
It is through the sensitive juxtaposition of light and dark that the stark, naked truth is born from 
the shadows to dance, once more, unfettered and ever more brightly before our fading 
eyes. 

EEddiittoorr::  MMuuhhaammeedd  VVeelleettaannlliićć  
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MM..  AA..  NN..  II..  CC..  
  
  

Managing to fake it through yet another day 
   Always anticipating the how, when or where 
      Never knowing what to do when the turmoil starts to flair 
         Into the deep cortex of my mind 
            Cursing each moment my sanity is not completely there  
  
                                                                                                                  

VVeeoollaa  CCaarrtteerr  
 

  
  
  
OOff  OOnneess--sseellff,,  TThhee  WWiilldd  RRaaccccoooonn 
 
 

               Tattle and prattle, it's all just a battle  
             of thoughts and mind-sets and visions construed.  

                               Answers by questions like glorious phantoms,  
                             down trails of mind's own desolate route.  
                           Pleaing and being with no chance of fleeing, 
                         I cannot hide from my own pursuit.  
                       Stand with me bravely as all things so cravingly,  
                     gravely find their passage through. 
                   Perhaps while you're searching, you may find me lurching  
                 in the woods, quite like the wild raccoon. 

 
  

KKeellllyy  DDoorrsseetttt  
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JJiimmii  HHeennddrriixx  iinn  tthhee  PPuurrppllee  HHaazzee  ooff  PPssyycchheeddeelliicc  DDrreeaammllaanndd  
 

                                                                                      Robert Brizel 
 
Music Accompanies This Article 
Before reading my Jimi Hendrix story, please go to 
http://www.hotshotdigital.com/WellAlwaysRemember/JimiHendrix.html  
and click on Real Audio and listen to Jimi play guitar and sing for one minute. 
 
 
Sooner than anyone could imagine, the late great Jimi Hendrix will have been 
dead for a quarter of a century. Inimitable and unequaled past, present and 
future on the electric guitar, his style, personality and sense of purpose seem 
jammed in the time machine, as misunderstood today as he was yesterday. 
Jimi Hendrix talked through the guitar, and didn’t just play it, he played with it. 
Hendrix will remain a frozen icon of times past, a wild symbol of times present 
and future, a musical James Dean with a confused soul. 
 
Jimi Hendrix remains the most creative yet misunderstood musician of the 
twentieth century. His timeless images and musical messages have survived 
time, tide and technology, and his musical interpretations continue to be 
reinterpreted, rediscovered, and re-mastered. Like the late Jim Morrison, 
Hendrix always seems to ‘fit’ the scenery. At the time Hendrix overdosed on 
barbiturates during the Vietnam War, America’s youth were going through a 
decade of personal loss and soul searching today’s youth could not begin to 
understand. Hip hop and rap are societal expressions, but they do not 
exclusively represent any sort of anti-war movement, political statement or 
anti-government message. 
 
Jimi’s music, like certain other musicians to have emerged as prominent 
during the Woodstock era, is a direct political statement against a 
government that sent its children to the slaughter in an undeclared war 
nobody ever wanted to fully understand. 
 

UUnnddeerrssttaannddiinngg  HHeennddrriixx  
 
The litigation over the Hendrix recordings, issued and 
unissued, concerts, jams, recording sessions and 
 44

bootlegs, was finally resolved in 1997 when his family 
won back the rights to his recordings. A Jimi Hendrix 
Museum is in the works in Seattle. The last concert the 
Jimi Hendrix Experience played was on June 29, 1969, in 
Bethel, New York, when they closed out the now 
infamous Woodstock concert, at which Jimi played his 
still classic and psychedelic version of the Star 
Spangled Banner. In 1968, Jimi Hendrix played 57 

concerts in 47 days, and his wild man image was contrasted by his personal 

http://www.hotshotdigital.com/WellAlwaysRemember/JimiHendrix.html


CChhiiaarroossccuurroo  --  TThhee  JJoouurrnnaall  ooff  tthhee  VViinnCCII  SSoocciieettyy                                                                                                                      ##11,,  DDeecc  22000033  
 

 55

intentions in his musical expressions versus the audience expectations. His 
audiences expected nothing less than the best, and his flamboyant impulses 
towards showmanship and guitar angle experimentation were not always well 
received when his performances were sub-par. Yet Hendrix always drew an 
audience larger than the seating could handle, a fine tribute to a performer 
who really needed no introduction or pre-concert publicity to state his case. 
 

