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NEWS      FROM THE BRUTISH COUNCIL 

 

THOUGHT FOR THE DAY:  ‘Tory’ comes from the Irish word Toiridhe  meaning robber or plunderer 

                                                                                               Issue no. 69                      MAY 1997 

 

 

SINTRA DRAMA 
 

POPULAR death squad team 

member, Maggie ‘McDeath’ McDeath  
experienced a traumatic event while 
happily holidaying recently in picturesque 
Sintra. 
 
Having spent a morning innocently 
garotting small squirrels in the Parque 
Eduardo VII  in Lisbon, Maggie travelled to 
Sintra by her own personal Chieftan Tank 
Mk V.  Unfortunately for her, she arrived 
at exactly the same time as a coach load of 
red-headed Italian Marines.  At the time 
she didn’t know this, and decided, in her 
own quiet way, to carry a caber up to the 
Moorish ruins, while playing a rustic tune 
on her bagpipes. 
 
Half way along the gentle woodland path 
that ascends the hill, she encountered the 
aforementioned band of sex-starved 
Italians, who immediately offered to show 
her their own, special Italian cabers and, 
much to McDeaths surprise, displayed the 
state-of-the-art weapons that Marines the 
world over are reputed to be issued with.  
True to the heritage of a daughter of a 
Haggis and loyal to the Bonny Prince 
himself as well as the Clan McDeath of 
McDeath of the Isles, she laughed with 
derision, and brought out a  
 
 

 
 
pair of dinky tweezers to challenge their 
mighty weapons.   
 
The red-headed Italians (though whether 
this is a reference to their hair or weapons 
is not yet determined) were dismayed and 
confused at this response, and retreated to 
the ruins, taking up defensive positions in 
a bunker.  McDeath continued in her 
holiday mood, pulling the heads off wild 
flowers, until a German couple 
approached, both of whom she felled with 
a simple cadence on the bagpipes. 
 
Seeing this, the Italian Marines took fright, 
and ran away, never to be seen again on 
Sintra’s fair hills.  
 
At a press conference later, Maggie said 
that she hadn’t, at the time, been 
frightened by what she’d seen, but 
admitted that one of the weapons she had 
seen “...was a wee bit long”, and that 
afterwards she realised that she might 
have been in danger . 
 
As a member of the Black Watch,  Maggie  
is used to being outnumbered 100:1, so a 
mere coach load of degenerate supporters 
of FC Milano   “was peanuts”, she said, 
brandishing a giant pair of nut-crackers. 

 



_________________________________________________________________________________
_______________________________________________________________________________ 
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HEALTH & SAFETY 
 
Following the recent publication of 
CMDT’s  ‘General Statement of Health 
and Safety Policy’ booklet, international 
outcry has challenged the Anglo-
orientated concept of  what  health and 
safety at work actually consists of. 
 
We wish to put forward, for inclusion in a 
revised Health and Safety document, the 
following information gleaned from years 
of experience of working within the 
stringent demands of  Portuguese Safety 
at Work attitudes and practices.  
 
1.  Respect the work space of other staff. 

Do not try to sit on the same seat at the 
same time as a colleague unless you 
have been introduced formally.  
Holders of Portuguese citizenship only 
may sit on the table nearest windows. 

 
 
2.  When entering and leaving a room, do    

so by means of the door, which may be 
operated by pushing or pulling the 
handle and thereby activating the 
hinges to effect the ‘open/close’ mode.  
Exiting via the window is solely for 
forced ejection of unruly students and 
those named Nuno.  In this case please 
open the window first as Julie has been 
complaining of shards of glass cutting 
off the end of her tab while she sneaks a 
quick one while the her students are 
supposedly  doing a grammar exercise 
from the book. 

 
 

3. Please use the floors a) for standing on 
and b) for walking on.  Avoid the 

 
  
  

 holes, the cables stretched across the    
floor and walk around rather than 
attempting to walk through the furniture 
(Deceased staff can ignore this item) 
  

4.  Do not spit at the Security guards when 
entering or leaving the building.  The 
library is provided for this purpose. 

  

5.  Do not overload the top drawers of 
filing cabinets with heavy objects like 
lorry batteries, spent Uranium fuel rods 
and the contents of Alain d’Auber’s 
bags. 

