gone freelance. Now, not 

only does he get to do violence, he gets paid for it too.

Pheweee, I'm so 
relieved!

Indeed, I think you've 
relieved yourself enough 

for one day, Murphy.

So, what's that got to do with 
any of us? We're men of 

peace, not violence.

GOOD GRIEF!
Let's have a 
look at that 

photo again!

It's me long lost twin brother, 
Sean! I haven't seen him since 

... oh, what? since we were 
about fourteen or so, after he 
ran away from the orphanage 

with the matron.

Father Murphy looks as if he's seen a ghost ... from the past.

This is going to be a very long 
day, I can just tell. This 

conference was a really bad idea.
I wish I hadn't come now.

We were both born in Cork, Ireland, 1932. He's 
the older one, by about 3 hours. The birth was a 

right mother, apparently. And, well, as for our 
actual mother, she was forced to give us up for 
immediate adoption. It was very shameful to be 

an unmarried mother in those days ...

... let alone a nun into the 
bargain ... you know what I 
mean. We never knew what 

happened to her.

It's the wash-house for you, ye 
doirty rotten little whore, ye!

Archbishop Keane? Boy! He's been away 
for a while, so he has. Rumour has it that 
he's a serial womaniser. "Keane by name, 
Keane by nature" they call him. He really 

is a bit of a Primate, apparently.

A bomb?! Why, that's 
crazy. There'll be 

thousands at the concert. 
Why can't he use a gun 

like any sensible person?

But ... hey! Wait a bleedin' minute! I'm way smarter than Sean, and better 
looking. Remember, I'm the one who became a respectable parish priest, 

while he just goes off wasting his life and getting up to no good.

Er, yeah, right ... Our intelligence sources 
indicate that "Mad as a 

Mad March Hare" Murphy 
has been hired out to 

assassinate this year's 
special guest at the 

conference.

Why, that's terrible. The man 
must be stopped at all costs. 

By the way, who is the special 
guest this year?

Agent Connor has a proposition to make. It will involve nerves of steel, courage and 
bravery in the face of adversity ... so much for his supposed intelligence sources.

Ye what? What's he on 
about, Moishe?

Well, yes, I suppose, that 
sounds fair enough. It is his 

brother afterall.

I'm afraid ye've lost me 
completely. Who are we 

talking about here?

This year sees the long awaited ecclesiastical return of Archbishop William 
Keane, Primate of Ireland, after a conspicuous absence from office. He is 
due to officiate at the grand concert this evening. We suspect that is when 

"Mad as a Mad March Hare" Murphy plans to make his strike.

His favoured method of 
execution is by explosive.

This is our proposed plan, Gentlemen. We get our 
surveillance team to wire up Father Murphy, who then 
makes contact with our target. Father Murphy will then 
distract the target until our SWAT team can isolate and 

disarm the target ... mission accomplished.

Of course, there's a good chance that 
Father Murphy may not return alive, but 

I think we're all willing to make that 
sacrifice, and I'm sure that Father 

Murphy himself fully appreciates the 
importance of protecting such a 

prominent man of the cloth.

Yes, indeed. Father Murphy is a 
very courageous person to 

undertake such a task.



Preparations begin on Father Murphy's mission ... Agent Connor tests out audio on Father Murphy's earpiece.
So, eh, like, am I 

ready yet?

Chachachachaachaa ... lalalala Conga! Yeeehaaa!

You ungrateful little gentile.
I had to break a few of the 

commandments to acquire those. 
Just be thankful you got any at all.

For goodness sake, 
Moishe. Could ye not 

have got me some 
decent trousers. I feel 

like a right eedjit.

Blimey, Moishe?! I'm hearing voices in 
me head now! I must be suffering from 
that post-pneumatic stress thingy after 

dumping in me drawers.

Agent Connor? But I'm seeing him over there. 
Why can't he just talk to me face to face?

Hey Connor?!  Just you stop calling 
me a white dove, ye cheeky little brat! 

I really don't think I'm cut out for this spy 
malarky at all, Moishe, I tell ya. Infact, to tell 
you the honest truth, I'm really contemplating 

packing it in altogether. It's hard work.

blah, blah, more 
self-important crap.