When Hendrix burned his guitar with 
lighter fuel at the Monterey in June 1967, 
Jimi had taken the art of personal 
expression on stage far beyond Jerry 
Lee Lewis. The minds of America’s youth 
- and the world - had gone against 
Vietnam. Too many young soldiers had 
to die before the American government 
got the point. By then, an entire 
generation of young people had taken 
to smoking weed, drinking alcohol, 
shooting heroin, popping LSD pills, and 
anything else possible to suppress the 
horrors of losing friends and family in a 
misunderstood emotionally disturbed 
generation. It was a peaceful 
generation, a time of love, peace, 
music, personal expression, self-
acceptance, and the exploration of 
alternative trends of thought from 
eastern meditation to Marxism. Nothing 

was wrong, it was simply a time of different and more acceptable alternative 
viewpoints which went against the established trend of thought. The Vietnam 
veteran was not welcomed back as a hero, making the sixties a far more 
intense time of self-expression than any other era. 
 
Hendrix lived and died there in the sixties with Jim Morrison, not only playing to 
the lost soul generation, but feeling as one of them, allowing dignity and 
respectability to be swept away with the tide. Everyone wanted to express 
their anger, their confusion, their aloneness, their anti-government hostility. 
Hendrix was glad to oblige. If this was the time when rock and roll turned from 
clean to dirty, then it wasn’t just dungarees, it was disgust for what the 
government was doing. Too many minorities were being sent over to die, and 
eventually plenty of whites too. As the number of wounded, dead, missing in 
action and captured continued with no end in sight, Vietnam became a war 
America couldn’t win. Only Richard Nixon could get the troops out. By then, 
the damage was done. Hendrix remains a haunting memory in the middle of 
haunting memories, unable to deal with it all, unable to get out of that 
subconscious jam. ‘Voodoo Chile’, a posthumous #1 single, is a good 
example of how musical misunderstanding becomes cool expression. 
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JJiimmii  WWaass  BBoorrnn  iinn  SSeeaattttllee  
 
Long before Jimi took himself, his band and his mainly stoned audience on a 
trip into his personal funkadelic dreamland for a few hours, one has to 
understand where Jimi came from. He was born Johnny Allen Hendrix in 
Seattle, Washington, on November 27, 1942. His father was in the service. On 
September 11, 1946, his father Al changed the boy’s name to James Marshall 
Hendrix. There were three other children that followed Jimi. A brother, Leon, 
born in 1948; a second brother, Joseph, born in Mid-1949; and a sister, Cathy, 
born in 1950. In 1951, Jimi’s parents Al and Lucille were divorced. The children 
lived off and on with their father. Their mother died in 1958, the same year 
Jimi’s father gave him a ukelele and inspired him to buy a $5 guitar. Later that 
year Jimi joined his first group, ‘The Velvetones’, playing acoustic guitar. In 
1959, Jimi’s Dad bought him an electric guitar, and Jimi mastered it well 
enough to play for another group, ‘The Rocking Kings’, later known as 
‘Thomas and The Tomcats’. In 1960, Jimi dropped out of  high school in 
Seattle. Within seven months, Jimi had enlisted in the U.S.Army. 
 
Jimi joined the 101st Airborne Division as a 
parachute jumper in 1961. Within a year, Jimi 
had broken his leg and was out of the service. 
Jimi then went back to playing guitar as a 
musician-for-hire in clubs. In December 1962, 
Jimi joined the mixed race Rhythm and Blues 
Band ‘Bobby Taylor and The Vancouvers’. In 
1963, Hendrix formed the group ‘The King 
Kasuals’ in Nashville. In 1964, Jimi joined The 
Isley Brothers’ backing band, and began to 
record with them. Later that year, Jimi joined a 
touring group which supported singers Sam 
Cooke and Jackie Wilson, and later joined Little 
Richard’s touring band. In 1965, Jimi signed a 
two year deal with R & B label ‘Sue Records’. 
 
