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                     Pond life

noun

1.

the animals, especially the invertebrates, that live in ponds 
or stagnant water.
“pupils can discover aspects of pond life for themselves”

2.

BRITISH informal
a contemptible or worthless person or group of people.
“gangs of foul-mouthed pond life”
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OH HI THERE, AND WELCOME TO THE FIRST 
ISSUE OF PONDLIFE. IT’S A PRETTY GOOD IS-
SUE I THINK - FULL OF PONDERINGS ABOUT 
LIFE AND THE SUCH. ONE CAN ONLY IMAG-
INE HOW THINGS WILL PROGRESS THOUGH. 
MAYBE POND LIFE 2 WILL BE BETTER THAN 
PONDLIFE 1, JUST LIKE HOW LED ZEP 2 IS 
BETTER THAN LED ZEP 1. THEN AGAIN POND 
LIFE 2 MIGHT BE THE DIFFICULT SECOND 
ALBUM. WHO KNOWS. MAYBE IF PONDLIFE 
2 IS THE DIFFICULT SECOND ALBUM THEN 
PONDLIFE 3 WILL BE THE ONE WHERE WE 
MAKE IT BIG AND HIT THE MASSES HARD. 
THIS IS WHERE POND LIFE WILL HAVE TO 
CHANGE IT’S NAME TO SEA LIFE. IN THE 
MEANTIME HOWEVER YOU WILL HAVE TO 
MAKE DO WITH POND LIFE 1 - THE BEGIN-
NING. AND ALL BEGINNINGS NEED A BEGIN-
NING. IN THIS CASE WE SHALL BEGIN WITH 
‘IT HAS HAPPENED AGAIN’ BT THOMAS 
SPOONER.

POND LIFE 



                       It Has Happened Again

                              by Thomas Spooner

It’s happened again. I have woken, not that I can ever 
claim to have been asleep, on a sofa in a house that is not 
my own after drinking too much. Any exposed flesh, that 
has crept out in the hour of enforced pass-out, is stuck to 
the faux-leather of the settee. I have eyelashes of tobacco, 
curling elegantly upwards towards the ceiling that spins 
ever so slightly, seductive and shimmying slow like the 
hips of a Soho dancer. Nauseatingly so. My lips are stuck 
together with a black cement of wine, purchased at 4am 
from a shop too bright, too open, too willing to serve for 
that time of the morning.

As the first blood floods into my brain like river water into 
a field, I want to scream but I cannot part my lips far 
enough. It is a leech that locks these lips: a Merlot mollusc, 
a Burgundy barnacle and it is not going anywhere. The fear 
is that if I try and open my mouth then I will tear my face 
into a Chelsea smile. Paul Simon’s Graceland blares from a 
stereo. My brain tells me that I love this fucking album. I 
lurch from the sofa with an arm cushion stuck to my cheek 
and a Walkers’ Sensation emerging like a sulking bottom 
lip from a crease in my belly. My second thought arrives: 
What have I done to my body? What have I been doing to 
my body this whole damn festive period? I am a misshapen 
Garner’s onion, unfurling, limp, pickled and floating in an 
oblivion of acid regret.

Finally, I focus and take in my surroundings. My friend sits 
smoking by the window, swirling wine in his glass. It is 
his birthday and he carries it well, elegantly reclined and 
reflective in the pre-dawn light. Fucker, I think. He has not 
slept but like some Victorian hedonist, this scenario fits him 
like a velvet smoking jacket, sartorially so. I drop to the 



floor and attempt to do 10 press-ups, hard and fast, to offer 
my body some hope, some reason not to give up on me. It 
is a sad, futile and ultimately insane attempt - a ridiculous 
gesture of a drunkard.

