"A hand-bag?"

The Importance Of
Being Farmest, Act 1

High above the city,
on a fucking Ammense
column, stood the
statue o4 the Happy
Prince. He was g«lded
all over with fdine
Leaves of gold, fon
eyes he had fwo bright
sapphines, and he wore a crepe scarg. A crepe scarf.
not fucking chiggon orn s4Lk or any other nidiculous mater-
cal that such neprobates as Smith orn bloody Langgord might
in thein seemingly insatiable desirne to play upon every
social on physical eccentrieity one may care to adopt Ain

a desperate atlempt Lo distinguish oneself from the hordes
o utterly mindless Hugo-voting cretins that seem fo desc-
end upon one's social cinele at a moment's notice (Lthough
one may Aindeed wonder, and 1 gor the Lige of me canmnok
comprenend wny these witless mongs can't nemain with thein
own crowd) snvent. I mean 48 £t 50 beyond the understanding
of fans and theirn self-indulgent {and often puerile) capa-
bilAtLes Lo absorb the fact that it was BLOODY CREPE?!
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