In late 1965, Jimi joined the band of Rhythm and Blues singer Curtis Knight, 
and signed another exclusive recording deal with Knight’s manager, Ed 
Chalpin of PPX Records. Knight and Hendrix recorded together, but in 1966, 
Hendrix joined the band of King Curtis.  In 1966, Jimi formed his own band, 
‘The Rainflowers’, later known as ‘Jimmy James and the Blue Flames’, 
performing in Greenwich Village in Manhattan. In September 1966, Jimi 
performed for the first time in England. He then formed the Jimi Hendrix 
Experience, with Noel Redding as Bassist and Mitch Mitchell as Drummer. 
 
They performed in Paris, on radio and television, and Jimi also began work on 
his solo album. By January 1968, Jimi had been arrested for illegal drug 
possession. He admitted his guilt, but was later found not guilty in court. He did 
a drunken jam session with the Doors in New York, and finished his ‘Electric 
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Ladyland’ recorded jam session. By 1969, Noel Redding was replaced as 
Bassist by Billy Cox.  
 
WWooooddssttoocckk  iinn  11996699  
 
Before Woodstock, Jimi began rehearsals with an extra guitarist plus 
percussionists Juma Sultan and Jerry Velez as part of a new band called 
Gypsy Sons and Rainbows Band, which headlined at the Woodstock Concert 
in Bethel, New York, on August 18, 1969, closing out the concert but 
effectively stealing the show. Jimi’s trash version of the Star Spangled Banner 
was intended to convey the feelings in the air against the Vietnam War. He 
succeeded. Within a year, Jimi founded his own Electric Lady Studios in New 
York City and announced he intended to reunite the ‘Jimi Hendrix 
Experience’ with fellow musicians Mitch Mitchell and Noel Redding. It never 
happened though. 
 
LLaasstt  PPeerrffoorrmmaanncceess  aanndd  BBuurriiaall  iinn  11997700  
 
Jimi’s last concert in the United States took place on August 1, 1970.  On 
August 27, Hendrix flew to England. On September 2, 1970, due to too heavy 
a dose of sleeping pills, Jimi had to leave the stage three songs into his 
Denmark performance. On September 6, 1970, Jimi, then far from his former 
self, was booed at the Fenham Festival in Germany, his last complete live 
stage performance. On September 17, 1970, Jimi appeared on stage in 
London with Eric Burdon and ‘War’. He returned to the Samankand Hotel in 
London, where he was found unconscious in his own vomit on September 18, 
1970.  
 

A barbiturate overdose was the coroner’s 
official cause of death. On October 1, 1970, 
Jimi Hendrix was buried in Seattle at Renton’s 
Greenwood Cemetery. Strangely, after resting 
in peace for over 30 years, Jimi’s coffin was 
moved to a lavish new memorial in the 
southwestern corner of the cemetery. The new 
memorial features a nearly 30 foot high granite 
dome supported by three pearl-gray columns 
trimmed in rainbow colored marble. The 
cemetery is not gated. Also buried in Seattle 
are martial arts star Bruce Lee, who died in 
Hong Kong in 1973 due to a cerebral edema, 
a swelling of the brain caused by a congestion 

of fluid brought on by an allergic reaction to an Equagesic tablet; and his son 
Brandon Lee (who accidentally died after being shot by a blank gun during 
filming of ‘The Crow’ in 1993). They are buried in scenic Lake View Cemetery 
on Capitol Hill, just a few minutes east of downtown.  
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WWhheerree  HHeennddrriixx  FFaaiilleedd  
 
Jimi Hendrix failed his own stardom because he wasn’t able to deal with the 
pressure, and his guitar playing began to fade as his mind was not with him for 
much of the time. The pressures of performances to large audiences on the 
road, night after night, were probably too much for Jimi to bear. It was a lot of 
pressure. That and the pressure on Jimi to perform as the best because 
everyone believed he was the best, added to the Hendrix aura. 
 