Eventually, I face plant the floor and remember that I 
fucking love Paul Simon’s Gracelands. I jump up and dance 
with my other friend who swigs wine from the bottle. He 
is less elegant, but more impressively active than the 
other. He has 
channelled his 
alcohol-fuelled 
energy into a 
metronomic 
strut. Like two 
roosters in a 
cage, we kick 
limbs together 
in time to the 
music that has 
changed now 
to the Talking 
Heads. Fittingly, 
A Road to 
Nowhere. We 
pace up and 
down, like cars 
changing lanes, 
like Pacmen. 
We dance for 
the birthday 
boy, who remains balanced and sublime in his window chair. 
He is unmoved but for a smile that sits lazily on his face. 
He wryly and silently observes that the two roosters have 
become monkeys. Limbs flail, knees rise and fall – we are 
automaton monkeys - music is our clockwork, alcohol is our 
oil – and this is my downfall.
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It’s 10 am and I should be out of bed, except here I am ly-
ing around in my own filth and sweat. Last night was fun I 
admit, but i’m paying the price now. My mouth tastes like 
what I would imagine a gorrilla’s armpit to taste like. My 
head hurts and my face is puffy. There are crease marks on 
my cheeks and my underpants have been on for three days 
straight. Last night was a good night for all concerned. Be-
ing twenty four, unemployed and living in such a village as 
Purton can be rather disheartening for a young ambitious 
male like myself. Any chance of fun is warmly welcomed. 
I’m Bobby Greenhorn – wannabee fighter pilot, but in real-
ity i’m just any old bum. 

“Bobby, get your ass down here boy, breakfast is on the 
table” 
 
My father Malcolm (47) keen on cliche’s is yelling up to me 
to come and eat, but I don’t feel like eating. I just want to 
lie here and maybe watch a bit of telly in bed. Bit of early 
morning cookery whilst having a fumble with the ol’ john-
son. Perfect Saturday morning japery. None of this eating 
business. More of the ol’ watching people eating and cook-
ing whilst lying down in my own fetid stink. I enjoy the 
combination. It’s perfect. You have to have the rough with 
smooth. It’s what makes life life. I don’t know how people 
cope with perfection. I can only cope with imperfection. I 
know it well. I enjoy it. It enjoys me. I stink.

I remember when we were kids, I used to fart under the 
duvet and make my younger sister Annie inhale my pong 



until she told me it smelled good. Only then would I release 
her from the bowels of hell. I liked that game. I’m sure she 
did too. I miss Annie. She had a great sense of smell.

                                          2

Last night was fantastic. One of those nights where you 
expect anything to happen. I’d gone to meet a couple of 
mates at The Angel, somewhere I usually whinge about 
going to, but on this occasion I just couldn’t be arsed to 
pick a fight. It was Friday night, i’d had a tough day lying 
around playing computer games (i’d failed to get past level 
7 of Gun of Justice) and just to go out and let loose was 
fine with me. 

We met at 8pm, as we always did, me, Johnny Snow and 
Martin Teatington. We always liked to hurt Martin’s feelings, 
by calling him ‘Teaty’, especially in front of fit girls. It was 
especially unfortunate that Teaty had quite large, milky 
looking nipples for a boy. Teaty had pet sheep - maybe 
evolution looked kindly on him and gave him the ability 
to give his sheep human milk as a supplement, if he so 
wished.  
 
Anyway, so there we were, propping up the bar at The 
Angel. Burt the barman was there serving everyone drinks 
and trying to act cool whenever a good looking lass or-
dered a drink. Tonight, his greasy hair was slicked over in 
a side parting, showing off the most enormous boils on his 
forehead. Burt basically looked a bit like a diseased crow, 
but he was pleasant enough to our faces and people liked 
him regardless of his repulsiveness.
  
I was puffing out my chest as I normally do, to impress the 
ladies and drinking lager at the bar. I like lager. My father 
calls it onion water, but I like its crisp, clean taste. Two girls 
that I had never seen before looked over at me and then 
quickly went back to chatting between themselves again. I 



thought i’d go over and introduce myself, seeing as though 
one of them in particular looked moderately attractive. 

