CONSPIRACY THEORY
(WARNING: THIS HAPPENING RIGHT HERE IN OUR OWN COUNTRY)
WE MUST PUT A STOP TO THIS IMMEDIATELY!
Have you noticed that stairs are getting steeper? Groceries are heavier. And,
everything is farther away? Yesterday I walked to the corner and I was dumbfounded
to discover how long our street had become!
And you know, people are less considerate now, especially the young ones. They speak
in whispers all the time! If you ask them to speak up they just keep repeating
themselves, endlessly mouthing the same silent message until they’re red in the face!
What do they think I am, a lip reader?
I also think they are much younger than I was at the same age. On the other hand,
people my own age are so much older than I am. I ran into an old friend the other day
and she has aged so much that she did not even recognize me. I got to thinking about
the poor dear while I was combing my hair this morning, and in doing so, I glanced at
my reflection, . . . well really now-even mirrors are not made the way they use to be.
Another thing, everyone drives so fast these days! You’re risking life and limb if you
happen to pull onto the freeway in front of them. All I can say is, their brakes must
wear out awfully fast, the way I see them screech and swerve in my rear view mirror.
Clothing manufacturers are less civilized these days. Why else would they suddenly
start labelling a size 32-waisted pants as 40? Do they think no one notices? The
people who make bathroom scales are pulling the same prank. Do they think I actually
‘believe’ the number I see on that dial? Ha! I would never let myself weigh that much!
Just who do these people think they’re fooling? I’d like to call up someone in authority
to report what’s going on- but the telephone company is in on the conspiracy too:
they’ve printed the phonebooks in such small type that no one could ever find a
number in there!
All I can do is pass along this warning: WE ARE UNDER ATTACK! Unless something
drastic happens, pretty soon everyone will have to suffer these awful indignities. Warn
everyone you know. I am writing this to you in a larger font size, because something
has happened to my computer’s fonts-they are smaller than they once were. Scribe.
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Putting a boxer engine to good use!

FOREVER YOUNG

2

A MESSAGE FROM THE QUEEN
To the citizens of the United States of America from Her Sovereign
Majesty Queen Elizabeth II
In light of your failure in recent years to nominate competent
candidates for President of the USA and thus to govern yourselves,
we hereby give notice of the revocation of your independence,
effective immediately. (You should look up 'revocation' in the Oxford English
Dictionary.) Her Sovereign Majesty Queen Elizabeth II will resume monarchical duties
over all states, commonwealths, and territories (except North Dakota, which she does
not fancy).
Your new Prime Minister, David Cameron, will appoint a Governor for America
without the need for further elections. Congress and the Senate will be disbanded. A
questionnaire may be circulated next year to determine whether any of you noticed.

To aid in the transition to a British Crown dependency, the following rules
are introduced with immediate effect:
1. The letter 'U' will be reinstated in words such as 'colour,' 'favour,' 'labour' and
'neighbour.' Likewise, you will learn to spell 'doughnut' without skipping half the
letters, and the suffix '-ize' will be replaced by the suffix '-ise.' Generally, you will be
expected to raise your vocabulary to acceptable levels. (look up 'vocabulary').
2. Using the same twenty-seven words interspersed with filler noises such as ''like'
and 'you know' is an unacceptable and inefficient form of communication. There is no
such thing as U.S. English. We will let Microsoft know on your behalf. The Microsoft
spell-checker will be adjusted to take into account the reinstated letter 'u'' and the
elimination of '-ize.'
3. July 4th will no longer be celebrated as a holiday.
4. You will learn to resolve personal issues without using guns, lawyers, or
therapists. The fact that you need so many lawyers and therapists shows that you're
not quite ready to be independent. Guns should only be used for shooting grouse. If
you can't sort things out without suing someone or speaking to a therapist, then
you're not ready to shoot grouse.
5. Therefore, you will no longer be allowed to own or carry anything more dangerous
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than a vegetable peeler. Although a permit will be required if you wish to carry a
vegetable peeler in public.
6. All intersections will be replaced with roundabouts, and you will start driving on the
left side with immediate effect. At the same time, you will go metric with immediate
effect and without the benefit of conversion tables. Both roundabouts and
metrication will help you understand the British sense of humour.
7. The former USA will adopt UK prices on petrol (which you have been calling
gasoline) of roughly $10/US gallon. Get used to it.
8. You will learn to make real chips. Those things you call French fries are not real
chips, and those things you insist on calling potato chips are properly called
crisps. Real chips are thick cut, fried in animal fat, and dressed not with catsup but
with vinegar.
9. The cold, tasteless stuff you insist on calling beer is not actually beer at
all. Henceforth, only proper British Bitter will be referred to as beer, and European
brews of known and accepted provenance will be referred to as Lager. South African
beer is also acceptable, as they are pound for pound the greatest sporting nation on
earth and it can only be due to the beer. They are also part of the British
Commonwealth - see what it did for them. American brands will be referred to as
Near-Frozen Gnat's Urine, so that all can be sold without risk of further confusion.
10. Hollywood will be required occasionally to cast English actors as good
guys. Hollywood will also be required to cast English actors to play English
characters. Watching Andie MacDowell attempt English dialect in Four Weddings and
a Funeral was an experience akin to having one's ears removed with a cheese grater.
11. You will cease playing American football. There is only one kind of proper football;
you call it soccer. Those of you brave enough will, in time, be allowed to play rugby
(which has some similarities to American football, but does not involve stopping for a
rest every twenty seconds or wearing full Kevlar body armor like a bunch of nancies).
12. Further, you will stop playing baseball. It is not reasonable to host an event called
the World Series for a game which is not played outside of America. Since only 2.1%
of you are aware there is a world beyond your borders, your error is
understandable. You will learn cricket, and we will let you face the South Africans
first to take the sting out of their deliveries.
13. You must tell us who killed JFK. It's been driving us mad.
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14. An internal revenue agent (i.e. tax collector) from Her Majesty's Government will be
with you shortly to ensure the acquisition of all monies due (backdated to 1776).
15. Daily Tea Time begins promptly at 4 p.m. with proper cups, with saucers, and never
mugs, with high quality biscuits (cookies) and cakes; plus strawberries (with
cream) when in season.