In his last interview, he seemed far younger than one might think, and he felt 
like his life at that point was very incomplete. Jimi died alone, confused and 
misunderstood in the purple haze of his own psychedelic dreamland. Like a 
poster with never ending holographic circles, Jimi was in a tailspin he would 
never get out of, and his bad habits had done him in. His bright smile and 
flashy clothes gave Jimi an expression and an identity. In the end, though, 
who was Jimi Hendrix? Just another lost musical soul. 
 
Nobody could have imagined beneath the surface how difficult it was for Jimi 
to be Jimi Hendrix. His own expectation was musical success, but the pressures 
of being a loner on the road was more than Jimi could bear. The end had 
been coming, but Jimi didn’t see it. 
 
MMoorree  PPrrooffoouunndd  WWoorrddss  ooff  JJiimmii  HHeennddrriixx  
 
“All the world needs is love and compassion.” 
 
“It’s funny the way most people love death. Once you are dead, you are 
made for life. You have to die before they think you are worth anything.”  
 
Jimi’s last interview with Keith Altham at the Hotel Cumberland on September 
11, 1970 is on the internet at: 
http://www.jimi-hendrix.com/magazine/602/602,interviews,keithaltham.html  
Use your mouse to roll over the red and yellow arrows to move the word scroll. 
 
SSaadd  JJiimmii  HHeennddrriixx  PPoossttssccrriipptt  
 
Jimi’s father Al won a two year battle in court to regain control of Jimi’s estate 
in 1995. His will left his adopted daughter Janie Hendrix control over 
Experience Hendrix LLC and the Hendrix estate, with control over Jimi’s music 
and legacy, while cutting out his real children. His son, guitarist Leon Hendrix, is 
now suing the estate, claiming his dad’s will and trust are invalid because he 
signed them under Janie’s undue influence. 
 

http://www.jimi-hendrix.com/magazine/602/602,interviews,keithaltham.html
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SSiiggnniiffiiccaanntt  AAwwaarrddss  aanndd  MMoommeennttss  iinn  tthhee  LLiiffee  ooff  JJiimmii  HHeennddrriixx  
 
*February 14, 1969 Jimi Hendrix Awarded Disc and Movie Echo Award as the 
World’s Top Musician By Disc Voters 
*First Major Rock Musician to Put The Idea of an All-Star Jam Session on Record 
*Jimi’s Performance Closed Out the Woodstock Concert in August 1969 
*Jimi Was First Professional Guitarist Making Use of Feed-Back and Effect-
Apparatus 
*Voted As The Greatest Guitarist of All-Time By Rolling Stone Magazine 
*Greatest Guitar Hero That Ever Lived 
 
 
IInntteerrnneett  BBiibblliiooggrraapphhyy  aanndd  RReeffeerreenncceess  
 
jimihendrix.com - The Official Jimi Hendrix Website 
Run By Janie Hendrix, Adopted Daughter of Al Hendrix 
http://www.jimi-hendrix.com/home_october_1.html  
 
One Stop Hendrix Brief Biography and Life Story 
http://1stopjimihendrix.com/jimibio.html  
 
Jimi Hendrix Biographical Timeline 
http://www.inet.hr/~abubalo/biogrphy/biogrphy/.html 
 
Univibes, The Jimi Hendrix Magazine International 
Day to Day Diary For February 1969 Researched By Caesar Glebeek 
http://www.univibes.com Click on current Issue For More Information 
http://www.univibes.com/DiaryforFebr1969.html Hendrix Vote Data 
 
Jimi Hendrix Photos, Biography and Discography 
http://www.hotshotdigital.com/WellAlwaysRemember/JimiHendrix.html 
Photos, Midi 
http://www.hotshotdigital.com/WellAlwaysRemember/JimiHendrixBio.html 
Biography 
http://www.hotshotdigital.com/WellAlwaysRemember/JimiHendrixDisco.html  
Presents A Complete Jimi Hendrix Discography of Known Recordings 
 
Jimi Hendrix Charitable Foundation On The Internet 
http://www.jimihendrixfoundation.com  
 