  

6.  Do not set fire to the carpets while 
other members of staff are still chewing 
on them. 

  

7.  If paper is jammed in the photocopier, 
do not try to remove it by hand.  Use 
the 3 kg goat’s leg crowbar  provided. 

  

8.  Please note that the Director’s chair is 
solely mechanical, and does not need to 
be plugged in. 

  

9.  Do not leave your marbles on the stairs 
between classes. 

  

10. Use the toilets for the purpose for 
which they are provided only.  Do not 
tether Welsh mountain sheep to the 
cistern.  The lavatory bowl is unsuitable 
for  the breeding of piranhas.



_________________________________________________________________________________
_______________________________________________________________________________ 

. 

 

COURSES FOR HORSES 
 
New courses being offered to students from 
October 1997 include the following: 
 
4WD: English for the drivers of tudo 
terreno vehicles.  Includes disdainful 
gestures and foul language.  Two five 
minute classes.  
           Cost:   125,000$00 
 
MARKET GARDENERS: Horticultural 
English specifically aimed at budding 
turnip growers named Nuno. 
          
McENGLISH:  Course in the correct 
pronunciation of English.  Sponsored jointly 
by Glen Livett Distillery and Sinn Fein. 

*** 

 
PEOPLE IN THE NEWS 

 
Eduarda  has successfully finished a 
course at Tripoli University recently, and 
is now a fully qualified gun-runner.  
Congratulations to her. 
 
Marucha  will be in Amsterdam next 
week to give evidence to the High Court 
concerning her alleged involvement in the 
smuggling of sex-slaves from Poland and 
the Ukraine to the Netherlands.  We wish 
her the best of luck. 
 
Cecília   is holding a car boot sale of used 
long-johns next Saturday. Proceeds to the 
Bide-awhile Home for Burned-out VYL 
Teachers. 

 
Gordon   is taking a short break at the end 
of the month to go on his annual Beaver 
Blasting foray back in Canada.  This year 
he is going with a team from the Royal 
Canadian Artillery who will be using 
55mm cannons to blow the little beggars 
out of the water.  ‘Everyone loves water 
sports, and the beavers don’t mind’ he 
said. 
 
Martin ‘Chico’ Salsbury has just bought 
himself a new pair of wellington boots 
 
Rosinda has decided against the pin-in-
the-catalogue method of buying clothes 
and will be consulting closely with 
Roberto Turncoat on future fashion 
purchases. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Emília  is planning to pioneer a new form 
of  Fado in boîtes this summer by singing 
while submerged in full diver kit in tanks 
of water filled with small alligators and 
tubs of geraniums. 
 
Alain d’Auber   is having problems 
booking the Hercules aircraft from the 
RAF to transport his luggage for his 
summer holidays in Anglesey this year. 



_________________________________________________________________________________
_______________________________________________________________________________ 

. 

 

 
LUCRETIA: 

LATEST  NEWS 
 

Colleagues will pleased to hear that 
Lucretia has now been released from the 
so-called ‘holding facility’  at St. Unstable 
Hospital.  Doctors report that her 
medication has been reduced and that it is 
hoped that soon she will be free of the 
handcuffs and legs irons. 
 
Following her surprising outburst six 
weeks ago in room 8, while teaching a 
group of three to eight month old 
embryos - pioneering the Porto BC’s 
visionary surge into pre-natal English 
teaching - her condition had deteriorated 
until recently.  Doctors at one point feared 
about her ability to pay, but have since 
been content by assurances from 
Tranquilidade . 
 
BC Managers are studying the case in 
depth, and unconfirmed reports indicate 
that teaching the subjunctive subliminally 
to foetuses is not acceptable, though they 
seem to think that morse-code (heart-beat 
linked rhythmic patterns) hold a clue to 
teaching regular past tenses. 

 
 
 
 
 
 Lucretia’s attack on the four mothers that 
she doused in luke-warm maple syrup 
has yet to be explained adequately.  
Medical Specialists are connecting the case 
to a similar attack in Kashmir last year, 
when a postman threw a yak milk 
yoghurt  over two pregnant women who 
failed to respond to his persistent 
knocking on their doors to sign for 
registered letters. 
 
Spokesperson for the British Council, 
Berni  Knaben said today that they hoped 
Lucretia would be back at work within the 
month.  Ms Knaben pointed out that each 
classroom in the  Breiner  site contained 
facilities to provide intravenous drips of 
morphine-derived drugs to all teachers, 
and that most staff took advantage of this 
facility whether or not they were 
criminally insane. 
 
