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The Official Newsletter of the Dwarf Owners Society of Great Britain

No Dwarfs were harmed in the making of this publication

EDITORIAL

Welcome to this, the last ‘Dwarf News’ of 2005. In this issue we reveal the winner of the
reader’s poll to choose the Dwarf of the year, and name the person who has been awarded
the society’s prestigious Dwarf Keeper Of The Year title.

Secretary/Reporter Sophie gives us her impressions of the new version of classic British
comedy film Confessions Of A Window Cleaner, starring the face of do-it-yourself mega
store B&Q’s own label bucket advertising campaign, Harry Collins.

There is astonishing news regarding the Lady Felicia Crumble Home For Retired
GentleDwarfs, first revealed exclusively in last month’s issue, good news regarding the
financial affairs of Assistant Editor Jane Von Smith, plus all the usual features like Court
Diary, and our extensive Sports Report.

This issue also contains the final two outfits for your cut out and keep Sophie doll, given
free with last month’s Supplement.

From myself and the rest of the editorial team here at the office, we wish all our readers a
prosperous New Year, and assure everyone that whatever the stories in the Dwarf world
over the next twelve months, you can always read about it first in ‘Dwarf News’.

NEW LADY FELICIA CRUMBLE HOME TO BE FINANCED BY
PINK OCTOBER

Secretive female Dwarf organization Pink October, still being investigated by police
probing a betting scandal at October’s DwarfFest '05, have been revealed as the charity
that contacted the Dwarf Owner’s Racing Club last month, with a generous offer to fund
the setting up of a home for retired racing Dwarfs.

Lady Emily Fortescue, who took over the presidency of D.O.R.C. last year after the
unfortunate death of Lady Crumble, told ‘Dwarf News’ that she had been contacted by a
representative of Pink October, with the offer to pay not only for the purchase and
refurbishment of the home, but also to assist with some of the running costs.

“Many former racing Dwarfs are in poor health, due to letting themselves go after their
racing career ends”, Lady Fortescue told our reporter. “They are all overweight, and
many have a problem with alcohol and roll-ups. The life expectancy of a racing Dwarf
after retirement is low, most die in their fifties or early sixties, and end up being cremated
by the local council, often two to a coffin. Pink October has promised that any Dwarf



who passes away at the home will in future be given a proper funeral, so that all their
little friends can say goodbye”.

The building chosen as the site for the home, the former debtor’s prison and lunatic
asylum at New Stratton, was the home of ‘Dwarf News’ until 1903, when the paper
moved to new premises. The buildings at New Stratton have been empty since the late
1970s, due to the last owners, a pet food company, going bankrupt. The home is due to
open in spring next year.

Pink October were unavailable for comment, as they have no contact address listed, and
are fanatical about preserving their anonymity. Their Chair Dwarf, known only as Auntie
Rachel, wrote to ‘Dwarf News’ last year, denying that the organization was involved in
criminal activities, and claiming that the members spent their time raising money, some
of which went to charity. She also asked that her members wish to remain anonymous be
respected, as they preferred to keep their charitable donations private.

A spokesman for the police told ‘Dwarf News’ that they have been investigating Pink
October for years.

“They are suspected of controlling much of the betting in floodlit Dwarf racing, and of
collecting protection money from bookmakers; they are also under investigation by the
Drugs Squad, for their involvement in the illegal importation and distribution of giraffe’s
testicles”, Chief Inspector Mark Toddy stated. “Unfortunately, witnesses and confidential
informants have a tendency to suffer from amnesia, or meet with unfortunate accidents.
Earlier this year a number of frozen testicles which were evidence in a case of GBH
(Giraffe Bollock Hoarding, - Ed) disappeared from a police freezer, causing the case to
collapse”. In answer to a question from our reporter, the Chief Inspector was forced to
admit that the missing evidence had been traced to the police canteen, where it had been
used to provide a meal of steak and bollock pie, followed two days later by bollock and
onions. He also suggested that a gas main explosion, which destroyed the prison van
transporting suspected giraffe testicle smuggler and disgraced solicitor John Gaskill to an
interview with police in London during February of this year might not have been an
accident. “Gaskill by name, and gas kill by nature”, the Inspector claimed.

He also admitted that the investigation into betting irregularities at this year’s DwarfFest
had failed to find a link between Pink October, who were the sponsors for the knitting
competition run every year by The Ancient Sisterhood Of The Dwarfs Of Albion, and
P.O. Bookmakers, who ran the charity betting on the event. The competion was won by
the one hundred and fifty-to-one outsider Alicia Oldham, who had entered a crimson and
yellow egg cosy.

The Dwarf Owner’s Racing Club have already begun to make a list of former racing
Dwarfs who are known to have fallen on hard times, with a view to offering them a bed
at New Stratton, as soon as the home opens for residents.

DEPUTY EDITOR ATTENDS FILM PREMIER WITH FORMER
HUSBAND NUMBER TWO

By Sophie, Secretary/Showbiz Correspondent/Reporter With Portfolio

Jane Von Smith, the Deputy Editor of ‘Dwarf News’ and a former PlayDwarf Playmate
Of The Year, was the guest of honour at the premiere of new film Confessions Of A



Window Cleaner, a remake of the classic British comedy originally made in the nineteen
seventies. Mrs. Von Smith arrived escorted by her former husband Harry Collins, a one
time ‘Dwarf News’ office boy and star of the film. Harry’s body double for the role of
the film’s hero Timmy Lee, American stunt Dwarf and former World’s Strongest Dwarf
Wee Willy Wilson, escorted Harry’s wife, former radical feminist Dwarf Minnie Small-
Collins.

