



































iR W

Photos by Amelia Grape



XXXXV1

XXXXVII

An Adventure Involving Shellfish

| sometimes wonder if crab meat is worth
the bother. It always takes me at least half
an hour just to figure out the shell-
cracking device, gently manoeuvring it like
the young lady that | am before |
eventually realise there’s no way I'm
getting into this beast without an awful
lot of pain. | grip. | squeeze. It explodes in
my hands. The charm and delicacy of the
dish is instantly destroyed by my own
deformed creation, and such efforts are
generally rewarded by a miniature forkful
of stringy white flesh. Inevitably, this is
also accompanied by a well-disguised
piece of shell, which shatters (along
with your teeth) that fresh white, almost
springy texture that makes it all
worthwhile.

Certainly it's easy to see why those
processed seafood sticks took off so
well in the ‘70s: a satisfying session
with a piece of cellophane and presto!
You’re rewarded by a whole chunk of
meat. The only downfall is that it tastes
nothing like crab...

So there’s this really swanky Fort Rocco
hotel on Cardiff Bay, in a state-of-the-art
glass building that’s entirely wasted on
the Welsh. It’s the sort of place where
they offer a complimentary spa
experience, complete with three different
temperatures of swimming water (heaven
forbid that anybody should have to adapt
their own body heat). Anyway it’s got an
equally  state—of-the—art  restaurant

where they’re offering a seafood platter
at a moveable price. How they determine
who pays what is beyond me. Perhaps it’s
something to do with region: “Sounds like
a Londoner, Jim, better add another zero
to the end of that price tag,” or “Shit, he’s
a local. Make it cheap before he realises
that you can drag this lot out of the
harbour for less effort than it takes to
book a table.”

Harbour-dragged freshness, however, was
not what they had to offer. | had a great
bit of crab at Loch Fyne in Bristol once
where they served the brown meat
blended with a soft truffle mayonnaise.
For a moment | was under the impression
that the trend had spread, given the large
chunks of black slime surrounding the
unfortunate creature. Truffles they were
not. It was the rancid smell and one puke-
inducing mouthful that gave it away. The
staff were frightfully apologetic, but then
so would | be if | thought a customer
might get food poisoning. Can you sue for
food poisoning? It seems like a pretty
stupid claim- anyone foolish enough to
put a bit of rancid crab into their mouth
deserves what’s coming.

Blame aside, if it were my restaurant I'd
have taken the double precaution of
giving my customers their meal for free.
But alas, they must have clocked my
Surrey accent and charged me a
ridiculous 35 quid for the privilege.
Don’t expect a tip, love.

Illustration by Luke Chilton
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Breakspoll Awards @ Fabric 2009

Bob Bean doesn’t know what the hell he’s talking about...

| know nothing about breakbeat. That was
kind of the point when | decided to
undertake this review- an outsiders guide
to breakbeat- however | have now
realised that it may be slightly
problematic. Review a break beat night
with no understanding of break beat. |
suppose it is kind of like doing a school
essay: ‘Discuss the fundamental issues
raised in Shakespeare’s Taming of the
Shrew, despite the fact that you have
never read it’. | managed to blag my way
through school and even on to university,
so | reckon | can give this one a shot.

At least | can recall what happened at the
night itself. | had a fantastic time, | know
that much. There was lots of dancing. |
definitely enjoyed the music. What else..?
It was busy. Hmmm... | should really have
endeavoured to stay a bit more with it,
but with people shoving various
substances up my nose and down my
throat it was always going to be tricky.
And when that guy offered me liquid acid
| should probably have declined. Actually,
come to think of it, my memory is
rather hazy.

So, what | am trying to do here is review
an event without background knowledge
of the scene and a vague memory of the
night itself. Please bear with me.

Right then, breakbeat is a term used to
describe a collection of sub-genres of
electronic music, usually characterised by
the use of a non-straightened 4/4 drum

pattern (as opposed to the steady beat of
house or trance). Thank you Wikipedia.
Breakspoll is the International Breakbeat
Awards which, this year, was held at
Fabric, London. Scene set.