That's a big rodger 
dodger. We are primed 

for sound and A11.

Okay, go, go, 
go, go!!!

Okay, we are a four six niner for 
mobilisation to interface with 
target. Audiocons are active. 

Decoy is A1 and ready. We are 
initialised and operative.

Zero hour is set for 
2100 hours.

Synchronising watches 
for 1300 hours. We have 
countdown commencing.

This is base to white dove ... base to white dove.
Are you receiving, over? Register copy, over.

Base to white dove ... base to white dove.
Are you receiving, over? Register copy, over.

Will you please wake up, Murphy! You've 
got an earpiece fitted. It's just like that 
hearing aid you never wear. The voice 
you're hearing is that of Agent Connor.

Murphy, you klutz!
You're supposed to 

pretend he's not there, 
and white dove is just 
your codename for the 

operation.

Look away!
Look away!

Mmmm ... you do 
seem to be a little 
slow off the mark 

today, but just hang 
in there, Murphy. 

Hey guys?! Anyone 
know any good rugby 

songs? Come on, 
don't go yet ... have a 

drink with me!

Ooooer ... I've come 
over all woozy. Oh 

dear, I don't feel well 
at all. Infact, I think 
I'm going to be ...

I'm alright. Can't a 
man have himself a 
little drink now and 

then, without ...

BUUUURP!
getting hassle?

I feel fine. Just leave 
me alone. 

Wait a minute! I recognise that voice.
Aw no! It's Imam Omar! What on 

earth's he on? He's acting like a real 
schlump. Oy veh!

Hi guys! Howyadoin'... hic?
Woyoy! The man smells like a brewery!
Imam Omar! I am thoroughly and utterly 

shocked by this public display of inebriation.
Every event we go to, it's always the same. 

What do you have to say for yourself?

We'd better get him out of 
the way. I'll go and get 

some strong black coffee, 
and you take him to the 

toilet. It's only a matter of 
time before the inevitable.

Imam Omar is taken to the nearest toilet to recuperate ...

Ooooo ... never, ever, ever again!
That is the last time I touch 

alcohol. From now on, I'm on the 
wagon. I've had enough.

Really? Would that be the same "last 
time" as the "last time", or would this be 
an altogether different sort of "last time"? 

It gets a little difficult to distinguish 
between the two  when this happens 

every time we attend an official function.

Aw come on, Moishe, 
give the guy a break. 
He's got a problem. 
He needs help. We 
need to get him to a 
meeting. I don't think 
he's been to one for a 
while. He's slipping.

Alcoholics

Anonymous

Er, eh ... my name is Imam Ali Omar, 
and ... er, eh, I ... I ... am an alcoholic.

It's okay Imam Omar. 
You're amongst friends here.

Well done, Imam Omar. You see, 
admission is the first step to recovery.

© Gus



After Imam Omar has finished his business, the Daft Clerics are together again.

Look, just shut up and listen for once in your life, 
Omar. We've been enlisted by the government to 
capture a dangerous assassin, who's planning to 
make a hit at tonight's grand concert. He just so 

happens to be Father Murphy's twin brother.

Oooo... that was horrible. That lager must 
have been off or something. So, mmm, what's 
been happening? Where have you two been? 

I've been looking for you everywhere.

Well, hullo Patrick. Nice to see ye 
again. It's been a long time, so it has.

Don't interrupt, Sean, I'm 
talking here. You see, it's 
important we don't let the 

assassin know we're onto him.

The thing is, guys, this is a difficult and 
highly sensitive operation. There's a lot at 

stake, not just our own lives but the lives of 
scores of innocent people, who are all 

depending on us. That's why we've got to 
keep security tight, and not let the enemy 

get wind of anything we're up to.  

I haven't seen him for 
about 57 years, so I'm 

not sure exactly what he 
looks like nowadays, but 

since we are identical 
twins and he's disguised 

as a priest ... er ... I 
suppose ... you know ... 

just keep an eye out.

Calm down, Patrick, 
calm down. Let's 

not get excited now. 
There's no point 
fighting. I'd only 

smash yer face in, 
ye wee gobshoit, 

and I'm not wanting 
to do that to me wee 

brother, am I? 
C'mon, give us a 

hug, eh?