“So what do you do in life?” I casually remarked to the girl. 

On closer look she was beautiful. Her hair was of an almost 
unnatural consistency. Extremely blonde and lustrous. Her 
body – an hourglass. Underneath her rather tight fitting 
white top (she was wearing tight black jeans to counterbal-
ance) I observed two nice sized lumps that suggested a pair 
of breasts. I also noticed slightly protruding nipples. 

She went on to tell me all sorts. Maybe she was nervous, 
but she babbled on for ages about her main job as a care-
worker and how in the evenings she modelled now and 
again for a toy company. I couldn’t be arsed to ask too 
many questions, in fear that she would talk forever, but she 
was nice to look at and we were getting on so after an hour 
or so I asked her if she had a place we could go to continue 
the night. Turned out she rented a small flat about a fifteen 
minute walk away.

It was now around ten o’clock and the pub was still buzzing 
and my mates were having a good old chinwag and banter-
ing session on my behalf, as i’d been chatting to this girl 
(she told me her name was Cindy) for ages. I think they 
were jealous. I would be too, she was a fine looking girl. 

We left the pub at 10.30 after having another drink togeth-
er. Her friends were now chatting to my mates, so we felt 
we could quite comfortably bugger off without feeling like 
we’d left anybody in the lurch or anything. We didn’t bother 
saying a proper goodbye, they just looked over at us as we 
picked up our coats and we gave them a wink in return.

                                         3

Cindy’s flat was on the third floor of a three story building. 
If the flat was in London or New York, you may like to call 



it a penthouse apartment, but this was Purton so we just 
called it a flat. 

“What do you think of my penthouse apartment” said Cindy 
with an ironic tone to her voice.

“Wonderful dear, absolutely fabulous darling – I’m particu-
larly enjoying the views over the rest of the estate” I re-
sponded suitably.
 
We settled down into the night on her sofa. Cindy poured 
me a glass of red. I looked at her again and wallowed in her 
perfection. I felt small and ugly in comparison, but calmed 
my anxiety by reminding myself how charismatic and funny 
I am. I farted a little bit, and Cindy laughed and sniffed the 
air. 

“Cheese on toast?” she said questioningly.

“Yep, I had three slices of poor pizza earlier whilst playing 
Gun of Justice” I admitted.

Cindy laughed once, then nodded and exclaimed that she 
also loved Gun of Justice and didn’t mind men that farted 
– as long as it wasn’t at mealtime. I was happy. Not only 
did she like Gun of Justice and farting, but she also had a 
keen sense of smell, just like Annie did. I thought of Annie 
and missed her again. 

Cindy got up off the sofa to go and have a look at her cd 
collection. She only had about twenty cds and some of 
them seemed a bit suspect to me. For example she owned 
a couple of Phil Collins albums as well as the first album by 
Ocean Colour Scene. Never did like Ocean Colour Scene. 
But I forgave her for her sins and she came back with a 
Smiths album. I could just about cope with that, so I told 
her to put it on. 



After a couple of drinks I put my arm around Cindy and 
went in for a kiss. Her lips yielded and our mouths met. 
Saliva flowed between us as we snogged. It felt nice. I 
thought i’d take things further and started to rub the inside 
of her legs. She parted them slightly to let me know she 
was happy for me to do this. I continued for a minute or so 
and whilst my left hand kept rubbing and touching her leg, 
my right decided to cup her breasts. I was happy again as 
she once again yielded and took her very tight top off. Her 
breasts looked magnificent in the black bra she was wear-
ing, but they couldn’t stay in it forever so I undid the clasp 
on the back and unleashed them. Wow, how incredible they 
were. The nipples large, pink and stiff. The breasts they 
were attached to hung down a little, but were still pert. The 
nipples pointed upwards. My mouth went downwards and 
my tongue began to circle the nipples, whilst my left hand 
continued to rub the inside of her thighs. She was really 
horny, I could tell, as she was breathing deeply and arch-
ing her back and pelvis upwards. I decided to go for the 
next step and undo her trousers. One button by one, they 
opened, revealing matching lacy black knickers. Oh Cindy, I 
think I love you I thought to myself. I peeled her tight black 
trousers over her thighs and ankles and she was down to 
just knickers. She pulled me towards her and brought her 
mouth to mine once again and pushed my hand down-
wards. My hand pulled either side of her knickers down and 
exposed an exceptionally well groomed crotch. Not a hair in 
sight. A modern woman. I was excited. I pulled her knick-
ers down quickly over her ankles and off they went as I 
threw them over the other side of the room. Cindy looked 
at me, a wild, primal expression in her eyes. I looked down 
as I prepared for my next attack and suddenly gasped. Cin-
dy didn’t have a vagina. I couldn’t believe it, but I looked 
again and it was true. It was just smoothed off. 