The two couples joined the film’s director/producer, U.S. impresario Harvey Steinway,
for the opening night of his first feature film at The Odeon Cinema, Leicester Square.
Before the guests entered the theatre, I was able to have a brief word with Mrs. Von
Smith, to ask her if she intended defending her Mixed Height Doubles title at next year’s
Australian Dwarf’s Open Tennis Championship in January. Mrs. Von Smith won the
title last year when partnered by French Dwarf tennis star Marcel Bouffant, thanks to the
couple’s revolutionary serving technique. This involved Jane standing directly beneath
her partner’s stepladder in order to catch him when he fell forward after a high speed
serve. The technique gave the pair added time to run forward and cover the net for the
return.

“I'm intending to fly to Paris next week to discuss this, and other more personal matters,
with Marcel,” Jane told me. Bouffant, who became engaged to Mrs. Von Smith after
their win in Australia, later called off the wedding and returned to France when Jane was
made bankrupt; after a cheque from Norwich Union Insurance Company which included
three point seven million pounds due to Jane for the loss of the old ‘Dwarf News’ steam
powered printing press in an explosion at the Middle Whallop Steam Preservation
Society, disappeared, along with the society’s treasurer.

I was a little disappointed with the film itself, as [ was expecting it to be a real tearjerker.
All the men in the queue for the entrance were holding boxes of tissues, and the
refreshments stand had run out of little packets of Kleenex by the time I got to the front,
so I was looking forward to the best weepie since Love Story, my all-time favourite film.
Instead, it seemed to consist almost entirely of the hero falling off his ladder, and landing
in a variety of different places, including beds, baths, the back seats of cars and other
strange places, and on one occasion, the upper deck of an open topped bus carrying a
group of schoolgirls to a hockey match. As all the beds, baths and cars, and even the
wheelbarrow he fell into, seemed to contain young American actresses with over
developed chests, who appeared to fasten their clothes with Velcro and forget their
underwear, there wasn’t much time left for a plot. No wonder the film was X certificate.
There wasn’t even one weepie bit in the whole one and a half hours, unless you counted
the bit where Timmy Lee got his privates caught in his bicycle pump when he was
mending a puncture in the nude. Maybe I missed the sad bit when I went to the loo. I
think I was lucky not to catch the flu from one of the men in the audience, which is what
they must have been buying all those tissues for.

I was invited to the first night party afterwards, and spoke to the director, Harvey
Steinway. I mentioned that Harry’s stand-in didn’t look much like him, in fact he looked
like a miniature Arnold Swartzenneggar, while Harry looks like Danny De Vito, only
with more hair. (Harry’s wife refused to allow her husband to film the more raunchy
scenes, so a body double was required. — Ed). I learned that Wee Willie Wilson was a
stand-in for Arnie in the Terminator films, so they could save money on the stunts by
making everything half size. Mr. Steinway explained that, as the film was intended for a



mainly male audience, everyone would be looking at the actresses with no clothes on, and
that nobody would notice what the hero looked like. He even told me that Tom Cruise
had resorted to an African-American stand-in who only had one leg when he had to do
love scenes with Nicole Kidman just before their divorce, and got away with it. And they
say that the camera never lies! He also promised me that I could have a part in his next
film, if I was willing to get my boobs done, and invited me up to his suite afterwards for
an audition. I told him that I already had a job I love, and didn’t think I had what it takes
to be a film star.

The cast and crew are all off to the U.S.A. next week, as the film has to be a hit with
American audiences before it really classes as a success. I am not sure if it will do well
or not; Americans often have trouble with British humour, and I have a feeling that the
plot might be too subtle for them to understand it properly.

DWARF AND DWARF KEEPER OF THE YEAR ANNOUNCED

The results of a reader’s poll to choose the Dwarf and Dwarf Keeper Of The Year have
been revealed, after the readers of ‘Dwarf News’ hurried to send in their votes before the
Christmas holiday. Stoke-On-Trent Dwarf Keeper Peter Rollinson claimed that it was
“outrageous” that Dwarf keeper Jackie Bruce was not nominated for Dwarf Keeper Of
The Year, the title she won twelve months ago. Peter claimed that having to put up with
celebrity Dwarf Simon Bruce for a whole year meant that Jackie deserved to be awarded
the title for the second year running. The reason she was not nominated this year,
according to the Awards Committee, is that Jackie has actually put up with him for the
best part of fifteen years, an incredible length of time, and has been nominated for a Life
Time Achievement Award and induction into the Dwarf Keeper’s Hall Of Fame next
year.

This year the Award goes to ‘Dwarf News’ Secretary/Reporter Sophie, the world’s tallest
Dwarf, in recognition of her battle to overcome her mental health problems, even on
those days when she isn’t really feeling herself, and for her hard work for the paper.

Awarded to the Society’s youngest member, Alex Titterington, for his determination to
remain a member of the Society even when Dwarfless, and his futile attempts to win as
many T-shirts as he can, even in the face of overwhelming evidence that the results are
fixed so as to give away T-shirts to as many different readers as possible, thereby gaining
the maximum amount of free advertising.