He may not be the brightest 
spark around, but he is armed 
and he is dangerous. One slip 

and we've blown the game.

Sean Ronan Murphy, you scumbag! Get yer mitts up, ye! 
You left me all on my own in that dump of an orphanage all those years ago, 
so ye did! I had to suffer all those effin' priests and nuns on me own! Ye're 
nothin' but a traitor! You'll take what's comin' to you, so ye will! Gerremup!

Booohoooohoooo ... it's ... sniff ...so good to 
see you again. I've missed you s ... so much. 

Bawl ... wail ... slobber ... sniff ... slubber!

There, there, c'mon now. It's not that 
bad. Will ye stop blubbering on me 

jacket, ye wee snotbag, ye? 

And let's be having that
fat juicy wallet of yours while 

we're about it.

Sean, let me introduce you to 
my friends, Rabbi Moishe 

Goldberg and Imam Ali Omar.

Well ... hehe ... with friends like these, 
Patrick, who the hell needs enemies?

Nice to meet you ... er ... mm .. Father Murphy. 
You know, if it weren't for your brother's spotty 
shorts, I wouldn't be able to tell the difference.

Uh ...
grunt.

Ooooh dear ... 
I'm still not quite one hundred 

percent yet ...
Hehe ... it sounds like you 
two had a really enjoyable 

childhood together

The brothers, accompanied by the other two, go for a coffee to catch up on old times ... 

It was Patrick, Father.
I saw him do it.

Patrick Murphy!
Bend over ... now!

B ... b ...
but ...

Hohoho ... those were great days, so they were. 
Sean was forever in trouble, and always putting the 
blame on me. Me arse was aye black and blue with 

all the beatings I was getting from the priest.

Hohoho ... and Patrick's nickname was "Crusty". He was 
forever ... well, how shall I put it? ... giving the salame a 

massage. One day he was caught by the Mother Superior. 
Boy, she took a dim view of that kind of thing, I can tell ye.

I don't ever want to see you 
indulge in that filthy habit ever 

again, Patrick Murphy!

But time is passing, and certain questions need to be asked and answered.

Anyway, all that ended when you buggered off 
to oblivion with the matron. And now ... you're a 

... er ... priest. What's in the briefcase, then?

Indeed ... 
the briefcase,
yes ... mm?

Buuurp!
Excuse me.

Ooo .. it's coming in waves 
now. I'll just have to fight it ... 

think of something else.

What? In the briefcase? Aw, that's just full of ex ...aah ...ex ...er ... 
excommunications ... yes, that's it, loads of excommunications from the 
Pope ... he's been in a bad mood lately, you know, what with the prods 

and that ... er, anyway ... who's hungry here? I fancy a big greasy fry-up ... 
runny egg, fatty bacon, sizzling sausages, mushrooms ... the whole works.

Oiii! Ye great big daft bleedin' git! 
Ye've just gone and howfed on 

me suitcase, so ye have!
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After Imam Omar's momentary relapse, things suddenly start getting a little tense ...

Right, that's it! I'll take ye all 
on now, ye bunch of big girl's 

blouses! C'mon, let's see 
what ye're all made of, then! 

Who's going first?
Hey! Just cut that out, Omar! How dare you 
compare a pagan idolator with one of God's 

chosen people! You smelly little koran kisser!

How dare you call a servant of Allah a daft git, 
you abominable filthy fatherless offspring of a 
deranged wanton woman! Why? You are no 

better than a contemptible child of Israel! 

Hey! Wait a minute! 
Who you callin' a 
pagan idolator, 

Goldberg?! Take 
that back, right now!

Right! That's it! 
Take that ye wee 

Yiddish ba ... 
ungh!

You dirty little 
Arab sh...

mmmf!

C'mawn! What are ye 
waiting for? Who's first?

You bogtrottin' 
Fenian fu...
fffmnggh!

Aaaiyah ba ...
aaaargh!

Gerrafaga ya ...
ooooyah!

Waarafaya ...
uuuungh!

Hoy! I'm still waiting!
Don't try and ignore me!

Aw for goodness sake!
Will you stop for a moment?

... and then to deteriorate fast ... 