“What!?” I said bemusedly, trying not to hurt her feelings.

“I know, I know, i’m sorry, I was just born that way. There’s 
nothing wrong, it’s normal the doctor says. He says it’s just 



something called ‘Barbie doll syndrome’. There are about 
five people in the world who also have it. He thinks it’s part 
of nature’s way of stopping humans reproducing. There are 
an awful lot of us don’t you think?”

“Well yeah, I agree, but I can’t lie, i’m shocked. I’ve never 
seen anything like it before.  So what do we do now? I 
mean, we can’t have sex can we?”

“It’s ok, we can smudge a bit - all of my sexual feelings just 
kind of happen without intercourse. I came earlier when 
you were touching my boobs! But I can understand it may 
seem weird for you... come on... let me sort you out...”

We spent the rest of the night drinking and laughing and 
petting. It was blissful. I could’ve stayed in that moment 
forever.

The next morning I got up and left whilst Cindy was still 
asleep. She looked so beautiful there – hair tousled and her 
sleepy swollen lips parted slightly. She looked like Brigitte 
Bardot. She was my very own Barbie doll.
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Why I love my zoo and other thoughts on globalisation by 
Thomas Spooner

I have several animals in my zoo. There are big animals like 

giraffes, tigers, and pandas but also more modest ones like 

dogs and sheep. In order for an animal to be admitted to my 

zoo, it must be disfigured or deformed in some manner. It is, 

in a way, an act of charity to take these animals in but I do not 

perceive it as such. I take in these grotesque and malformed 

creatures because of what they represent. In my eyes, they 

are the unwanted children, born from the blackened womb of 

globalisation. The marriage that spawned them was loveless and 

cruel, and now what they so desperately need is love.

Let me 

explain. 

The animals 

in my zoo 

are mainly 

from China 

and made 

from plastic. 

All it took was the press of a button in a factory the size of 

Slough and noxious molten plastic flowed forth from nozzles, 



filled a thousand moulds and, in a spluttering instant, they 

were born.

There is no natural light in these factories, just the flickering of 

giant florescent tubes. Machinery chugs and spits and groans, 

gnashing teeth hungry for flesh, great metal jaws hankering after 

the satisfying crunch of bone. The workers are impossibly poor, 

barely human. They wear masks to keep out the toxic fumes but 

their bodies are already ruined. They make plastic toys 16 hours 

a day, every day.

To these poor souls the animals they make are as real and 

alive as dinosaurs or five-headed monsters. They have never 

seen a tiger or a lamb. Never seen a giraffe. They have seen 

very little beyond the smog and misery that envelops them. Yet 

they are tasked with breathing life into the inanimate with their 

arthritic hands and myopic eyes. As the animals are sculpted and 

coloured, the characteristics of an evil cartoon villain merge with 

the features of a big cat and the distended abdomen of some 

supernatural being distort the dimensions of a baboon.