God Save the Queen!

BRITISH HUMOUR
1. I got invited to a party and was told to dress to kill. Apparently a turban, beard, and
a backpack wasn't what they had in mind.
2. After a night of drink, drugs and wild sex, John woke up to find himself next to a
really ugly woman. That's when he realized he had made it home safely.
3. Seven wheelchair athletes have been banned from the Para-Olympics after they
tested positive for WD40.
4. A teenage boy asks his granny: “Have you seen my pills? They were labeled
LSD?” Granny replies: “ The hell with the pills, did you see the dragons in the

kitchen?”

5. Wife gets naked and asks hubby: “What turns you on more, my pretty face or
my sexy body?” Hubby looks her up and down and replies: “Your sense of humor!”
(Hospital visiting hours are 5:00 to 6:00.)
6. A chap's wife's back on the warpath again. She was up for making a sex movie last
night, and all he did was suggest they should hold auditions for her part. (His viewing
will be Saturday from 7:00 till 8:30)
7. I've accidentally swallowed some Scrabble tiles. My next crap could spell disaster.
8. I woke up this morning at 9:00 , and could sense something was wrong. I got
downstairs and found the wife face down on the kitchen floor, not breathing! I
panicked. I didn't know what to do. Then I remembered McDonalds serves breakfast
until 10:30.
9. My missus packed my bags, and as I walked out the front door. She screamed: "I
wish you a slow and painful death, you bastard!" I replied: "Oh, so now you want me

to stay!”

10. Bought the missus a hamster skin coat last week. When we went to the fair
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last night it took me 3 hours to get her off the Ferris wheel.
11. The other night, my wife asked me how many women I'd slept with. I told her:
"Only you. All the others kept me awake all night!" (The doctor says I should be able to
see again in about ten days. The broken arm will take about a month. )

Pinocchio, Snow White and Superman are out for a stroll in town one day. As they
walk, they come across a sign: “Beauty contest for the most beautiful woman in the
world.”
“I am entering” said Snow White. After half an hour she comes out and they ask her,
“Well, how did you do?”
” First Place ,” said Snow White.
They continue walking and they see a sign: “Contest for the strongest man in the
world.”
“I’m entering,” says Superman. After half an hour he returns and they ask him,
“How did you make out?”
” First Place ,” answers Superman. “Did you ever doubt?”
They continue walking when they see a sign: “Contest! Who is the greatest liar in the
world?”
Pinocchio says “this is mine.” Half an hour later, he returns with tears in his eyes.
“What happened?” they asked.
“Who the hell is Jacob Zuma? asked Pinocchio

