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THE COMMON SENSE JUKEBOX

Common Sense tells us that there is now Too Much Music. 
No, hear me out. It’s obvious to anyone with a pair of ears 
that they should just stop making new music, the stuff is 
piling up, there’s no way you could ever get through it all 
in one lifetime and nor would you want to. 

In my view music should have stopped some time around 19826 
before Duran Duran had the chance to form. They are surplus to 
requirements: first out of the basket when the balloon starts going 
flat. In fact who let them into the balloon in the first place? Thinking 
about it, that’s not a bad idea, someone send Duran Duran up in a 
faulty balloon now. 

Anyway, in my gaff, we’ve got a jukebox and there’s six CDs on 
there (it has the capacity for 164 but I don’t feel the need for any 
more):

The first three need no explanation. The Old Testament of Rock, 
the New Testament of Rock, and a Third Testament of Rock (made 
up of leftover bits from the other two). You can’t beat Queen, in the 
end you go back to the original fountain of rock and drink deep, or 
something. 

The Essential Sixties compilation doesn’t actually have any Beatles 
on it, so I’m not sure ‘Essential’ is the right word. Ropey might be 
better. But it has Mr Tambourine Man on it and a couple by Lulu so 
it does the job.

6 	 Excepting all Queen records released after this date.
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The Wet Wet Wet is in case any Jocks come in, and the U2 is for 
any passing Paddies. That’s what I say, anyway. I’m not that happy 
about it because the title of it is Achtung7 Baby, which is German 
for Hands Up Englander... Baby. It was a free demonstration disc 
that came with the jukebox, and I’ve tried all sorts to get the thing 
out of there. I had a go with the pliers only the other day, and all I 
managed to do was damage the edge. The edge of the disc, I mean, 
not the bloke in the band. 

These CDs are popular in my pub because they are the only ones 
that get played, and they are the only ones that get played because 
they are the only ones that are there. Which makes me think that 
Popular Music only becomes popular because it’s there. But then 
who am I to go thinking up theories, I am but an humble publican.

WHY THE MAGNA CARTA  
STILL MATTERS

That’s where it all comes from folks – The Magna Carta 
– signed at Runnymede by King John. King John, brother 
of Richard the Lion-Heart, who died young – his body 
rejected the transplant, poor bastard. You know Prince 
John in the Robin Hood stories?8 This is the same fella, 
only later on, after he got the promotion.

Here’s how it happened at least how my dad used to tell it. 

7 	 German word.
8	 See BRITISH FOLK TALES.
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You see, King John was obsessed with putting up taxes – this was 
a long time ago, during the last Labour government – and the 
Barron Knights9 weren’t having it: like I said, this was ages ago, they 
were still having hits. So they take King John to one side and said, 
‘You’re taking liberties mate!’ 

‘What do you mean, liberties?’ quoth King John. 

And they all sort of shrugged and said, ‘Um...dunno...?’ so they had 
to go away and actually figure out what liberties were, and then 
which ones he was taking, and once they’d thought it through a bit 
and written them down they all ganged up on King John and got 
him to sign The Magna Carta, as well as a couple of their gold 
records too. They were still having hits back then. Fact is, they did 
a bloody good job. The Magna Carta explains why we’re like we 
are. And it reads something like this (roughly):
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Now most of these seem reasonable enough to me. And if you stop 
and look at yourself, the chances are they pretty much sum up 
what it’s like to be part of this beautiful country. After all, in France 
they don’t have Number 3: Please Keep Off The Grass. Instead they 
have Liberté, Egalité and Fraternité (Liberty, Equality and Fraternity, 
French words) which allows French people to walk wherever they 
like. As a result French parks are dustbowls and they have to play 
bowls in gravel, unlike our beautiful smooth lawns, which must be 
a total waste of time as you can’t get the balls to roll in gravel. 
Timewasters. Common Sense isn’t it? 

9 	I’ve had my fair share of those.  It’s been a year.
10	See WE DON’T NEED NO HEDUCATION.