THE CHURCH of SCOTLAND

Workin'  thegither
for Peace an' a' tha' ye ken

Hey Boab! There's a big fight 
o'er there. Whit good's a fight 

wi'oot a Scotsman in it?

Aw groiayt! A foight. Looks 
like you're on, Stewie, mate.

Aye, ye're richt there, Wullie. They'll nae 
doobt be Sassenachs. Let's get doon there 
and get stuck intae them ... the bampots!

... only to descend rapidly into utter chaos ...

Rrrnghah!

Urrrghnff!

Ffllffgghh!

Ya pommie ba ...
mmmphugh!

Get tae fu ... ya 
ba ... ummmf!

Aaafayabarafa ...
aaaaaaaah!

Ruddy heck!
Big, big fight!

Gonnae tak that 
ye ... ughhhgh!

Aaaiyah faraba 
... oooofffffgh!Tchoh! I'm wastin' 

me time here. 
Anyway, I'd better 
be going. I've got a 
bomb to detonate.

Security? We have a 
situation here ... civil 

disturbance in progress 
in Sector 3 ... 

International Peace 
and Harmony Display 

Area 32 ... over.

Kkkkch ... crackle ... roger 
... kkkkch ...chhhhh ....

POLICE

... in the general melee, Father Murphy only just about hears an urgent voice ...

Yes master. Father Murphy 
follow target to grand 

marquee ... Father Murphy 
obey master's voice ... Father 

Murphy good servant ... 

Base to white dove ... WAKE UP! Follow target!
Target is heading towards grand marquee ... over!

Hey! Stop! He's getting 
away! Come on!

What the heck's 
happening here?!

Who on earth 
started all this?!

Fiyah bunn down Babylon ... yes 
I ... Jah a go mash it down!!

© Gus
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GRAND CONCERT - 8.30pm

Meanwhile, at the Grand Marquee ...
Thank you Brad. Yes, you join us here at this 
year's World's Religions Conference and the 
glitzy build-up to this evening's grand concert. 
Any moment now, religious dignitaries from 
around the globe will be arriving here at the 

grand marquee to attend one of the most star-
studded events of the showbiz calendar. As 

predicted, the event has been somewhat 
overshadowed by violence and rioting nearby ... 
over to our war correspondant, Dan Fartalot ... 

And these fur-lined PVC boots 
are an incredible £3.99 a pair, 
only at World of Shoes! Hurry, 
hurry, hurry, while stocks last!
If it's shoes you want, and it's 

shoes you need, we've got them 
all ... at World of Shoes! Offer 

ends this friday ...

Yes, Chuck, this year's conference 
has witnessed some of the worst 

clashes since the event's inception 
some 17 years ago. According to 

unconfirmed  reports, the violence was 
triggered by two women in chequered 
skirts, wearing bonnets, who began 

fighting for no obvious reason, though 
rumours that they were Scottish might 

at least partially explain that. The 
situation here continues to deteriorate 

by the hour, and may affect 
stockmarkets ... now to Mike Krapp, 

our Financial Correspondant ... 

XYZ
news
NETWORK

XYZ
news
NETWORK

5.36 Chuck Schmarmscheisser
SHOWBIZ CORRESPONDANT

5.37 Dan Fartalot
WAR CORRESPONDANT

And now it's over 
to you Chuck. 
What's been 
happening? POLICE

LATEST NEWS ... U.S.A. declares war against Canada ... Tony Blair proclaims himself to be the Messiah ... blah blah

XYZ
news
NETWORK

5.37

ÃX + ƒY = 150µ + ¹ + (65½ ÷ 90º~µ)  1
¶78 ÷ µ¹¨^¹º³² + 789 ... hickory dickory
dock, the mouse ran up the clock, the
clock struck one, the stockmarket
tumbled down, hickory, dickory dock

Mike Krapp
FINANCIAL CORRESPONDANT

SHARE PRICES ... Toilet Roll Int: Up 239:  Confidence: Down 579: Common Sense: Down 987: ....... 445:889:443:666.. 