Lucretia has been working at the British 
Council in Porto for the past three years, 
and is Head of the VYL and Pre-Natal 
Proficiency course programme.  She is a 
vegan, and believes that aspirin contains 
the soul of the anti-Christ. 

 

LIBRARY NEWS 
 
Goretti has contacted the ‘Brutish News 
to complain that a number of members 
of staff - she will not say who - are 
continuing to upset Hilda by asking to 
borrow books during normal opening 
hours.  Goretti wishes to reiterate that 
Hilda regards all the books as her own 
personal property, and points out that 
the OPEN sign merely signifies that it is 
feeding time 

SATELLITE NEWS 
 

FozFozFozFoz    is west of the city. 
 
MaiaMaiaMaiaMaia is north. 
 
Just in case you’d forgotten. 
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BC Boss In 
Shock Transfer 

BC BOSS, Bob (‘s your Uncle) 
Carrington shocked staff and the community at 
large by announcing his transfer to Oporto 
British School United in August.  Amid much 
rejoicing (thinly disguised as wailing and 
gnashing of teeth, accompanied by cries of 
“traitor!” and “turncoat” (sic)), BC staff were 
immensely relieved that they would no longer be 
subjected to Cap’n Bob’s “tactical talks” on the 
virtues of “teamwork” and “scoring in the 
classroom”, and be able to go back to the 
everyday business of dictation and choral 
repetition. 
 
Cap’n Bob’s future victims at the OBS were 
unavailable for comment yesterday, as they were 
all on sick leave to receive counselling for their 
forthcoming ordeal.  However, we have reliable 
information from our correspondent in Foz that 
the goalposts on the football pitch (sic) have 
already been thrown into the Douro to make it 
impossible for Cap’n Bob to move them as soon 
as he arrives. 
 
In an exclusive interview with current Acting 
Head Linda van Hasty, our roving reporter, 
Margo Mcd’Eath, was able to glean much of 
what currently afflicts the OBS staff.  “This is 

fate worse than d’Eath!” said Miss van Hasty.  
“I’m sure it’s all part of a diabolical BC plot to 
take over educational establishments around the 
world and turn them into funny farms for 
defrocked DTOMs.  I’m glad I’m leaving before 
the S*** hits the f**.  Things at the OBS will 
change beyond all recognition when that nutter 
gets here!” 
 
Cap’n Bob, meanwhile, has just returned from a 
course at Dotheboysandgirls Hall in darkest 
Accrington , where he has been honing his 
caning skills in readiness for his new 
appointment.  Interviewed on his arrival at Sá 
Carneiro airport yesterday Cap’n Bob admitted 
that he had been “sick as a parrot” at leaving the 
BC but was now “over the moon” about his 
transfer.  “The BC lads done me proud,” he said, 
“but I just felt their was nothing more to 
destroy, so it was time to move on.”  When 
asked what was in the suspicious-looking 
package under his arm, Cap’n Bob smiled 
wickedly and said “Straitjackets, son!”1 
 
 

                                                 
11Readers will be pleased to hear that the column entitled 
‘Cap’n Bob’s Team Talk’ is to be discontinued. 



 
________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
 

PORTO GLOBAL CONTAMINATION 
‘INEVITABLE’  

 

EXPERTS from the World Health 
Organisation (Dr WHO) warned today that a 
virulent strain of locopedagogistis  ‘will almost 
inevitably’ spread from northern Portugal to 
many other so-called learning centres within the 
next twelve months. 
 
The virus, which attacks mainly the young and 
innocent, is spread by contaminated teachers.  
For years the source of this sporadic but 
crippling illness was a puzzle for medical experts.  
Last year the first breakthrough came when 
outbreaks in Italy and Hungary was cross 
referenced with earlier reports from Malaya and 
the Libyan Desert, and the focus of interest 
became centred on Porto, a sleepy dormitory 
town of grey granite on the banks of the river 
Duero in Spain.  Now, fear top medical experts, it 
will be almost impossible to stop further 
outbreaks of the virus in places as far apart as 
South East Asia and the Basque country.