DEPUTY EDITOR RETURNS FROM PARIS TO GOOD NEWS

Jane Von Smith, the Deputy Editor of ‘Dwarf News’, flew to Paris this month to see
former fiancée and mixed height tennis doubles partner Marcel Bouffant. On her return,
she informed the Editor that the wedding is definitely off, and that she and Marcel will



not be defending their title at next year’s Australian Open. Bouffant is said to be
recovering from the encounter in a Paris hospital, and Jane has now returned to Awards
Committee Chair Zena her ceremonial pickaxe handle, which she borrowed before the
trip.

On her return Mrs. Von Smith, who was declared bankrupt in summer this year, was told
by her solicitor that her claim for compensation against the Arbuthnots, wanted in
England for defrauding Norwich Union Insurance Company out of seven million pounds,
and also for the death of fellow steam preservation society member Mr. Fred Clegg, has
been partially successful. The Arbuthnots skipped bail in Phuket last month, and have
now vanished.

The couple had invested their ill-gotten gains in a chain of ‘massage parlours’ in
Thailand, which have now been seized by the government. Some have been sold off to
pay outstanding taxes and official bribes. After administration costs and court fees had
been deducted, the judge awarded Jane compensation to the value of one hundred and
forty million Thai Baht. At the present exchange rate of 70 Baht to the pound, this works
out to around two million Pounds sterling. Jane now finds herself the owner of three
brothels in Thailand, and is trying to find someone who is interested in purchasing a
“foreign business opportunity, in an exciting growth industry situated in the Far East”.
So far, the response has been disappointing. “Apparently, business has been dropping off
since last Boxing Day, tourists have been going further inland this year”, Jane told the
Editor. “The fact that Gary Glitter’s been locked up for four months isn’t helping either”.

COURT DIARY

The case against Mrs. June Bentley, (4ft 10in), who was charged with G.B.H. (Grievous
Bodily Harm, -Ed) after she set fire to her husband’s clothes while he was wearing
them, has collapsed. After a riot in court last month, when a protest by radical Dwarf
feminist movement The New Age Sisterhood Of The Dwarfs Of Albion disrupted
proceedings, the trial was set to continue this month, at a new location.

The Crown was forced to drop the prosecution after their principle witness, husband Cyril
Bentley, refused to give evidence. It is believed that Mr. Bentley was contacted by The
New Age Sisterhood, and told that if he was determined to testify, the trial would have to
be held in a downstairs courtroom, owing to the difficulty he would face getting upstairs
in a wheelchair. Mr. Bentley, who is still capable of walking at the present time, told the
judge in a letter that he was not happy with the level of protection offered to him by the
police, and was no longer prepared to proceed with the case. He has been fined five
hundred pounds for contempt of court, and charged with wasting police time.

Mrs. Bentley told reporters after the case collapsed that she was only charged because of
her short stature. “They picked on me because I am a Dwarf”, she claimed. She has now
filed for divorce, and for custody of the couple’s only child, eight-year-old Jessica. Mr.
Bentley was unavailable for comment; he is believed to be keeping a low profile after
being told by the witness protection programme that, since he was no longer a witness, he
was on his own.



SPORTS REPORT

There is surprising news this month from the Dwarf’s Indoor Leapfrog League, as the
British Naturist Dwarfs Over Sixty Unisex Leapfrog Display Team recorded their first
win of the season. The team was drawn against the Grimsby Grasshoppers, the present
holders of the prestigious Lucy Bottomly Memorial Cup. The nudists recorded a
convincing win by thirteen ends to two, giving the best score of the month, and moving
up to third place in the league. This is their highest placing in over ten years, and much
of the credit must go to new captain Arthur Crabb. Next month the team is drawn against
league leaders the Lancashire Leapers, who this month beat the Kidderminster Kangaroos
in a closely fought contest, eventually coming out on top by nine ends to seven.

December also saw the premiere Dwarf sport event north of the border, the Dwarf
Highland Games, take place, during the week before Christmas. Unfortunately, we were
unable to find a Scottish reporter to attend the games, as most of the Scots in England
already have jobs as ministers in the present Labour government, which may help to
explain why the Royal Tournament in London is no more, but the Edinborough Military
Tattoo is still being held every year. In the end, we sent a staff reporter, who now brings
you the ‘Dwarf News’ Sassenach’s guide to the Highland Games.

If you have never been to one of these events before, I can heartily recommend it. The
day began with a demonstration of synchronized cat throttling, accompanied by a large
number of drums. I presume the drums are intended to drown out the screams of the cats,
which were first dressed in tartan waistcoats before being forced under the armpits of
assorted Scotsmen. The drums didn’t work; the noise was dreadful, although the
spectators seemed to enjoy it. This was followed a parade of bearded ladies, equipped
with furry handbags, probably made from the cats throttled at the previous event. I have
vowed never to get drunk and go on the pull in Scotland, as this was the ugliest bunch of
women I had ever seen, and I used to live in Leighton Buzzard. (I later discovered that
they were actually men in drag; and that it is a rule of the games that all competitors must
wear tartan skirts and furry bum bags worn the wrong way round).