Thanks Dan. Yes, indeed, it's been a totally, absolutely 
amazing, fascinating and mindbogglingly stupendous day 
on the stockmarket. The Dow Jones, FTSE and the ... er 
... mmm Japanese one, that I forget the name of for the 

moment, indexes, or should that be indices ... who cares? 
... all experienced varying degrees of fluctuations. Trading 

began in the morning, continued during the day and 
ended later on. Everything is down, down, deeper and 
down, down, down. And finally, a load of unintelligible 

nonsense about something hardly anyone understands.

World
of

Shoes

£3.99
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Welcome once again to another edition of Linda. Does 
your father happen to be a homicidal maniacal 

transvestite homosexual weirdo on drugs? If so, today's 
programme might possibly be relevant to you. Ladies and 
gentleman, please welcome my first guest, Arthur, who is 
precisely that ... a complete and utter nutter in a dress ...

I'm afraid I have to inform you that I am not really 
your best friend, but a one eyed claw creature from 

Dimension X. I have been deceiving you all this 
time in order to prepare you for a terribly painful and 

awful death that I will be inflicting on you with my 
horrible claw extension thing. Then I will slowly 

devour your flesh in a frightening frenzy. There will 
be lots of blood and gore, and entrails and stuff.

Does my bum
look big in this?

Sci-Fi
Channel

Screeeeaaaaaaam!

Stop right there, 
one eyed claw 

creature!

Who the f**k are you, man? What the f**kin' hell you 
doin' in my f**kin' house, man? Get the 'f**k outta here! 

Sharon?! Where the f**k's Sharon, man? Sharon? 
Where the f**k are you? We've got a f**kin' intruder in 

the house. So, like, what f**kin' music are you into, 
man? What did you say your f**kin' name was again?

Hehehe ... it sure is great to have 
you at the Whitehouse again, 
Ozzy. I was sorta, you know, 

thinkificating if you might like to 
kinda helpify me out with what 
country I should invade next.
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Now, I am just going to ask some members of 
the public a few questions. Excuse me, sir? Are 
you looking forward to tonight's grand concert?

Well, to tell you the truth, 
I'd much rather look back.

About as much as a 
dose of the skits.

5.45 Chuck Schmarmscheisser
SHOWBIZ CORRESPONDANT
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The Daft Clerics pursue Sean "Mad as a Mad March Hare" Murphy to the 
tradesman's entrance at the rear of the grand marquee ...

Look here you! You just stop yer spewin' right 
now. You're beginning to make a complete and 

utter mess of this operation ... quite literally.

Sorry I'm late. I got caught up with me wee eedjit of a 
brother and his mates. So, have you got the money, then? 
I've just got the bomb to prime, and Archbishop Keane's 

arse will be in orbit before ye can say Jack Rabbit.

Of course I've got the money. 
Would I go and let ye down, now? 

... Good grief! What's that bogawful 
stench emanating from you there?

500 grand ... as we 
agreed ... payable 
upon completion of 

the job.

Er, yeah ... I had a run in with some 
vomiting mullah type ... Hey! Is that for 
me? Loverly jubberley. Is it all there?

I think that's about it now. It must 
have been those chicken legs. 

Oh, spare us, please! 
Look, there he is, and 

someone else is with him.

Wow! Will you cast 
your greedy little eyes 
on all those shekels?!

So much 
money ... 
Is it real?

Hey! Stuff this Rabbi lark!
I could buy a pig farm and

make loads of bacon ...

Being an Imam is just 
miserable ... I could open a 

pub and ... yeah ...

Did you hear that?! The nasty 
little wretch went and called me 
a wee eedjit ... why, I oughta ...

Look! He's going in that door there. 
That's the door that leads to the 
control area directly below the 

stage. I suspect that's where he'll 
be planting the bomb.

An explosion there would 
cause one helluvalotta 

devastation. There's got 
to be some way of 

putting a stop to him.

Righteeho ... to work. I'll 
meet ye in the pub later 
on. Have one waiting for 
me. This won't take long.

Yeah, okay. Be 
quick, and don't 

mess up.

C'mon, let's follow him.

To
Below Stage Area

But there's a problem ...

!
DANGER

Live
Cables

You guys just carry on ... 
I'll catch up in a minute.

Hurry up, 
Murphy!

What's the 
problem?

Darnit! He' s 
only gone and 

locked the 
flamin' door,
so he has!