A cab driver picked up a nun. She got into the cab, and noticed that the VERY
handsome cab driver wouldn’t stop staring at her. She asked him why he was staring.
He replied: “I have a question to ask, but I don’t want to offend you.”
She answered, “My son, you cannot offend me. When you’re as old as I am and have
been a nun as long as I have, you get a chance to see and hear just about everything.
I’m sure that there’s nothing you could say or ask that I would find offensive.”
“Well, I’ve always had a fantasy to have a nun kiss me.”
“Well, let’s see what we can do about that: No. 1, you have to be single, and No. 2, you
must be Catholic,” she responded.
The cab driver, very excited, said, “Yes, I’m single and Catholic!”
“OK,” the nun said. “Pull into the next alley.”
The nun fulfilled his fantasy with a kiss that would make a hooker blush.
But when they got back on the road, the cab driver started crying.
“My dear child,” said the nun, “Why are you crying?”
“Forgive me but I’ve sinned. I lied and I must confess; I’m married and I’m Jewish.”
The nun said, “That’s OK. My name is Kevin and I’m going to a costume party.”
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Dear reader, this is a story about three wise-men who go on a quest, riding their
trusty steeds (Honda’s) to find the legendary ‘Jack Black Lager”. (For the politically
incorrect among you that would like to report this publication to the relevant
authorities as a thinly disguised racist publication, I am talking about a very special
craft beer that is difficult to find outside it’s natural habitat-Cape Town and nothing
else!)
Meeting at the One-Stop outside King Williams Town, Juls, Terry and I set off on our
epic quest. This journey was fraught with danger as we not only had to navigate the
road works between Peddie and Graham’s town, the crowded new single lane highway
around Port Elizabeth, the hordes of “Long-weekend” cagers driving like maniacs while
texting and trying to subdue their snot nosed off-spring. Adding to these
scenarios there were legions of law enforcement officers hiding in plain
sight, looking for an opportunity to lighten our wallets of our hard earned
beer money or worse throw us into to jail at the slightest excuse.
But the worst was yet to come. . . . .yes you guessed it, we also had to stop off at
“Dragons lair” (my mother in-laws house at Knysna) to deliver a parcel. So with fear
and trepidation we set off on our journey. I believe Juls even ate a whole clove of
Garlic to ward off evil spirits or keep the mosquitoes away at night. The gods were
kind to us and all too soon we arrived at Colchester to fill up and have breakfast.
When asking about Jack Black Lager we
were met with incredulous looks and blank
stares by the locals. Perhaps they were just
too scared to talk, so on we rode, perhaps
the petro poort people living in the
Tsitsikamma forests might have heard of
it? Riding on the crowded single lane
highway around Port Elizabeth was
unpleasant to say the least and we all
breathed a sigh of relief once the highway
became two lanes again. The Lord had
blessed us with beautiful weather and so
we opened the taps and flew down to the petro poort for a top-up and welcome
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refreshment. Once again our
questions about Jack Black were
met with blank stares and shakes
of the head. As we were now
entering the dangerous land of law
enforcement, camera traps, crazy
speed limits and the hunting
ground of the “Dragon”, we
slukked a few Red-Bulls to keep us
awake and on our toes as we
fearlessly rode into the valley of
the shadow of death.
While the roads were quite busy they were not as we expected because many holiday
makers had left on the Thursday to avoid the traffic, but even so soon Terry and Juls
were starting to lag behind. I normally ride upfront to set the pace and they sit on my
tail encouraging me to go faster, but not this time. They were far behind me and then I
realized that they were suffering from “dragon-nitis” and I would have to do
something to bolster their courage for the fearful confrontation or it would take us all
day just to get to Knysna.
On entering Knysna I took a left and headed for my favourite restaurant The East Head
Café for a plate of Fish and chips that should bolster their drooping spirits. As it is
such a popular restaurant it was packed but we managed to get a table inside after we
told the hostess that we were just three hooligans looking for Jack Black. Immediately
her face lit up and she ushered us inside. Seeing the cases of Jack Black Lager piled
around the counter I knew that we had come to the end of our quest and that a
wonderful meal awaited us. At first Juls and Terry were sceptical about tasting this
unknown beer, but it took only a few sips before they wanted more. While waiting for
our food I pointed to the Dragons lair across the lagoon and offered a fortune in Jack
Black to any man who would swim across and deliver the parcel, but they politely
declined. I tempted Juls with a second beer but even that was insufficient to entice
him.
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After an amazing lunch we saddled up and headed for Dragon Castle on the Brenton
side of the lagoon. Upon arrival Terry and Juls wisely decided to wait outside the huge
main gate and so with fear and trepidation I rode in alone to deliver the parcel.
Fortunately the in-laws were in a hurry to go out, so my visit took about 4 minutes
before I met up with my motley crew and headed for our accommodation at Hartenbos.
I wanted a change of venue for our accommodation as for many years we had stayed in
Mossel Bay doing the same-old, same-old so I contacted the AKTV holiday place at Hartenbos
in January for our Buff stay. They said they were fully booked up but managed to find us a
nice two bed room house, spotlessly clean and very well equipped for our stay. True to their
word this very large holiday village was full to the brim with bikers and general holiday
makers. So after unpacking we set off to Mossel Bay 12 kms away to enjoy the Buff.
Unfortunately we had forgotten to bring our own towels
so we stopped off at the shopping mall to purchase
some. Terry very kindly offered to act as our very own
car guard and asked us to purchase a towel for him.
This we did, finding a nice bright pink one that would go
with his red Honda.
Arriving at the Buff
it was its usual hive
of activity and noise.
Fortunately we had
all pre booked and
were able to avoid
Little Pink riding-hood looking
the long queue.
for a wolf!