The day’s events saw the Dwarfs compete in five disciplines; the shot; a twenty-eight
pound weight for distance; throwing the hammer, which weighs sixteen pounds; throwing
a fifty-six pound weight as high as possible; and something called tossing the caber.
There were only two serious injuries during the day, when Jimmy McTavish (4ft 11in)
was too slow letting go of his hammer and became a kilt clad projectile who flew over
twenty feet before coming to earth and breaking an ankle; and Jock McDonald, (formerly
5ft 1in, now 4ft 6in), who threw the fifty-six pound weight to a new record height, but
was unfortunately directly beneath it when it came down again. He is now in hospital
with a fractured skull.

The caber tossing is definitely the highlight of the games. A telegraph pole was erected
in the center of the arena, and the first competitor approached. I expected the Dwarf to
attempt to climb to the top, presumably with the winner recording the fastest time of the
day, but instead he lifted it, took a short run up, and launched it into the air. The aim is to
make the telegraph pole revolve in the air, and land on it’s other end before falling over.



A thrilling contest followed, with the winner being named as Wee Jockie McNalty, one
of the few Feral Dwarfs who entered the competition. He was also declared the overall
champion of the day’s meeting.

Scotland is, of course, the home of the only undomesticated Dwarfs still living in the
British Isles, the Scottish Wild, or Feral, Dwarf. (Many female Dwarf Keepers will
dispute this, pointing to their own undomesticated Dwarf’s tendency to urinate from
bedroom windows when drunk, and refuse to do the washing up. - Ed).
Unfortunately, this rare creature is now classed as an endangered species, as it’s habitat is
being destroyed at an alarming rate, due to more and more traditional pubs in Scotland’s
major cities being turned into trendy wine bars and restaurants for the tourist trade. As
most bar owners in Scotland regard Feral Dwarfs as vermin, despite being eager to take
their money, the species faces a bleak future, as they do not thrive in civilisation.

If readers who travel north of the border ever get the chance to visit one of these events, I
can offer two suggestions. First, take earplugs. Throughout the day a contest is held to
determine the best solo cat throttler, without the drums to drown out at least some of the
noise. Second, avoid the haggis burgers at all costs.




LAST MONTH’S COMPETITION WINNERS ANNOUNCED

In a rare display of generosity, the Editor has awarded three exclusive ‘Dwarf News’ T-
shirts to the readers of December’s issue.

For solving the word puzzle in last month’s supplement, long time reader Biggles wins
again, this time actually getting all the answers right. He correctly worked out that the
winning word was “Committee”.

After studying the suggestions sent by readers who had their own novel ideas about how
to boil an egg, the Editor has declared two winners. Grim the Cyber Dwarf submitted no
less than five different methods, some involving steam engines; however as most readers
do not have access to a large railway locomotive or a forge, the T-shirt was awarded for
the following:

Start up somebody else’s computer, disconnect the CPU cooling fan and place your
egg on top of the finned heat sink, leave it until the computer crashes and burns out
its CPU and your egg should be cooked.

The other T-shirt goes to Stoke-On-Trent Dwarf Keeper Peter Rollinson, who

remembered what happened to the Dwarf Keeper Royal’s Reliant earlier this year.
Place egg in pot of water, place pot in Robin Reliant, then just wait...

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR

This month has seen a full postbag here at the office, with letters from readers covering a
variety of topics from last month’s issue. By far the largest number of correspondents
wrote regarding Zena’s cookery column.

Here is a small selection.

Dear Sir;

I was very interested in Zena’'s method of boiling eggs with two mobile telephones. It
reminded me of something my shipmates and I used to do during the war. In nineteen
forty-four I served as gunner’s mate on HMS Gannet, a destroyer escorting convoys
across the Atlantic.

I was the loader on number two turret. My mate, Senior Gunner Bertie Harris,
discovered that if the target radar for our turret was fully depressed, and the left hand
gun barrel was raised to maximum elevation, then by fitting a shaving mirror to the end
of the barrel and setting it at exactly the right angle, it was possible to reflect the radar
beam down the barrel and into the turret. If you placed an egg in the breach of the gun,
it was possible to boil it in about eight seconds. Of course, you had to make a small hole
in the shell first, otherwise the egg would explode, and it would take hours to get all the
egg out of the barrel.

Bertie also found out that, if instead of putting an egg in the breech, you clipped a
second, convex shaving mirror on the breech locking mechanism, you could reflect the
radar beam back up the barrel. He claimed that, with the second mirror fitted, he could
cook a seagull in flight at a range of two miles. Although I personally think that this was



an exaggeration, I did witness him using this technique on an albatross that was sitting
on the top of the forward flagstaff. It went from squawk to Kentucky fried with eleven
herbs and spices before it had time to hit the deck.

We only did one Atlantic crossing, both ways, in the Gannet, as half way back on the
return journey the crew were stricken by scurvy. Although we had plenty of fresh fruit
on board, having re-stocked in America, by the time we got home, half my shipmates
had lost most of their teeth, and nearly all of their hair. The ship was taken out of
commission and sent to Chatham dockyard, where it was eventually broken up after the
war.

Yours Sincerely,
Gunner’s Mate Richard Head, R.N. (Retired).