Tchoh ... karate my 
butt ... you couldn't 

do chapati, let 
alone karate.Aaaaah ... great ... I was 

needing that ... beginning to 
feel a bit more compus now.

Hey guys ... hehehe ... 
tell me ... is this where 
all the big nobs hang 

out? Hehehe ... Anyone 
for pool? I'll set up the 
balls ... hehehe ... so, 
eh ... what's going on? 

Just leave this to me. An Albanian guy at 
seminary taught me some karate once. 

It's a sinch. Just watch, and learn.

Aaayaaah fuggah!
Me flippin' knee!
Oooooooooooh!!

Oooooooo
oooooooo
oooohh!!

Oh oh ... what's that tingling 
feeling? Oooer ... that 

doesn't feel right ...

Nah nah, that's not how you do it. We use to do this sort of thing in 
Palestinian houses on the West Bank when I was doing my military 
service. It's all in the shoulder. Let me have a go. A short run, and ...

Ooyah, ooyah! Oooooyah!
That was bloomin' agony!!

© Gus



Eh?! He's all bright
and glowing. Wow! 

Amazing! He's so powerful 
and impressive and that.

Something strange has happened to Imam Omar ...

Cease from this 
foolishness! 

This is not the
appointed way!

Omar?! What the ...? You look ... 
er ... well ... a little different.

Wait a minute, Omar. I think 
what's happened is that you've 
gone and electrocuted yourself 
by peeing on that live exposed 

electric wire there ...

!
DANGER

Live
Cables

Fear not, I mean you no harm. I am no longer the one you once knew as 
Imam Omar. From now on, I wish to be known as Randalph the Bright, 
Glowing and really White One. I have acquired powers beyond the ken 
of mere mortals like you lot. You must pay heed to what I have to say.  

Silence!

Stand aside! I will open the door! This is really exciting. It's just 
like in the movies, with special 

effects and stuff, only it's 
actually really happening.

Steady Omar! Just watch who 
you're pushing around.

To
Below Stage Area

Calling upon the power of the 
Rod of Moron, I command this 

door to open forthwith!

You should be careful 
what you're doing with that 

thing, Omar. You could 
hurt someone quite badly.

To
Below Stage AreaIt is done. The door will no 

longer offer any resistance.
We may now enter.

Eh? ... wait a minute! It's 
still bleedin' locked tight!
Call yerself a Jedi Knight 
... flick's sake ... pathetic! 

Er ... mmm ... do not despair 
my friends. This has all been 

foretold in the ancient 
chronicles. It is ... er ... my ... 
mmm ... considered opinion 
that this is not the way we 

are to tread. We must go on 
a long and difficult journey ... 
yes, that's it. We must travel 

into a far country. 

Yes, yes ... indeed, we must 
trust ourselves to the power of 
the Farce, and resist the dark 
side. I sense that the Farce is 

strong in you, young Skytrotter.

He's just like ... you know ... that 
Obi Wan Kenobi ... in Harry 

Potter and the Secret Chamber 
of the Philosopher's Phoenix.

Aw come off it, Omar. This 
is becoming a complete 

and utter farce ... admit it.

Eh ... excuse me for interrupting 
your cosy little chat, but I think you 

should both take a look at this.

Tchoh! So, what's the plan 
now ... oh wise one?

In Elvish, it is known as Yabadabbadabba, a place of great 
evil. Once entered, few returned alive. Yonder is Mount 

Gloom, the dwelling place of Sharon, the Wicked One. We 
know it as the land of the dark water, or in Middle Earth, 
Blackpool. It is constantly guarded by foul smelling flying 

beasts know as Gulls. We must proceed with caution.

This will be a hard journey for all of us ... well, perhaps not so 
much for me, since I've got magic powers and all that, but we will 
have to endure tests of endurance which will defy belief. There 

are awesome creatures to do battle with, creatures which, 
ordinarily speaking, could do us in, but we must have faith in the 
Farce. Otherwise, we're about as dead as the proverbial dodo.

It's looks a lot like 
Scotland in winter.

Aw come on now, Moishe, 
it doesn't look that bad.
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The Daft Clerics find themselves wandering through a 
dark forest, with nothing to eat and nowhere to sleep.

