
 

 

 

 

**AGAIN!  

Thank you, Ostler.  

Perhaps a few words of explanation are due here, 

although you can hardly be expected to believe 

anything written in Cock & Bull News, now, can 

you.  

This is true, though: I was there (sorry to steal 

Max Boyceôs one and only joke). Well, actually, 

not exactly there, but the cousin of a friend-of-

mineôs sisterôs boyfriendôs uncle was, and he 

SWEARS it all happened like this: 

The usual Friday (or was it Saturday?) afternoon 

gang was clustered at the bar of the Cock Hotel 

(or was it The Bull?), consisting of the cream of 

the local intellectuals, free-thinkers and brewery -

industry supporters, plus a few who had worked 

out that, if you timed your visits to the toilet 

right, you could avoid buying a round for weeks 

on end. 

Prominent amongst them were one David Ash, 

well-known travel -writer and journalist, he of the 

irascible wit and florid features, arguably NOT 

resulting from the sunshine of Florida, and 

Martyn Evans, long-time Stony resident and 

socialite, whose acerbic wit manifested itself 

periodically in local bulletins under the name of 

ñOstlerò. 

As the Bass went down in imperial quantities, 

this crème-de-la-crême of Stonyites may have 

curdled slightly until one voice raised itself above 

the clamour: ñAs we are here in The Bull (or is it 

The Cock?), talking our usual piffle on a Saturday 

(or is it a Friday?), why donôt we start a society?ò 

And so The Friday Or Saturday Society was born, 

and, after a slight adjustment to the name, the 

following Mission Statement was devised: 

"To pay homage to Stony Stratford's unique 

provenance, as the home to The Cock & Bull 

Story (a term familiar throughout the English -

speaking world), by positioning the town as THE 

UK CENTRE OF EXCELLENCE for the 

origination, perpetration and dissemination  of 

the totally preposterous."  

And, so, the rest isnôt history. 

Sadly, both Martyn and David have since died, 

but fond memories live on in Stony. Thanks to 

Stu Warwick for giving permission to use his 

drawing of the cigar-and-pint -wielding Ostler.  
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WELCOME TO THE 3RD COCK & BULL NEWS  

When that lovable reprobate, David Ash, and I (no reprobate, of 
course, but at least equally lovable) first conceived the Cock & Bull 
Society (yes, we scoffed at protection in those halcyon days of 1996, 
before Blairs and Blears), little did we think that, years later, a 
masked man would ride into Stony, faster than a speeding pullet, and 
take up our cudgels against the humourless clods increasingly 
bringing gloom and dogma (not to mention other things starting with 
dog) to this once laugh-a-minute nation, by reviving the Cock & Bull 
Society and so, taking up arms against a sea of bubbles ï oh, yes, 
another pint of Bass please ï getting our weapons wet and, by 
prosing, end them and mixing our metaphors as only William 
Shakespeare could do before us. Oh, bugger, I seem to have run out 
of**   Claytonôs friend, ñ Ostlerò, his mark:  XXX  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                 

Dear Ed, 

Perhaps you or your erudite readers 

can explain to me why the Christian 

church is spending so much effort on 

debating whether it is acceptable to 

have women ministers when, after 

nearly a thousand years, it still hasnôt 

been able to agree on how many 

angels can dance on the head of a 

pin.   Yours, Agnes Tick 

Dear Sir, 

Having perused your soi-disant 

ñlettersò features, I cannot but 

conclude that they are the product of 

entirely fictitious beings, very 

probably the warped emissions of 

your own sadly twisted imagination.  

Yours sceptically, Cadwallader 

ñFluffyò Moleprodder (Brig.Retôd)

 

 

 

 

 

 

Cock & Bull Story on youtube!  

Not A Cock & Bull Story, but THE Cock & Bull Story story. Go to www.primustempus.com for a neatly 

packaged item exploring the origins of the phrase and toddling round Stony Stratford. 

The journey takes the presenters/producers from the Temple of Mithras, through William Shakespeare, to 

the inns and pubs of Stony. Their claim that Stony boasted 52 inns and pubs simultaneously has a shade of 

C&B about it, although some 56 buildings in the town have been identified as former or current pubs. The 

oldest drinking house, GriƭƪŜΩǎ LƴƴŜΣ ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ŜȄƛǎǘǎ ƻƴ ƛǘǎ ǎƛǘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŜŘƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛŘƎŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ DǊŜŀǘ 

hǳǎŜ ǘƻ bƻǊǘƘŀƳǇǘƻƴǎƘƛǊŜΣ ōǳǘ aŀǎǘŜǊ DǊƛƭƪŜΩǎ ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭ ǿŀǎǎŀƛƭŜǊǎ ŀǎ ŦŀǊ ōŀŎƪ ŀǎ момт 

and thus had never heard a Cock & Bull story. The oldest building still a pub is The White Horse. 

¢Ƙƛǎ ǉǳƛōōƭŜ ŀǇŀǊǘΣ tǊƛƳǳǎ ¢ŜƳǇǳǎΩ ŦŜŀǘǳǊŜ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƛǾŜ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƘŀƭŦ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ƻŦ ŜƴǘŜǊǘŀƛƴƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ 

information. Whilst checking them out you may wish to enjoy their item on the origins of the wedding cake. 