A slow stroll around the site revealed the same-old stall
holders and vendors. There seemed to be a good band
giving it stick on stage and in general there was a very peaceful atmosphere enveloping us like
a big “PINK” (Terry) fluffy blanket. The weather was amazing with the promise of an awesome
sunset over the bay as we downed a few cold ones and chewed on a tasty, messy Kudu
burger. We met up with Peter and Sue watched some rugby and the interesting antics of the
people passing bye. We did not stay for the Miss Buff, wet T shirt (Seen one, seen them all.)
and the rest of the evening’s events as Terry was leaving early Saturday morning for Cape
Town to spend a few days with his daughter.
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Pocahontas?

FOREVER YOUNG

10

Terry, your chariot awaits!

Cape Town Hells Angels
Fundraising

Julian’s type of trike!

Thank goodness the Harley got
there safely.

Some very tasty hot
Portuguese chicken being
braaied here.
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Saturday morning arrived too soon and Terry left for the fairest Cape and as it was a
beautiful day we arose and headed off to the buff. Hartenbos was packed to capacity
with holiday makers and street vendors lined the streets selling everything you can
imagine. Kobus se Gat had taken up a whole vacant corner stand and was full to
capacity. Juls stopped off at the mall to rob a bank and have ID photos taken and then
it was off to Mosselbay to see the sights. For a lot of the holiday makers the novelty
of the Buff caused them to throng the streets to watch the mass ride. The last time I
saw so many spectators watching the mass ride was the last year the Buff was held
in PE. There were thousands of them and naturally the bikers played to their audience.
After the dust had settled it was almost time for lunch and we had arranged to meet
Pete and Sue at “the fish and chip restaurant down at the harbour.” As we had not
been there before we asked directions and were told that the places name was Kaai 4
and it served the best fish in town. So down to the harbour we went. On our arrival we
were met with a choice of restaurants. The first was the Sea Queen, then the London
Fish and Chip co and right at the end was Kaai 4. So we dismounted at Kaai 4 and
found a table. Pete and Sue were not there so we tried to contact them to no avail.
After a Windhoek or two we decided to order and hopefully they would arrive soon.
Kaai 4 is a rustic “Suid-Wes” type restaurant with tarps and a sand floor. The food is
served in enamel plates, the coffee is moer-koffie served in enamel mugs and we found
the menu a challenge as there were so many nice dishes on offer. The food is all
cooked in potjies or on the coals in front of you, the smell of which just added to the
hunger pains. The ambience is so laid back that you could sit there all day just
enjoying the view and the company.
I will let the pictures tell the story of a “must visit place” when in Mosselbay.
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We had just finished our wonderful meat baskets when Peter phoned and made some
lame excuse about his cell phones memory being full. Unfortunately he and Sue were
waiting for us at the Sea Queen-that’s what happens when you don’t make proper
arrangements and so we could only agree to meet them there and talk kak. I do not
think we had an inch of space left, such was the generous portion we had enjoyed at
Kaai 4. So we joined Peter and Sue at the Sea Queen just as they finished off what
appeared to be a very nice plate of fish and chips. We will definitely visit there when
we go to the Whale Rally in June.
With a Hundred and twenty five thousand rand on the line we made arrangement to
meet at the tent in the evening and Juls and I rode back Hartenbos for a lazy
afternoon. That evening we rode back to the rally grabbed a Shwarma for supper and
then went to the big tent to find Pete and Sue. Unfortunately they were nowhere to be
seen so we just chilled, enjoying the band and the jovial atmosphere of the crowds.
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Unfortunately we did not win anything but for a change the winner appeared almost
instantly instead of the usual long wait, so unfortunately we left empty handed cash
wise , yet once again we had been enriched by our trip and the new experiences we
had along the way.
Leaving early Sunday morning we had a wonderful ride back to King arriving back in
time for lunch. As usual our bikes performed flawlessly and we can’t wait to revisit the
whole trip again when we go to the Whale Rally in June.
If anyone would like to join us for the Whale it is taking place from the 3 Rd to the 5Th of
June at the AKTV holiday resort in Hartenbos. We will definitely be stopping in
Knysna for a Jack Black or two and will visit the harbour in Mosselbay for some
amazing food. So be there or be square. Scribe.
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APRIL: 8-10: Road eagles, King botanical gardens. Mpumzi
0722139455
15-17: Harley Davidson, Black Rock Rally East
London.
16Th Ride in Aid of hearing. (See advert)
22-24 Bosberg Rally Somerset East
29-1st May Strawdogs Rally Graaf-Reinet.