Oooh, it's awfully dark and creepy around here. I 
feel like I'm being watched. Oooh, it's way past 

my bedtime now, and I'm really hungry and tired. 
Sniffle ... snoffle. What should we do Randalph?

Fear not, my little friends. I, Randalph, will protect you. 
Whilst you collect wood for a fire, I will go in search of 
food. Keep a low profile and stay alert at all times. We 

don't want to attract attention to ourselves.

And, with you glowing 
like a light bulb and us 
starting a blaze in pitch 
darkness, that shouldn't 
present too much of a 

problem, should it? 
Tchoh, get real, Omar!

Either that or we'll be 
well eaten, and our 
sleep will be of the 
permanent variety. 

Farewell then, Omar. 
It's been a real hoot 
knowing ya ... not!

Trust me, my little children, I will 
not be long. Have a fire ready by 
the time I return, and I guarantee 
you that we will eat well and also 

sleep well tonight.

Whilst Randalph the Bright, Glowing and really White 
One goes hunting, the other two build a camp fire. 

Ooops ... 'scuse me. Just slipped out unawares 
there. C'mon Moishe, cheer up son! Things 

aren't that bad. We've got a nice cosy warm fire 
going. What more could you possibly want?

Mmmm ... that's a difficult one, Murphy. Let's see ... a big juicy steak, 
topped with a creamy mushroom sauce with french fries and a side 
salad? A slice of Black Forest Gateau covered in whipped cream for 
dessert? Then maybe a nice cool beer to wash it all down? Perhaps 
crashing out on a soft comfy bed for the night ... but, then again, why 

would I want all that when I've got a great big blazing fire in front of me? 

Coooeee ... it's me! I'm home!

Well, I'll be blowed! It's Omar, and he's got 
something under his arm. It looks like he might 
just have managed to get something after all.

Well, let's just say that there has been a 
certain amount of scepticism floating around 
here on that score, but don't let that stop you.

Stoke the fire, friends. It's time to fill 
our empty bellies with the finest meat 
and vegetables in the land. Did I not 
say that we would eat well tonight?

Did you doubt the power of Randalph?

Aw wow! That's absolutely 
brilliant! Well done! How ... where 
... did you manage to find all this 
food, let alone the brown paper 

carrier bag to carry it all in? 

Just feel the Farce, 
yound Skytrotter. Let 

it flow. Resist the 
dark side, lest it win 
you over. In a word, 
just quit yer moanin'!

What do you say to ... roasted flank of venison with 
freshly boiled organic onions, leaks and potatoes? 

Then some ripe juicy red apples and forest berries?

What can I say, Omar? I used to consider 
you to be nothing but a dirty useless good 
for nothing Philistine, but now ... well ... I'm 
willing to modify that notion slightly, at least 
until your true colours shine again, which 

they no doubt will once this is all over.

Well, it's a long story, but I will try my best to 
relate how I came into possession of the 

aforementioned items. After I had departed 
here, I wandered deep into the dark forest ...

Eh ... hang on ... could we maybe 
keep it till later, until we get the food 
ready? It'll take at least a couple of 
hours to cook that venison? That 

way, we could ... er ... enjoy ... your 
story while we're eating ...

Shhh, Moishe! Don't 
interrupt now.

Hullo?! Anyone out there?! I was 
just wondering if someone could 

help us. Anyone?! Please help us!!

Boooohooo! Where are you now, Allah, 
when I need you most?! I prayed five 
times a day, every day! I attended the 

Mosque faithfully! I observed all the fasts! 
What the bloody hell did I miss out?!!

Eh?! But you've only been 
away an hour, Omar

Yeah and amen to that! 
So, what happened then, 

Randalph?

I must have wondered for days 
without so much as a morsel of bread 
or a mouthful of water. I was footsore 

and weary, and I was beginning to 
feel the effects of the cold badly.

I had tried my best, but exhaustion finally overtook 
me and I collapsed. I had given up hope altogether 
in finding help and was preparing myself to die, lost 
and alone on the damp forest floor, amongst all the 

mud and fallen leaves, and spiders and bugs.

You know something, Omar? 
With more Muslims like you 

around, the world would be a 
much better place for all of us.
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