There is no image of a baboon on a computer screen for them 

to follow, no encyclopaedic illustration of a gambolling giraffe to 



refer to, only an email print out, black and white and pixelated, 

covered in greasy thumb prints. There is no middle management 

man sent over from Utrecht to oversee production, no pencil-

pushing intern from Düsseldorf with a prototype. The workers are 

on their own.

This is why my zoo is for freaks. Part-monster, part-animal. These 

creatures exist between worlds only, like spirits forced to toil in 

purgatory. A child does not want to learn about the natural world 

from a boss-eyed panda with bleeding gums or a lion that looks 

like he is being sodomised. They need softer, cuddlier versions 

of the real thing or better still, accurate versions that allow the 

animals’ natural majesty and prowess to shine through with 

each carefully rendered detail. It is inevitable then that these 

animals of mine end up in charity shops, car boots and trays in 



house clearance shops. When you attempt to buy one for what is 

already clearly a token amount of money, the seller instantly tries 

to unburden others on to you. “Here take these as well. They 

need a good home,” they say. “Take them.”

They never cost much money because their flaws are all too 

obvious, too cruelly visible. They cannot be thrown out because 

that would require someone consciously disposing of something 

just because it was ugly and this is just too sad to let happen. 

They must be passed on in the hope that somewhere else there 

exists some shred of humanity where people can look beyond 

their hideous scars and 

love them. I am that 

man. I am here to love 

them. To wash them, 

feed them dust and 

ridicule them daily in a 

small Bristol bedroom. 

To patronise them in 

words. But be sure of 

one thing, I do not pass 

them on.



A conversation about Social Media between me: 
Emily Drake aged 42 and my step-daughter Ha-
zel Checksfield aged 17.

On Facebook private message:

‘Hiya …I need a favour…please can you tell me what 
‘the yout’ in this picture I’ve drawn are doing…..I’ve 
done the pic for a project about social media and I 
have written down what I think they’re doing but 
I’m an old woman…so I need some young people’s 
perspective….so could you and Dave and whoever 
try and come up with a realistic story to go with 
this pic for me…not a whole story…just let me know 
what social media you think they are interacting with 
and what they are thinking or saying…Just the first 
thing off the top of your head will do…but it would be 
handy if they are using what social media you young 
people use and not facebook etc…..xxxx’



‘One of the girls (ginger) is on a date with the guy, 
but the guy doesn’t like her and wants to leave. The 
other girl is third wheeling and texting the ginger girl 
about what’s going on xxxx’

‘What’s ‘third wheeling’? Is it like being a gooseber-
ry?’

‘When two people are dating and there is just like a 
“spare” friend just there lol xxxx’

‘Ah I get it…thanks ….would they be texting? Isn’t 
that old fashioned?’

‘They could be on BBM xxxx’

‘What’s that?’

‘Blackberry messenger :) xxxx’

‘What do you think of facebook?…in one word…’

‘”Addictive” lol xxxxx’

‘Haha…yes indeed. On TV…there was a programme 
about teenagers and they all said they used twitter 
now not fb…is that true? X’

‘It is true lol. I hate Twitter though lol x’

‘Oh…why? (I know…questions, questions) x’

Chat conversation ends.



Hazel rings me from her boyfriends’ phone. The con-
versation continues with voices:

‘Hi…my phone died…I’m on Dave’s phone…I rang just 
so you didn’t think I was ignoring you…’

‘Ah thanks…so why do teenagers use twitter?’

‘Dave…why do teenagers use twitter? …It’s easier to 
use apparently’

‘Why do you hate it?’

‘I don’t like change haha’

‘Haha…oh yeah’

‘Dave prefers it cos there’s not as many adverts’

‘Ah ok…’

‘But they could be on BBM…’

‘Oh yeah, what’s that again?’

‘Blackberry messenger…people are like ‘I’m on BBM, 
got my pin?’

‘…Ok…’

‘Yeah, only sluts use BBM…’

‘Haha…what?’