Leon Hendrix Official Website 
http://www.originalhendrix.com  
 
Leon Hendrix 2003 Story As Appeared in Associated Press Can Be Read At 
http://www.beefheart.com/fireparty/archive/2002/08/msg00177.html  

http://www.jimi-hendrix.com/home_october_1.html
http://1stopjimihendrix.com/jimibio.html
http://www.inet.hr/~abubalo/biogrphy/biogrphy.html
http://www.univibes.com
http://www.univibes.com/DiaryforFebr1969.html
http://www.hotshotdigital.com/WellAlwaysRemember/JimiHendrix.html
http://www.hotshotdigital.com/WellAlwaysRemember/JimiHendrixBio.html
http://www.hotshotdigital.com/WellAlwaysRemember/JimiHendrixDisco.html
http://www.jimihendrixfoundation.com
http://www.originalhendrix.com
http://www.beefheart.com/fireparty/archive/2002/08/msg00177.html
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EEmmoolluuttiioonn  --  AAnn  EEvvoolluuttiioonn  iinn  EEmmoottiioonn 
 
 

I'm found betwixt a fated vex.  
Ebullient child--unsaid, perplexed. 

Spewing thoughts of times thought hexed... 
has me now, immersed. 

 
Resting, tranquil in this pondering. 

Waking from this sleepless wandering. 
Freed from pointless, taxing squanderings, 

to answers so diverse. 
 

Apposite meeting through gateways fair, 
with jocund visions of the "One-Horned Mare"...  

so dignified and yet so rare--  
divine... this time, rehearsed. 

 
A befuddled teenager would sit and stare,  

squinting o'er a page to tear,  
of broken heart and too much care--  

writes starkest, gravest verse. 
 

I grab the book and totter, teeter;  
time's sweet, bitter, cursed repeater-- 

fair curse upon my steed, you meet her... 
frighteningly terse. 
 1100

 
Though compromised and stigmatized,  

I'll awe the book now digitized-- 
hypnotized by unseen eyes, 

mesmerized by queer remorse. 
 

Awaited grasp from perfunctory task,  
sipping emotion from your flask,  
revealing just below my mask--  

infatuation... well dispersed. 
 

But, I digress, I must collude,  
I only find you, whilst bitter crude.  

Born verse comes from *none* so clued... 
whilst tracing elder course.  

 
Thoughts evoked so swimmingly.  
Onward, spinning spontaneously: 

Spirit's sweet proclivity. 
Guide me as I intersperse. 

 
Once again, with surreal seeing, 

questioning its sort in being-- 
with thank yous for this all new being, 

as I slowly come to terms.  
 

  
KKeellllyy  DDoorrsseetttt  
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MMiissttyy  SSuummmmeerr  DDaayyss  
  

 
Through Winter's cold and Spring time's birds. 

Through weather beaten hearts. 
Through twilight nights and glowing stars, 

through fields of troubled parts. 
Through memories that slowly fade, 

through future plans and needs. 
Through waking nights and troubled frights. 

Through misty summer days. 
Through magical music and works of art 

Through movies and through plays. 
Through love at night and candle-light. 

Through misty summer days. 
Through aging years and pains and tears 

Through sandy beaches wandering. 
Through yearning hearts and second fears. 
Through thoughts that we are pondering. 

Through ages that we stay as one, 
through mastering of minds 

For love and having so much fun 
in misty summer days.  

  

  

KKeellllyy  DDoorrsseetttt  
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HHoorrssee  PPllaayy11  

 
A cowboy walks into a saloon bar and asks for half a 
pint of beer. What type of horse does he want and 
what colour should it be? 

  
LLllooyydd  KKiinngg

                                                 
1 Answers to the puzzles will be published in the next issue of Chiaroscuro.  
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EEiinnsstteeiinn  
  
  

  
 1122

  
  

  
KKeellllyy  DDoorrsseetttt  
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JJoohhnn  
  
  
 1133

  
  

  
  

KKeellllyy  DDoorrsseetttt  
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TThhee  GGhhoosstt  AAllbbaattrroossss  

 
 

The ancient mariner’s albatross 
has begun to haunt me. 