Dear Sir;

During the war | served as a co-pilot flying Lancaster bombers. On the long haul over to Germany,
our navigator used to boil eggs for the crew by getting the pilot to shut down number two engine, and
feather the prop. He would then use the navigation radar to boil the egg by bouncing the beam off
the propeller blades and back into the fuselage. He would always make a small hole in the shell first,
to stop the egg exploding and plastering the inside of the aircraft with shell fragments and half-boiled
egg. Getting the egg to boil involved walking backwards and forwards along the fuselage until he
found the optimum place, as he could never be certain exactly what position the blades would stop
in. We also used the trick to re-heat our coffee on the way back to Blighty. The aircraft was
eventually written off in early nineteen forty-five, when we were returning from a mission after the
bomb release mechanism failed. The pilot, Flying Officer ‘Baldy’ Harris, couldn’t get number two
engine re-started after we had our supper, and with a full bomb load and flak damage we were unable
to get enough height to clear the cliffs at Dover. We were forced to ditch, and had to be picked up
from the Channel, after sitting in the life raft for eighteen hours. The rear gunner, ‘Baldy’ Yates, was
extremely pissed off, as he left his false teeth on the aircraft, and he had to borrow Sergeant ‘Baldy’
Collins the bomb aimer’s spare teeth for three months, until he could get a replacement set.

Your Faithfully,
FArthur _PBaldy’ Johnson.

Dear Zena;

Thank you very much. If you cook an egg using microwaves, you have to
make a small hole in the shell, otherwise it explodes. I discovered
this after using your method of boiling an egg during a power cut. I
am now looking forward to spending a week over Christmas re-decorating
the kitchen.

Yours,
Delia Smith

Also received was the letter re-produced overleaf, from an outraged mother.



Dear Editor;

Thank you very much for ruining my little girl’s Christmas.  did not
appreciate Your sending Jessica an XXXL ‘Bwarf News’ T-shirt with a
letter saying she could grow lnto it. Jessica is still very upset since her
qranny’s dog got out and got run over. She is a keen reader of ‘Dwarf
News’ and last thme she went to see her Daddy on a sunday afternoon,
she came howee all excited, as he had Let her have the cut out Sophie doll
from last month's Lssue. She woticed that there was something wrong
with Sophie’s kinickers, but managed to loose the unwanted bulge when
she carefuLLg cut it out. She won't put it down, and even takes it to bed
with her. The following day, the T-shirt arrived. She cried for three days.
[ hope you are proud of Yourself.

[ have written to the Dwarf Keeper Royal to complain about your conduct,
and expect a T-shivt of a suitable size for an eight-year -old girl by return

of post.
June Bentley.

Finally, there was the following letter from a member who also noticed something amiss
with the Sophie doll sent with last month’s issue.

Dear Sir;

T eouldn’t help neticing that Sephie, probably due to having no pockets, chooses to keep
her handkerchief tucked down the front of her knickers. This brought back pleasant
memories of my 'Schooltlags in the fifties, when many of the 5irl-s useq to keep their hankies
tucked up their knickers leg; all us boys used to wait in eager anticipation whenever one of
them sneezed.

Please suggest to Sophie that she keeps her hankie to one side, as 1 am sure that tucking
it down the front is a little unsanitary. Could you also ask her if she has washed the
hankie yet, as if net, T am prepared to buy it from her at a good price.

Yours sincere]g,
Dave Crotchet

Editor’s Note: The writer of the above letter has had his membership suspended for
three months by the Dwarf Keeper Royal.
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ZENA’S GUIDE TO DOMESTIC BLISS

Welcome to the third part of my simple cookery guide. This month, we are going to be
talking about cookers. Contrary to rumours circulated by Grim The Cyber Dwarf, I do
know what a cooker is, and where to find one. They lurk in the corner of the room called
the kitchen. This room is easy to identify in most homes, as it will also have a sink, with
a pair of taps providing hot and cold water. If the room you are in also has a toilet and a
large white thing full of motorcycle parts, then you are almost certainly in the bathroom,
so keep looking.

Once you have identified the kitchen, the room where the activity of cooking actually
takes place, look for the metal cupboard with knobs on it. This is the cooker, a neat and
tidy place to store all those take away menus that seem to accumulate over the course of a
few days. Contrary to popular belief, it is intended for more than heating up crankcases
in order to fit the bearings when rebuilding motorcycle engines.

The University of Ulster have some handy tips on keeping your kitchen and cooker safe,
and some general tips on actually using the cooker to prepare food. This allows you to
turn raw, frozen and tinned food items into delicious meals like pizza and chips.

Most fires start in the kitchen. Invest in a suitable fire extinguisher or fire blanket,
and store in an easily accessible place. If the cooking area is part of your living
room, make sure the cooker is positioned well away from the door, to allow you to
escape if necessary.

Don’t let grease build up on the cooker, and keep electric flexes well clear of cooking
rings and hobs. (The bit on the top). Remember, pots and pans should be placed on
the cooker with the handles turned inwards, but not over other rings as this will
result in blisters when you try to lift them off in order to remove the contents prior
to eating. (It is so much nicer to serve food on a plate, rather than using a spoon to
eat it straight from the saucepan, particularly if you are cooking for more than one
person).

Your chip pan should be no more than one third full. This applies whether it
contains cooking oil, or graphite grease for lubricating motorcycle chains. If you do
use it for bike chains, wash it out thoroughly before replacing the cooking oil and
preparing chips. If the chip pan does catch fire, use a fire blanket, but never put
yourself at risk. Don’t try to move the pan, particularly when it is alight, and never
use water on a chip pan fire.

