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Marten Lamoney

There's a rule of thumb, (perhaps
you've heard it?),to which everyone
accustomed to dining out in a
foreign city refers. This slice of
received wisdom advises that if there
is a large percentage of locals
amongst regular gourmands then the
place is probably a safe bet for
authentic and affordable nosh.
However, this barometer usually only
works when the food served is
indigenous to that region.
La Spaghettata is an Italian
Restaurant in Durham City Centre,
just a few thousand miles North-
West ofNapoli.

And as your man from
London slouched beneath the green,
arched portico entrance (a shade too
emerald for authenticity,) having
ascended several appetite-building
staircases, he caught a pleasingly
pungent whiff of garlic, and an
earful of equally pungent Geordie
murmur. This boded well according
to the aforementioned rule.

Sheepishly aware that a
table for one was hardly economic
use of the intimate, not to say
cramped,restaurant's space, I quietly
corrected "Per uno, grazzi" to the
waiter's importunate "for two?" and
was ushered sympathetically to my
single table, with its tasteful
Sunflower motif tablecloth (a
refreshing change from the typical
red and white Gingham often used
by most such places in an attempt to
ape Italian simplicity.)

Seated, I opted for a glass
of the tangy yet quaffable house red,
and I warmed to the artif icial
Adriatic atmosphere; the excitable
staccatto chorus of local voices, the
endearingly unconvincing "Roman
exposed brick-work," and most
impressive of all the slick, efficient,
fortissimo staff, strutting here and
there,congregating briefly to confer
on a plan ofaction,and delivering

Cucina with hands as quick as Carlo
Cudicini's. If I suspended my
disbelief, which a dash ofvino rosso
often helps, I could have sworn I'd
been transported to the Pensione
Betrolini.
I opted for the Margherita (a money-
saving student measure,) yet needn't
have because the pizzas are molto
cheapo, rangin from £4.90 to £6.00.
I waited for little more than five
minutes, marinating, before my pizza
arrived. The Pizza may not have
conformed to the strict,not to say
fascistic, standards elaborated in the
Italian Bill ofParliament (yes, really!)
introduced in the last decade which
dictates that only pizzas produced
from quality ingredients, via certain
approved methods may be called
"Jus' like a momma used to make,"
ahem, I mean: "traditional Italian
pizzas," but the mozzarella was
delectable if a tad too chewy and the
tomato was satisfactorily sharp.
So, yet another pseudo-bistro or a
bustling enclave of Italy tucked away
above Durham's cobbled streets?
More the latter, because although
certain superficial details miss the
mark, the zeal with which the air is
infused is unmistakably
Mediterranean.

Watch closely and you
might even witness an usually
undemonstrative local, suddenly
possessed by Italian spirit,flail his
hands erratically whilst talking(,but
don't look too closely because he
might just be spoiling for a fight….)

Dining out with Lamoney
Resident food critic Marten Lamoney
ventures into Durham’s very own Spags...
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Alaric Green

This week a shocking darker side of
football has been revealed.The Lord
Stevens’ investigation into the state
of football transfers in this country
has uncovered the startling existence
of an actual transfer window.

Lord Stevens, an advocate
of the use ofclichés in football,
describes the window as “about two
feet by f our feet,hinged at the side
and with poorly painted white
frames”. The exact location said
window is on the ground floor of FA
Headquarters, Soho Square in
London, round the back by the
dustbins and Faria Alam’s ‘office’.

Stevens explained that

certain players have been seen simply
climbing through this transfer
window rather than changing clubs
in the usual manner. In the basement
of FA headquarters, where all
football players are kept, some
unscrupulous agents pointed out
that the transfer window had been
left ajar, and many players promptly
made their escape from their
previous registration with rubbish
clubs. CCTV footage from the alley
shows Fernando Torres darting
through the window and hailing a
cab to Liverpool, Emile Heskey
getting stuck in the window, and
Sven Goran Eriksson having sex
with 4 different women.

Transfer Window Found

Andrew Tickell

A seeped internal report we stole
from the Compartment of Made in
Alesbury has discovered that average
to poor barristers do exist.Flying in
the face of hundreds of years of
legal tradition,the top secret report,
exclusively reported in Mostly
Harmless today reveals that
classification of all barristers as ‘top’
inevitably results in no bottom,and
tends to mislead the public and

distort competition.Figures in the
legal establishment quickly distanced
themselves from this finding,
however. Top barrister Sir
Humphrey Waxleft IQ, a Bencher in
Grey’s Anatomy, commented:“any
attempt by the Executive branch to
foist narrow egalitarian notions of
merit upon the legal profession
threatens the golden thread running
through the lamp ofBritish justice
since the Magna Carta juries.”

Average Barristers Found

Ron Pecorry

Former Prime Minister Margaret
Thatcher has been named as a
formal suspect in one ofBritain's
most high-profile disappearance
cases. Despite 300 months of
searching, there is still no sign of
Britain's lost manufacturing base,
and recently uncovered evidence
points the finger at Thatcher.

The story was broken by
Carey Hunt of The Mardale Times,
after he learned that British Special
Branch officers had uncovered
traces ofa vibrant economy in the
trunk of a ministerial Jaguar, used
during Thatcher's reign in the 1980s.

Thatcher remains
unrepentant. Political experts
believe that she is likely utilise her
long-standing tactic ofwhining and
surrounding herself with spineless
sycophants who will do very nicely
out of the whole sorry debacle.

Thatcher shown here with
PM Gordon Brown, remains
unrepentant and plans to use her
long-standing defense of whining
and surrounding herself with
spineless sycophants who will do
very nicely out of the whole sorry
debacle.

Thatcher named
as suspect in

disappearance
case

Facebook without life
A small part of the

population spiralled into chaos
yesterday as the Life Server was
temporarily shut down. Once the
Life Server was up and running again
and things had calmed down a bit,a
consensus quickly emerged that
Facebook really wouldn't be the
same without Life.

In other news, James
Bridgewater updated his profile. He
edited his about me section and
profile picture.ST

Durham Nightline has reported that
a number of freshers have been left
feeling lonely and socially excluded
because they never watched
television whilst growing up. As a
result they are unable to take part in
discussions on children's TV shows:
the sole topic of conversation
amongst freshers. "Its like they're

members of a cult that I never
joined" said one anonymous first
year from St Aidan's, "the thing is I
don't even think 'Button Moon' or
'The Magic Roundabout' were on
during our childhood - I think they
are reminiscing about the
repeats!"WS

Nightline in TV Fears