I see him at night 
       perched on my bedstead, 
and I must get up 

        and write a poem. 
    I look at him 
       shining in the darkness, 

his green piercing eyes 
           still brooding vengeance. 

“Why me?”, I ask. 
                   “Because you love Coleridge.” 

                                                “I’m not the only one.” 
                       “Certainly not, but it’s you I’ve selected 

        because you were already insane 
before I appeared to you.” 

And he flies to the bar 
 1144

                       and uncorks a bottle of whisky 
with his beak. 

  
 

MMaarriiaa  CCllaauuddiiaa  FFaavveerriioo  
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SSeeaa  SSttoorrmm  
  
  
 1155

  
 
 

MMaarriiaa  CCllaauuddiiaa  FFaavveerriioo  
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FFrraaccttaall  ((UUnniittyy  iinn  DDiivveerrssiittyy))  
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MMaarriiaa  CCllaauuddiiaa  FFaavveerriioo  
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SShhee  CCoommeess  OOuutt  ooff  tthhee  CCaaccttuuss  
 
 

(relief sculpture on the facade of The Women's Museum, Dallas) 
 

A woman does not spring out of the head 
of  her god-father like a bright idea, 
nor does she rise full-figured out of bone, 
an afterthought excised from one man's side, 
nor does she, Venus-like, surf on a shell 
toward a shore pricked by sea urchins' thorns. 

 
Do all myths of head, heart and sea have thorns 

like roses, daggers sheathed in pink to head 
off rude refuters or, perhaps, to shell 

the Truth of plainness?  Secular idea -- 
to have Saguaro, many-armed god, side 

with genitors of ocean, mind and bone. 
 
If ever this green Shiva had a bone 
to pick with other gods, it would be thorns. 
"Her fault!" shout all men who take Adam's side. 
Misogyny sowed, in some man's head, 
the bitter bramble that snared this idea: 
Eve's hand drove the nail through Eden's shell. 
 

Who helps the nestling peck out of it shell? 
Who feeds its feeble throat meat with no bone? 

Its mother, that's who!  The patriarchs' idea 
 1177

that men are saints whose sides are pierced by thorns 
of woman is venom from the viper's head. 

Eve's Water, Life.  Turn this lie on its side: 
 
Pierce the desert deity's ribbed side, 
and water runnels down her fluted shell, 
along with oils of healing for the head, 
for sunburned skin, for knee and knuckle bone. 
Woman's no iron maiden spiked with thorns. 
She's the Creator, Savior and Idea. 
 

In  the Valley of the Shadow, an idea 
will spawn a floral boa on the side 

of a giant cactus barbed with three-inch thorns. 
Out of every still and silent shell, 

there strides a woman made of flesh and bone, 
with men in her womb and poems in her head. 

 
 

A new idea pearls in the worldly shell: 
Man's cloven side still holds the unpicked bone; 

a crown of thorns corrals myths in his head. 
    

        
KKaayy  LLiinnddggrreenn  
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CChhiiaarroossccuurroo  
  

 
Dusk bleeds to dark.  The madras sky 
is blotched with jagged hues of plum 
and indigo.  A sullen dye 
bleeds purples into shadows glum 
and lusterless.   Windows confront 
the bleak marauder with their square 
and artificial suns.  The blunt 
intruder hones the shade to pare 
gold blemishes from the black fruit 
of night.  Its heart, a somber core 
studded with lacquered seeds that sprout 
their photophobic roots, abhors 
the wheeling points of light that swarm 
like gnats to spin their lambent yarn. 

 
   

KKaayy  LLiinnddggrreenn  

  

  

DDiinneerr  
  

 
What’s in a railroad car that got off track? 
Sheet metal poem forged in art deco lines, 
ode to America tattooed on black 
slate with electric ink of neon signs. 
Red and blue beams pluck strings of steel guitars 
and Seaberg speakers pump like silver hearts 
to rivet the potbelly sky with stars. 
One cola comfort ends; another starts. 
Beneath glass domes, our future is foreseen 
as Boston creme, pecan and apple pies. 
Our feast is on the move as we careen 
toward tomorrows tempting as French fries. 
We thrive on life bread that will not go stale, 
on past and dream no present can derail. 
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BBiirrddss 
 

 
 

 
 

MMaarriiaa  CCllaauuddiiaa  FFaavveerriioo  

  

  
  
  

EEqquuaattiioonn  
 

Can you figure out the logic behind this equation? 
 