Always check that the cooker is turned off last thing at night. Use the cooker only
for food preparation; never use it for warming or drying clothes. The most common
cause of cooker fires is forgetting to remove all those take away menus that have
been stored inside, before turning it on to warm up.
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To my mind very valuable tips indeed! One of my own tips for using an oven, is to get a
smoke alarm fitted to your upstairs landing ceiling. This makes a very good timer for
grilled foods. Just as soon as the smoke alarm goes off dinner’s ready! It’s great! You
never have to yell at the kids to come and get their dinner! OK, if you live in a bungalow,
then you’ll need trial and error to decide where to position the smoke alarm, but I'm sure
it wouldn’t be too difficult.

People say that now I’ve discovered the delights of the cooker, I will never need to use a

take out menu again. Anyway, 'm off now to try and find a new home for all my old
take out menus. You know, just in case.
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SUPPLEMENT

This month’s supplement features the ‘Dwarf News’ Review Of The Year, as we look
back at some of the stories that made the headlines in 2005.

JANUARY

The New Year opens with the threat of industrial action hanging over Merkin College,
Cambridge, the premier center for Dwarf related studies in Great Britain. The strike is
averted at the last minute, after the sacking of Professor Henry Quigley, Senior Lecturer
in Dwarf Mythology. Quigley had enraged female staff in an article, suggesting that
women were incapable of understanding anything more complicated than a light switch.
Former floodlit Dwarf racer and recovering meths drinker William Bigger becomes the
sole heir of the estate of his former owner, Lady Felicia Crumble. Meanwhile Lady
Crumble’s solicitor, Mr. John Gaskill, is arrested after a warrant is issued by police in
Kenya, and charged with the theft of seven hundred and forty-six giraffe testicles.

In sport, ‘Dwarf News’ Assistant Editor Jane Von Smith and her partner, French Dwarf
Tennis star Marcel Bouffant, win the mixed height doubles at the Australian Dwarfs
Open Tennis tournament.

FEBRUARY

Disgraced solicitor John Gaskill dies, when the prison van transporting him to an
interview with a senior officer in the drugs squad stops on top of a leaking gas main.
Gaskill had agreed to give evidence to the squad implicating mysterious female Dwarf
organization Pink October in the lucrative giraffe bollock smuggling trade. The interior
of the prison van has to be hosed out, and the water run through a tea strainer, to find
enough remains to put in his coffin. Police voice their suspicions that the explosion was
not an accident. A second person involved in the case, Miss Gladys Wilson, will escape
prosecution next month, when it is revealed that the evidence, consisting of some three
hundred deep frozen giraffe testicles stored at Half street Police Station, has inadvertently
been used to feed the local constabulary with a meal of steak and bollock pie, followed
two days later by sliced bollock and onions.

February also sees the opening of a new exhibit at Middle Whallop Steam Preservation
Society; it is the old ‘Dwarf News’ steam powered printing press, now owned by
Assistant Editor Jane Von Smith, and on loan to the museum. Also open this month is
William Bigger’s tribute to his final owner, controversial late author Eric Von Smith,
who died the previous year. William’s fiancée Jane, the author’s widow, calls off her
engagement after objecting to a statue of Eric at the museum, in the grounds of the late
author’s former home. The monument shows the author at the moment of his death,
buried head first up to his waist in a compost heap.
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MARCH

The April issue of ‘Dwarf News’ is sabotaged by the Deputy Editor and Grim the Cyber
Dwarf, who send out a fake April 1% issue to members, containing spoof stories and
articles. The real issue follows two days later. The Deputy Editor is sacked, however
Grim remains with the paper, due to it being impossible to find another computer
engineer willing to work for tea and biscuits.

The real April issue reports on an explosion at Middle Whallop, which destroys the old
‘Dwarf News’ printing press, originally built in the time of Henry the Eighth, and kills
the museum’s owner, Mr. Richard Arbuthnot. Police claim that another person may have
been killed in the explosion, Mr. Fred Clegg, and begin a search through the rubble for a
second body.

Other news from March, as reported in the April issue: ‘Dwarf News’ is offered the
chance to purchase late author Eric Von Smith’s diaries, and the Society’s Technical
Department announces the development of a new automatic Dwarf neutering device.
‘Dwarf News’ Secretary Sophie is admitted to the Nuthatch private mental health facility
in Cambridge, after suffering a breakdown at work.

APRIL

The Editor of ‘Dwarf News’ is sacked following the annual auditor’s report, when it is
discovered that many of the paper’s accounts have been raided to cover up a large hole in
the expense accounts; the benevolent fund is found to consist of five pesetas, two buttons
and a polo mint. He is subsequently arrested and charged with trying to sell the paper a
series of documents, which are alleged to be the diaries of controversial late author Eric
Von Smith, but are in fact forgeries.

Sophie the Secretary leaves the Nuthatch, and becomes an in-patient at the infirmary of
Merkin College, Cambridge, where she is to be treated by renowned psychiatrist Doctor
William Bodkin G.F., S.R.C.C.P. head of the Little Known Department Of Dwarf
Psychiatry.

Owing to unforeseen problems, the Society’s Technical Department is forced to withdraw
it’s automatic Dwarf neuterer; department head Dwarf Friend Chris Straw tells ‘Dwarf
News’ “It looks like we’re back to the old two bricks and a pair of thumb guards for the
foreseeable future”.