MAY : 6-8Th Bulldog Rally Kei
Mouth (See advert)
28Th Motor Mecca-Bikers Ball at the
Cambridge Town Hall. Cameron 079
0128 319
27-29 T h 18th

U L Y S SE S N A T I O N A L R A L L Y

National Rally 27 - 29 May 2016 at the Aldam
Holiday Resort.
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Memo to our new and old farts
It is up to you to send me your Birth Dates. It is also up to you to inform me when you move from (S) silver to
(G) Gold and (P) platinum. (I do not have time to cut off your legs and count the rings.) If you are (P)
Platinum, you don’t have to do anything you have reached the top. Yay!
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"The Irish Artist"
A painter by the name of Murphy, while not a brilliant
scholar, was a gifted portrait artist. Over a short number
of years his fame grew and soon people from all over
Ireland were coming to the town of Miltown Malbay, in
County Clare, to get him to paint their likenesses.
One day, a beautiful young English woman arrived at his house in a stretch limo and
asked if he would paint her in the nude. This being the first time anyone had made
such a request he was a bit perturbed, particularly when the woman told him that
money was no object; in fact, and she was willing to pay up to 10,000 pounds.
Not wanting to get into any marital strife, he asked her to wait while he went into the
house to confer with Mary, his wife. They talked much about the Rightness and
Wrongness of it. It was hard to make the decision but finally his wife agreed, on one
condition.
In a few minutes he returned. "T'would be me pleasure to paint yer portrait, missus," he
said " The wife says it's okay. "I'll paint you in the nude all right; but I have to at least
leave me socks on, so I have a place to wipe me brushes."
Got to love the Irish!!!
An elderly golfer comes in after a good round of golf at the new course & heads
straight to the bar/restaurant area of the club house. As he passes through the
swinging doors, he spots a sign hanging over the bar that reads:
COLD BEER: $5.00
HAMBURGER: $10.00
CHEESEBURGER: $15.50
CHICKEN SANDWICH: $18.50
HAND JOB: $250.00
Checking his wallet to be sure he has the necessary money, the old golfer walks up to
the bar & beckons to the exceptionally attractive female bartender who is serving
drinks to a couple of sun-wrinkled golfers. She glides down behind the bar to the old
golfer. “Yes?” she inquires with a wide, knowing smile. “May I help?"
The old golfer leans over the bar & whispers, “I was wondering young lady, are you
the one who gives the hand-jobs around here?” She looks into his wrinkled eyes &
with a wide smile purrs, “Yes sir, I sure am.”
The old golfer leans in even closer & into her left ear says softly: “Well then, be sure to
wash your hands real good, because I want a cheeseburger.”
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“(THE SCRIBE HAS SPOKEN!)”

Hi guys, I trust that you are all well.
A good ride and a good rally certainly tend to lift
one’s spirits. Well as you could read I had just such
a weekend at the Buff with my friends.
I am expecting the Whale Rally to be as good
although very cold. Fortunately Jullian is a master
fire maker (Pyromaniac) so we are well equipped
to survive the artic weather at the Whale.
The National appears to have an exciting program
organised so I trust that those who are going will
bring me back some photos and a good story for
the newsletter.
Cheers for now, Ken.

Scribe: Ken Heath
Tel: 082 710 2534 for verbal abuse.
E-Mail: heathken@telkomsa.net for any
contributions, comments etc. (Please….please …please!!!!)
Lawyers: Legal Wise: “Don’t talk to me, talk to my
Lawyer!”

Ulysses Office
Julian Middleton: 011 675 0004 Cell 082 464 6456
E-Mail: info@ulyssessa.co.za

‘Disclaimer’
The opinions of the Scribe are not necessarily the product of
a sound mind and do not necessarily reflect the opinions or
values of Ulysses East London or any “Sane” person!
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