 

THE GRAND PANJANDRUM* 

So she went into the garden to cut a cabbage leaf, to make an apple pie; and at the 

same time a great she-bear coming up the street, pops its head into the shop, óWhat! 

no soap?ô So he died, and she very imprudently married the barber; and there were 

present the Picninninies, and the Joblillies, and the Garyulies, and the grand 

Panjandrum himself, with the little round button at top; and they all fell to playing the 

game of catch as catch can, till the gunpowder ran out at the heels of their boots. 

Samuel Foote, 1755 

*Not to be confused with the GREAT Panjandrum, a failed WW1 experimental weapon 

http://www.primustempus.com/


 

IF the Cock & Bull Society were to have a mascot or figurehead, who would it be? Walter 

Mitty ( he told some whoppers AND believed them)? Momus, the Roman god of satire and 

bantering wit? Lemuel Gulliver? (What? Horses more civilised and intelligent that human 

beings?) Jeffrey Archer? Mrs Jeffrey Archer? 

My choice, without doubt, would be to look overseas as far as Germany and elect Baron von 

Munchausen, who, inter alia , visited the moon (twice, actually)*, where the inhabitants use 

sticks of horseradish as hunting javelins; killed a wolf by sticking his hand down its throat 

and turning it inside out; jumped to the bott om of the crater of Mount Etna whilst it was 

erupting, then was later ejected by the god, Vulcan, for flirting with his wife.  

I first encountered Munchausen in my childhood, just a few short years after the 

announcement of my arrival on Earth caused the termination of World War 2, but it was a 

certain edition of the stories, published in 1971, which got me ñhookedò. Apart from having 

18 wonderful chapters of outlandish Munchausenisms, the book is, as it boasts on the cover, 

ñProfusely Illustrated by Ronald Searleò. Sheer magic! 

The controlled chaos of Searleôs mad, blotchy, scratchy, distended and surreal drawings are 

something even the Baron himself would be pushed to imagine. 

Have a look: 

Caricature by 

Gustave Doré 



     

The Baron?  Hieronymus Karl Friedrich, Freiherr von Mun chhausen, was born in 

Bodenwerder, Hanover, in the early 18th century, and died there in 1797. He was a hunter 

and soldier whose pleasure and skill, after he retired, was to entertain friends at dinner with 

exaggerated accounts of his exploits. 

And the author? Well, the original book came from Rudolph Raspe, a Hanoverian German 

philologist and scientist whose own life has a Munchausen-esque flavour: on the credit side, 

he was elected to the Royal Society after publishing a paper on the bones and teeth of 

elephants and other animals, and he wrote papers on mineralogy, geology, lithography and 

musical instruments and a book on the origins of oil painting, and was famous for his 

knowledge of ancient English poetry. He fled his job as custodian of gems and medals after 

he was discovered to be selling them to cover his debts, and ended up in England. Here he 

became involved in mining but fled to Ireland after he was found to be ñsaltingò mines with 

precious ore in order to increase their value. He died in Muckross of a fever. 

Want to read more, but not spend money, although live without Searleôs (or even Dor®ôs or 

400 other peopleôs) illustrations? Go to http://www.gutenberg.org/etext/3154  and download 

for free. There you can find out how Munchausen was visited by the Colossus of Rhodes, 

went travelling with Gog and Magog, tried penetrating enemy lines by riding on a cannonball 

then changed his mind and jumped onto an enemy cannonball for the return journey. Or you 

can just visit Bodenwerder where they have a statue with the Baron riding half a horse (the 

other half was frolicking in a meadow).  

 Jeffrey Archer? Hah! 

*Whereas the theosophist and mathematical genius, Emanuel Swedenborg went only once, 

whilst searching for God. 

An inhabitant of the moon 

removes an eye to put in a 

more fashionable one 

The snow melts and the 

Baron awakes to find his 

horse tied to a steeple. 

ronald searle 

ronald searle 
ronald searle 

http://www.gutenberg.org/etext/3154


++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++  

BELIEVE IT OR DO THE OTHER 

This clipping was taken from an Indian newspaper (Hindustan Times or Times of India, I 

think) in 1991. Note that the entry date for the competition has expired but you will still be 

charged for the stamp if you enter. 

 

 

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

FAST WOMAN LOOSE IN STONY   

Horsefair Green is the location for filming 

of a scene from a new BBC4 programme 

called ñThe Fast Womanò, starring the 

ever-popular Penelope Keith as 

Edwardian motor racer, Dorothy Levitt.  

In 1905, Dorothy visited Stony Stratford 

as part of a, then, epic journey from 

London to Liverpool and back over two 

days ï try that now! Her involvement in 

all sorts of motoring events earned her the 

title of fastest lady in the world.  

The programme will go out in 2009 as 

part of a BBC4 season of features on 

motor racing.  

All the above is true. Reports that, during 

filming, a pucker -mouthed resident of 

Horsefair Green dangled her curlered-hair 

head and dressing-gown-festooned 

shoulders out of her bedroom window and 

shrieked ñGet that frAItful noise and 

appORRling riff -raff out of mAI front 

garden immAIdiately! Anyone would 

think Horsefair Green was a public park 

belonging to the townsfolk!ò are, of course, 

pure cock and bull.  

 