Assistant Editor Jane Von Smith begins looking for a large property in the area, to set up
home with her new fiancée, French Dwarf tennis star and doubles partner Marcel
Bouffant, after she learns that she is due to receive three point seven million pounds from
Norwich Union to cover the loss of the old ‘Dwarf News’ steam powered printing press,
which was completely destroyed in the explosion at Middle Whallop.

MAY

The Dwarf Mobile, a Reliant three-wheeler owned by the Dwarf Keeper Royal, catches
fire in a Bletchley car park, after he tries to start the engine. It is taken away for repair.
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A telephone girl from the RAC, when told that Reliant three-wheelers must be carried on
a flat bed, claims that this can damage the transmission on some cars, and asks if the
vehicle is four-wheel drive. It is written off, and Norwich Union pays out one thousand
nine hundred pounds, as he has managed to insure the plastic pig as a classic car. He tells
members the car was worth much more dead than alive. His Dwarf and wife of twenty
years, Gill the Tea Dwarf, points out that the same applies to her husband, and begins to
divide her time equally between reading books on exotic poisons, and studying the Argos
catalogue.

Elsewhere in the issue, it is reported that American film mogul Harvey Steinway is to
remake the British classic film Confessions Of A Window Cleaner, starring former
‘Dwarf News’ office Dwarf Harry Collins, Assistant Editor Jane Von Smith’s number
two husband; Middle Whallop Steam Preservation Society treasurer Gladys Arbuthnot
vanishes with a seven million pound cheque from Norwich Union for the loss of the
collection, and Merkin College, Cambridge, announces that they have entered a team for
University Challenge. Sophie the secretary is diagnosed as suffering from a multiple
personality disorder, and begins treatment at Merkin College infirmary under psychiatrist
Dr. William Bodkin.

JUNE

Dr. Leon Canarbis, Principle Reader at the Department Of Political Infighting at Merkin
College, is found at the bottom of the clock tower in the college grounds. Before leaping
to his death, he has castrated himself with an electric carving knife, and burnt out both
eyes with a cigarette. Police who search his rooms afterwards discover that he was the
mysterious knickers thief who has been plaguing the college’s female staff and students.
Merkin also faces an enquiry into teaching standards after the college team, made up of
four students all studying for a degree in Applied Dwarf Lore, score the lowest ever
number of points in University Challenge, going out to Leeds Polytechnic in the first
round. Professor Weetabix Julian Waverly, Chair of Reverse Logic, enters Mastermind,
the B.B.C. quiz for the highly intelligent, vowing to restore the college’s reputation.
‘Dwarf News’ Secretary Sophie responds well to treatment, and is officially recognized
by the Society as the world’s tallest Dwarf, after it is revealed that her mother brought her
up on highballs, a drug made from giraffe’s testicles, in order to ensure that she didn’t fail
to grow up, and become a Dwarf. Also, former ‘Dwarf news’ Editor Piers Bentley is in
court facing forgery charges over the Von smith diaries he tried to sell to the paper,
before he was fired for financial irregularities.

JULY

After receiving a cheque for one thousand nine hundred pounds for his Reliant Rialto, the
Dwarf Keeper Royal buys a replacement Rialto for six hundred pounds, from Captain
Biggles’ Used Motorcycle Emporium. The remaining one thousand three hundred
pounds pays for a replacement engine for his Yamaha Diversion, which he has managed
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to destroy by frequent bouts of over revving. He is still around a thousand pounds better
off, and buys a second bike with the remainder.

Former Editor Piers Bentley sells an old painting, of famous Elizabethan Dwarf Phillip
Of Stains, the first Earl Bodkin, to cover the cost of his defence in his forgery trial. The
buyer is Cuthbert, the fourteenth Earl, a direct descendant.

AUGUST

Richard Arbuthnot, believed to have been killed in the Middle Whallop Steam
Preservation Society blast, is arrested in Thailand, along with his wife, Gladys. They
have invested the insurance money from Norwich Union for the loss of the steam
museum in a chain of brothels and massage parlours. Police re-open their investigation
into the cause of the explosion.

The portrait of Earl Bodkin, which is has been loaned to the National Gallery by it’s new
owner, is withdrawn from exhibition, after doubts are expressed regarding it’s
authenticity.

Filming is completed on the remake of Confessions Of A Window Cleaner, it is
announced that the new version is due for release in December. Sophie the Secretary
returns to work, and is given her own portfolio. The Society announces the opening of a
new Dwarf exchange scheme.

Yorkshire police dig up the grave of Richard Arbuthnot, and finally discover the body of
missing Steam Society member Fred Clegg. A second warrant is issued for the
Arbuthnots, this time for murder. The couple are held under house arrest in Thailand.
The new Dwarf exchange scheme causes controversy, after Awards Committee Chair
Zena ‘Two Dwarfs’ Daniels submits papers to exchange Grim The Cyber Dwarf for her
new Dwarf, known as Ghandi. Alex Titterington is to be Grim’s new owner. The papers
are later found to have been altered, and signatures forged. Both Zena and Alex have
their membership suspended.