So, | walked into Fabric at about 12:30
expecting things to be just about warming
up. | was wrong. The club was absolutely
heaving. And the crowd was going for it.
The music in the main room was dark and
nasty, and the other rooms were equally
dirty. This is the point where my memory
starts to fail me, but | have flashbacks of
furious arm-waving, huge cheers and lots
of sweat. What | remember of the music
was top quality. In all, an awesome night.

Oh yeah- there were awards too. Stanton
Warriors won best DJ, Atomic Hooligan
got the award for best live act and the
prize for best album went to Ils for
Paranoid Prophets. The full list of this
year’s winners can be viewed online here:

www.breakspoll.com/winners2009.asp

And that’s just about it. | can’t offer any
intelligent insights into the world of
electronic music. | can’t give you any
up-to-date information about what is
going on in breakbeat. Sorry. If you want
to be ‘ahead of the crowd’ then go and
waste £4.00 on a copy of Mixmag.

So, to summarise: breakbeat is great,
Breakspoll was awesome, Fabric is huge
and drugs are bad for your memory.
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UNCLE WETLEGS :
COLLECTIVE AGONY

I’m afraid that everyone’s favourite uncle is still
ill. A life of fighting evil in tropical lands has left
Uncle Wetlegs’ liver in a bad state. Replica still
needs your help.

We need you, our readers, to download an
agony sheet and put it on a wall in your home.
Here all housemates can anonymously post
their problems, and others can endeavor to

As my vision gets progressively worse | am finding it
increasingly hard to avoid traffic. | am worried | am
becoming a mole.

-Maybe you should take some time to re-learn the
basics of crossing the road. Ask a hedgehog if you
can’t remember. Look left, look right, listen, look left
again then RUN.

I have a massive spot on my nose.
-See jobseekers.com. | believe a Mr C. Cringle is
currently recruiting for courier work.

I smell like a man, but I’'m a girl.
-And | bet you can’t remember where (or who) that
manly odour came from, can you? Hussy.

Download an agony sheet and put it on your wall:

answer. A problem shared is a problem
everyone can enjoy. You can then type up
your solved problems and send them in to
a frail Uncle Wetlegs for him to mull over
and dream of his problem solving past.

The questions and answers featured in this
issue are from the walls of 67 Longtodger
Avenue, Leeds.

Sick.
-Lucozade + chicken soup = better.

I am having a crisis of faith. | don’t believe that Uncle
Wetlegs is ill. Or even a real person for that matter.
-That is just ridiculous. Why on earth would the good
folk at Replica invent a fake agony uncle? Wash your
mouth out.

The shower is blocked with feathers and | don’t
know who to blame.

-Come on, this can’t be that tricky. Sit down and have
a think... Who in the house eats the most worms? Do
they tend to whistle tunefully around dawn? Who’s
bedroom is full of sticks moulded together with saliva?
If all of these questions have the
same answer then | think you’ve
got your man. Or man-bird hybrid

Go on, entertain the Uncle.

www.replicamag.co.uk/Uncle Wetlegs Notice.pdf

beast. Approach with caution-
some types of hybrid beast can
lash out when confronted.
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Richard won’t be my valentine.

-Buy him a present. Rohypnol always goes down
nicely. Maybe keep it as a surprise present. I’'m sure
he won’t be able to keep his hands off you.

I bullshit myself too much.
-No you don’t.

| have a problem with my feet. They stink. My
girlfriend is threatening to move out. What do |
do?

-How much do you love your girlfriend? Enough to
cut your feet off? That is clearly the only option. This
might well turn out to be a decisive point in your
relationship. Choose wisely.

This is a waste of paper.
-No it isn’t.
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Tissue

Forcing conversation
But it’s all banal
Cause no-one understands...

Just like masturbation with no point:

It’s just a way to fill your hands.

WE NEED CONTRIBUTORS

“"REPLICA
NEEDS

YOU”

Get off your arse and do something. Air your
opinions. Get published. Start a fucking riot

(just make sure you tell us about it).

REPLICA MAGAZINE

Combating apathy and boredom nationwide.




THANK YOU TO EVERYONE WHO
CONTRIBUTED TO THIS ISSUE



End.