9 – I + 0 = 0 
  

LLllooyydd  KKiinngg
 1199
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TThhee  SSqqaayydd 
 

 
A solid object, let's call it Sqayd, 
I held it in my fist. 
Four things on the Sqayd I saw, 
believe me, it does exist. 
  

I looked at the Sqayd from all sides 
From above and below. 
Every side appeared equally long; 
if you saw it, you would know. 

  
I cut one thing off this object 
but four things fell on the floor. 
In my hand no longer a Sqayd - 
could something surprise me more? 

  
A solid object, let's call it Bust 
I held it in my hand. 
Six things on the Bust I saw, 
believe me, it was rather grand. 

  
 2200

A solid object, let's call it Fall, 
It tumbled to the ground. 
It will get in the books, I'm sure, 
when its true name has been 
found! 

  
 

JJaann  MMeerroollaanntt  
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WWiittnneessss  
 

Cinderspeller the witch is in an especially bad 
mood today. Someone has stolen her brand new 
crystal ball. "Oh!" she cries, "You can’t trust anyone 
these days!" She suspects that one of her five 
henchmen, Bill, Charlie, Len, Pete or Ron, has taken 
it, but she has no proof. Fortunately for her, her 
black cat Broomstick witnessed the theft and tells 
her who the thief is. 

  
  

  
  
Even though the thief’s name is missing above, can 
you figure out what he is called?  
  
YYaakkeettyy--YYaakk  

  
Below is a yak created using ten matches. Take 
away six matches to leave a yak going in the 
opposite direction.  

 
 

LLllooyydd  KKiinngg 
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AAllll  aatt  SSeeaa  

 
 

 
 
 
 

LLllooyydd  KKiinngg  
 

  

  

SSeeaa  MMoonnsstteerr  
 

When Captain Swishbuckle had successfully 
navigated his way around the seven seas he 
came face to face with a terrifying sea monster 
looking back at him. Can you find out what it 
was? 

 
DCIUCQCSTCNCACICG 

  
  

LLllooyydd  KKiinngg  
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FFrriissbbeeee  
 
 
 

 
 

 

LLllooyydd  KKiinngg  
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TThhee  FFoouurrtthh  DDiimmeennssiioonn  

 
Albert Einstein is in a room with dimensions of 5ft by 6ft 
by 8ft. In another way, however, it is slightly less than 
IIft. What type of room is it? 

 
  

LLllooyydd  KKiinngg  
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TThhee  DDiissppoosssseesssseedd  
 

 

 
 
 

LLllooyydd  KKiinngg 

 

 

 

  
IInnddiiaann  TTaakkeeaawwaayy  

 
A man with £500 in his pocket goes into a 
shop in London that sells Red Indian things. He 
spends £499 and 20p and leaves the store 
with _ / _ _ _ _ _ _ . What does he buy? 

 
  

LLllooyydd  KKiinngg 
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TThhee  SSaadd--GGoo--RRoouunndd  
 
 

 
 

  
LLllooyydd  KKiinngg  
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GGuueessss  WWhhoo??  

  
What three-letter boy’s name should 
replace the question mark below? 
 
"I ate every one of the sweets my aunt gave 
me." said Sabrina. "I guess ? ate 20 sweets in 
all!" 

  
  

LLllooyydd  KKiinngg  
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TThhee  HHoorrssee  iinn  LLoovvee  
  
  

  
  
MMuuhhaammeedd  VVeelleettaannlliicc  
  

  

  
  

OOuuttbbrreeaakk  ooff  IInnssiiddiioouuss  TTooootthhaacchhee  CCaallmmiinngg  DDoowwnn  
  

Follow this Link 
  

MMuuhhaammeedd  VVeelleettaannlliicc  
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http://www.oktv.se/hemsida/selma.veletanlic/session.mp3