Milton Keynes Dwarf Jok Clark has to be removed from the crutch of an air stewardess
by ambulance personnel, after a motorcycle accident; and former ‘Dwarf News’ Editor
Piers Bentley and his father, Wallace, are charged with the sale of a forged painting.
Elsewhere, the Dwarf Keeper Royal is concerned by a burning smell, coming from his
new Reliant. The panic subsides after he realizes he has driven for sixteen miles with the
handbrake on, after both rear wheel trims melt and fall off. There are celebrations at
Merkin College, Cambridge, after professor Weetabix Julian Waverly wins his first round
heat in Mastermind, and the paper advertises to find a new owner for Grim The Cyber
Dwarf. There are no takers.
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OCTOBER
‘Dwarf News’ publishes its annual ‘Dwarf Fest” edition. The entire Awards Committee
resigns in protest at the suspension of their Chair, Zena, causing panic over the prospect
of the awards for Dwarf and Dwarf Keeper of the Year being cancelled.
In Thailand, the Arbuthnots skip house arrest and disappear, and Awards Committee
Chair Zena begins her new cookery column.

NOVEMBER

There are protests when it is announced that American girl rock band The Quickies are to
tour Britain. The five piece, all Dwarf band have caused riots in America, and many of
their records are banned. The girls call upon female Dwarfs everywhere to stand up and
be counted.

Zena has her suspension for abuse of the new Dwarf exchange scheme reduced from
three months to two weeks, and is re-instated. The end of year awards nominees are
announced. Meanwhile, young Dwarf Keeper Alex Titterington falls off his motorcycle,
and breaks his wrist.

Former ‘Dwarf News’ Editor Piers Bentley is given six years in prison for his part in
selling a forged painting, plus a further two years as he is already on probation, after
forging the Von Smith diaries and trying to sell them to ‘Dwarf News’. His father, who
was responsible for painting the portrait of Earl Bodkin and some of his family, is also
sentenced to six years.

In sport, sixty-nine year old Arthur Crabb, captain of the British Naturist Dwarfs Over
Sixty Unisex Leapfrog Display Team, marries seventy-two year old spinster Iris Butcher,
a team member. This follows an accident at a display for Dwarf Fest the previous month,
when Arthur miss-timed his run up, and scored what is technically referred to as a ‘hole
in one’.

The end of the year sees Sophie the ‘Dwarf News’ Secretary awarded Dwarf Of The
Year, with Alex Titterington being voted Dwarf Keeper Of The Year. Deputy Editor
Jane Von Smith sees an upturn in her finances, and becomes the proud owner of three
brothels in Thailand, courtesy of the Thai Court who are disposing of the assets of on the
run couple the Arbuthnots.

The re-make of Confessions Of A Window Cleaner gets a poor reception in England, and
then bombs in America, where it goes straight to video. Director/Producer Harvey
Steinway receives threats from some of the businessmen who put up the money for the
film.

Overleaf, there are the final two outfits for last month’s special free gift, the cut out
and keep Sophie doll. Have fun!
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American film impresario Harvey Steinway was said to be ‘“disappointed” with the
critic’s response to his first feature film, Confessions Of A Window Cleaner, after it’s
premiere in New York before Christmas. Steinway, who borrowed heavily from a
variety of sources in order to finance the film, also told reporters that he was unhappy
with the distributor’s decision to cancel further showings immediately after the premiere,
and put the film into the ‘straight to video’ category. One investor in the film, Chicago
Dwarf and businessman Luigi ‘Knuckles’ Lambretti, (4ft 11in), told a reporter from the
Wall Street Journal entertainments section that Harvey had “better come up with the
money quick, or take out a funeral plan’.

The Editor of ‘Dwarf News’ has received an official written warning, after he sent an
eight-year-old female reader an XXXL T-shirt, with a letter telling her she could “grow
into it”. He was also instructed to personally deliver a new T-shirt of the correct size to
the reader concerned, before Christmas, or face the prospect of finding another job in the
New Year.

SOPHIES” COLUMN
By Sophie, Secretary/Showbiz Correspondent/Reporter With Portfolio

Well, I have managed to complete my first assignment as the paper’s Showbiz
Correspondent, and the Editor has promised me a pay rise next year, although he hasn’t
said when.

Three days after the premiere of Confessions Of A Window Cleaner, 1 received a bunch of
flowers, delivered to the office. They were from the film’s director and producer, Harvey
Steinway. There was a very nice letter with them, asking me if I would like to spend
Christmas in Hollywood with him, and maybe do an audition while I was there. He even
included a return air ticket, and told me to phone him to say when I was going to arrive,
so he can meet me at the airport! I decided not to go, as I wasn’t sure quite what sort of
audition he had in mind. Also, my passport is in Matt’s name, the same as my driving
licence, and it would have given Harvey quite a shock if he was waiting at arrivals for
Sophie, and I turned up as Matt instead. I decided to wait ‘till next year, then cash the
ticket in and clear some of my overdraft.

I didn’t have a very good Christmas; my landlady went away, so I was in the house on
my own for the holiday. To make things worse, I went down with the flu, probably
caught from one of those men with all the tissues at the film premiere. I was in bed for a
week, and was so sick I can’t remember anything about the run-up to Christmas. I didn’t
come round ‘till Boxing Day.

Now, to make things even worse, I seem to have lost the airline ticket that Harvey sent
me, so I can’t cash it in. I did ring him to say thank you on Boxing Day, and apologise
that I couldn’t make it, but there was no answer, even though I let it ring for ages. So,
another year draws to a close, at least I managed to get the Dwarf Keeper Royal a bottle
of whisky, so maybe he’ll stop moaning now.

& HAPPY NEW YEAR TO ALL OUR READERS!
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