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Hella-Vision The Diary of
Esther Rudolph

Maria Namgana

At a time when confidence in TV is
at an all-time low, two budding
entrepreneurs, Bagpuss Nailer and
Sodoff Malaria,have a vision to
restore your faith. Channel 4+7,to
be broadcast 24/7,on Channel 11,
will be the first foray into terrestrial
television since Channel 5 belly-
flopped onto our screens years ago.

Although not in any way
affiliated with Channel 4,the
broadcasters hope to ride bareback
on the current advertising campaign
for 'Channel 4 + 1' and entice
viewers who are either partially
sighted or so illiterate that they
cannot differentiate between the
numbers 1 and 7.

"We're quietly confident",
said Bagpuss, "because even if we

don't pull in the dim-witted,blind
crowd that we're expecting there's
always the people that accidentally
press 1 twice".

In the fight for ratings,
Malaria hopes to "mop up the
morons that tune in to catch up on
their favourite 'Channel 4' shows 7
hours later when they're channel
surfing after realising that 'Bus Pass
Boob Jobs' isn't actually on."

The most expensive of the
new shows will be 'Honers', a 237-
part series about moderately
attractive-in-a-booksmart-kind-
ofway- until-they-take-their-glasses-
off-and-then-you-cum Durham
University based students from all
types ofsocial backgrounds - from
Hatfield to John Snow - discovering
they have special powers and delving
deep into their mysterious pasts. Will

they graduate with a first? Will they
ever be rescued? Will the world end
before they can put a stop to it? Will
they ever be rescued? And how is the
fat guy still fat?

The daytime schedule is not
currently finalised but leaked internal
memos that we have got our sticky
little mitts on suggest that the
channel will not sacrifice cost in its
quest for low quality programming.
In a message entitled 'Sex Sells',
Nailer writes:

"…so if we just flash up
words like ERECTION and
HANDJOB and put a countdown
on the bottom ofthe screen,people
will keep watching 'til it runs out.
Then we can play nine minutes of
adverts, by the end of which
everyone will have forgotten what
they were waiting for…"

Television’s latest venture, Channel 4+7...

Thomas England

Esther Rudolph

It's the beginning ofterm and
Jonathan,Alistair and I have moved
into a new block of flats. Entirely
populated by girls. Seven flats of
three. Twenty-one girls. And me.
According to Sophie Badrick, who
says I'm incapable of embracing my
sensual inner womanhood because I
refuse to go to pole-dancing lessons
in Newcastle with her, twenty-one
and a halfgirls.

But yet again,I've managed
to land myselfa flat-share with boys,
so for another year, I have to make
sure I'm fully clothed before I even
venture out ofmy bedroom to go to
the loo, just like I'll have to do when
I'm living in the old folk's home. If
you can't wander around and make a
Marmite sandwich in your pants in
your own home, then tell me Mr
Locke, what is the meaning of
private property?

But twenty-one girls!
Jonathan and Alistair keep eyeing me
suspiciously. For three days I've been
trying to convince them that the tap
water isn't going to decimate their
sperm counts with abnormally high
levels of oestrogen. The building
doesn't have its own sodding water
table, but the boys will still only drink
cartons of pop, and Alistair is
becoming a handful and has poured
yoghurt all over the telly in a Ribena-
fuelled episode.

Still, they have a point.
Twenty-one and a halfgirls. What if
we all start menstruating at the same
time? Every third week ofthe month
will be like Apocalypse Now! Alistair

will have to install a panic room.
Jonathan,having slept with half the
girls in the building last year, will
have to move to Orkney. What a
lovely way to move into a new
building - "Hello, I'm your new
neighbour. My flatmate fell asleep on
top of you last february. Here's a
basket of fruit." Ouah! Bloody
Jonathan, going around, pre-
emptively destroying all my female
friendships with his… 

I just wish his womanising
was a bit less… urgent. Every
morning of freshers' week has been
like a grim carnival in our living
room, a different girl in Jonathan's
yachting t-shirt, eating my bloody
Shreddies, and Alistair going to
increasingly bizarre lengths to
entertain her. If you're going to do
that with the promotional mini
fridge, fine, but don't come crying to
me when it rips the skin off your leg.
Today it's Kirsty, 18,from Kingston-
Upon-Hull (likes: Razorlight and
disrupting other people's household
routines by hanging around the living
room, dislikes: macaroni cheese).
"Why don't you have a house party?"
she says through a mouthful of
Shreddies, gazing down thoughtfully
at what appears to be a pair ofmy
comfort socks on her feet."Sounds
like a great idea!" chimes Alistair.
"Neat plan, guys!" calls Jonathan
from the bathroom.Thanks a bunch,
Kirsty. And from forth the vile
bowels of hell on ghastly steeds
emerged the Four Horsemen ofthe
Apocalypse - Death, Famine,
Pestilence, and House Party.

Cordelia Graham

Little in life upsets me - I can deal no
problem with world debt, global
warming and the war in Iraq; but
perpetually, the war in my heart
between Hilary Duff and Lindsay
Lohan disturbs me.

Some might say 'why not
love both?' but I, like any other self-
respecting lover of "tween" culture,
can,and will not commit myself to
this. Their rivalry is so strong that to
swear allegiance to both would be like
declaring myself a Nazi Communist.
A love for Aaron Carter would tear
any friendship, let alone acquaintance
apart. Thus every day tears me apart
in having to reject one or the other.

Due to her unexpected
appearance in my life whilst living in

Siberia,I favoured Hilary for years.
Her heartfelt melodies and feel-good
films won me over. Admittedly, I was
left somewhat suspicious ofher
character's assertion that she
preferred a 'Big Mac' to a salad in 'A
Cinderella Story,' and even more so
when her love interest declared that
he preferred a girl "with a good
appetite."  But I could never deny that
Lizzie McGuire's soothing asides have
nurtured me steadily through my
formative years:they've picked me up
when I've been low, and her assured-
yet subtle attitude has given me
inspiration in countless moments of
crisis.

Happy I was until the day
Lindsay Lohan stormed into my life.
She was everything that Hilary was
not - rock n' roll, just so......sassy;pure

filth. I felt that all my life I'd been
asleep but was now awake and on fire,
burning aflame with the love of
Lindsay's auburn locks and talented
teen roles. Of course she had always
been an icon for my twelve-year-old
self, aware of her greatness in 'The
Parent Trap.'  But now she had grown
into a strong, untamed force - ready to
be harnessed in catchy, yet under-
publicised pop songs and sassy teen
flicks.

What to do with muses two?
I try not to think about it, so
consumed I am by internal division.
All I can do is look to the vision of
the Olsen twins - different yet equal in
honour - and cling to the hope that
one day, in the bounteous future,
Lindsay and Hilary will be teen idols
together.

Lohan versus Duff