‘Yeah, they use it to send like naked nudes and stuff…’



‘Haha…oh ok…’

‘Yeah, if someone asks me for my BBM pin I know 
they’re just gonna send me pictures of their tits’

‘Haha thanks Hazel, this has been educational’

‘That’s cool’

Jug Ronalds 
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On Mass and Morality

Adam Crosland

It’s a funny thing isn’t it, how if you really ponder 
on what we know at this point in time in regards to 
Science and nature you can make quite abstract yet 
kind of obvious correlations between so many everyday 
things you may take for granted, in correlation to the 
grander laws of nature and the such.

So for example, go and have a look at the 
fundamentals of nature – Evolution, general relativity 
etc and you will see that everything on this planet 
has its place and its purpose and everything fits 
within these constraints. Look around you. Everything 
grows and procreates and dies and is then recycled. 
Everything perpetuates. And it’s the same with the 
bigger stuff like planets and stars and the universe 
too. Stars are formed, they get hotter, then get colder 
and then die. Sometimes really big stars die, explode 
and then turn into black holes, where nothing escapes 
from. 

A lot of all this intergalactic ponge is to do with gravity 
and mass. So for example, Einstein, with his theory of 
relativity suggested that we should look at the universe 
as a trampoline and that gravity is the inward force 
created when large masses ‘dent’ the ‘trampoline’. You 
know what it’s like when your mate is on a trampoline 
and they are bouncing around in the middle and you 
get on and either fall over or you get pulled into the 
middle and smash them in the gonads or whatever. It’s 
like that. Anyway, so what i’m trying to get at is that 
anything which has a large mass or power, will exert a 



pull towards it. 

Now, try and relate this idea to loads of everyday 
things you may do or see. For example – supermarkets 
that offer everything you need all under one roof. 
Look at the masses gravitating towards it on a Sunday 
afternoon. Look at any large brand or corporation 
in general. They swallow everything up. Anything 
successful tends to snowball and get bigger. That’s just 
how nature works. And humans have exploited that 
from day dot. And that’s fine. But the thing is, when 
things get too big they tend to become chaotic and fall 
under the weight of themselves. Divides between small 
and large become bigger, until the bubble bursts and it 
all starts over again. 

So where does morality come into this? Well, without 
wanting to come across all guffy and religious and all 
that, I guess the idea of morality does stem from these 
fields. Religion is almost a dirty word nowadays, as 
we now live in the (western) world of plenty, where 
anything is possible and you can have two foreign 
holidays a year and drive a fast car and drink nice 
but cheap wine and wear clean clothes and have lots 
of friends on your social networking sites. But do 
we actually need any of this? Do any of these things 
actually make us any happier? 

What i’m getting at is that we are conditioned from a 
young age to want more. And nature instils this. Nature 
dictates that we go forwards and grow. The thing is, 
is that pretty much everything else in this world has 
limitations. Nature is balanced. And as we get more 
and more intelligent, and use technology to ‘advance’, 
we are gradually starting to imbalance nature as we 



bypass the ‘limits’. 

So this is where morality comes in. Yes, morality is 
a human construct, but maybe it is our only true 
boundary. Maybe it is the only way we can truly taste 
satisfaction and halt this impending need for more. 
Morality has its basis in human relationships, using 
love, trust and fairness as a tacit agreement between 
people. Capitalism and consumerism certainly don’t 
adhere to these rules, however which way you look at 
it. 

So going back to the nature thing, and tie that in with 
how modern society works we could suggest that 
free will doesn’t really exist in this world. Everything 
is conditioned. As a child, your parents’ views and 
behaviour will shape you. As a teenager your peers 
and trends will shape you. As an adult your past and 
indeed the present will shape you. 

So in a world where nothing is really within your 
control, morality and soulfulness are surely the last 
ports in the storm. Best head to those ports and find a 
pub and a friend and a lover and have a good chat and 
hearty meal and a drink and a love-in and indulge in 
what fundamental primal luxuries nature allowed you 
to have.
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