 
The virus is hard to detect at first, and seems 
confined in the first few months to odd, jerky 
movements amongst the most vulnerable 
students of English classes.  Over the course of 
half an academic year, however, the symptoms 
become more pronounced and students 
complain of severe headaches, palpitations and a 
general fear of phrasal verbs.  Within a year 
fatalities occur, with some patients showing 
distinct signs of Chaucerian contamination, 
sometimes in subjects as young as 13. 
 
Dr WHO’s studies into the origin of the virus 
have not been conclusive.  However, Dr D. 
Read of the Institute of Forensic Idioms at 
Wendy-cum-Quy University claims that an 
unusual strain of  botch-u-lism seems to be 
present in the area studied, perhaps due to 
exceptionally high levels of traffic fumes and 
Swalesian fever as  contributory factors. 
 
Euskadi and Thai Health authorities are on full 
alert

 
BC PORTO GOES PUBLIC!! 

 
FOLLOWING the shock summer transfer of Cap’n Bob to OBS United (see front page article) , the BC 
Porto is to go public and be floated on the Douro.  Called in to mastermind the operation is ‘Flying’ Frankie 
Fitzpatrick, currently on loan from FC Barcelona.  Speaking frankly to this frank broadsheet, Frank said 
“Frankly, there’s still a lot of damage to be done at BC Porto that Cap’n Bob didn’t get round to.  It’s vital we 
turn the place into an absolute shambles before going public or Spring Gardens will have my guts for garters.  
I intend to start by introducing the seven-day week next Sunday and, to be quite frank, that’s only the 
beginning 
 
On approaching Senior Teacher Mungo MacDuffle for an on-the-spot reaction to the proposal, our 
correspondent was met by a stream of indecipherable Glaswegian invective, and frogmarched out of the 
building by the Head Frog. 



 
________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
 

SCURRILOUS RUMOURS 
DENIED 

 
THE Brutish News wishes to assure its 
readers that a number of unpleasant 
rumours that have been recently circulating 
are fabrications.  Among these: 
 
Emília does not  wear a flying helmet in bed. 
 
Martin S is not related to anyone at all. 
 
Lauren is not pregnant. 
 
Bob is not from Wigan, Yorks. 
 
Claire was not convicted for committing fettucine. 
 
Eduarda does not spend weekends with the FC 
Porto team at away matches. 
 
Rosinda does not cycle to the supermarket in 
Espinho.  
 
Tim is not a practising Mormon. 
 
Editors Note: Readers are invited to speculate on the 
ambiguous nature of the negatives above 

 

 
 
1._______ 
2._______ 
3._______ 
4._______ 
5._______ 
6._______ 
7._______ 
8._______ 
9._______ 
 

 

HOLIDAY COMPETITION 
 

EXCITING HOLIDAY COMPETITION!! 
Simply match the articles illustrated below and 
decide which of your colleagues would pack them 
for their annual holiday, and why?!!   
 
Simply choose nine objects, and write the name of 
a colleague next to that number.  What could be 
easier. 
 
FANTASTIC PRIZE!!!!  The lucky winner will 
spend an ABSOLUTELY FREE WEEKEND on a 
campbed in lovely RIO TINTO. 

\ 
 
 

 
 



 
________________________________________________________________________________ 

HOLIDAY JAPES PLANNED 

 
 
WITH THE SUMMER HOLIDAY SILLY 
SEASON NEARLY UPON US, it will come 
as no surprise to our readers to learn that our 
wacky staff are as silly as the rest of them. 
 
Pauline is going on a Frog Hopping holiday in 
southern Corsica in August. 
 
Cruella will spend 10 days at a pony training 
centre north of Yakutsk. She says she is little 
annoyed at having to supply her own yurt. 
 
Martin & Roseanne are to spend a fortnight  in 
a plastic box submerged in the Bay of Biscay to 
prepare them for living in Bilbao 
 
Martin S will also be on a relocation training 
assignment when he spends eight days on a BC 
sponsored training course in the fleshpots of 
Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogererychwyrndrobwlllla--
-ndysiliogogogoch in sunny Anglesey before 
departing for sedate Bangkok. 
 
Emília will be spending a long weekend (21 
days) on a combined two-stroke engine repair/ 
body (human) repair/ animal neutering course in 
a suburb of Copenhagen. 
 
Sam is looking forward to a three week stint as 
the genial host of a chat show and televised 
bubble party at an 18-25 holiday resort on 
Mykonos. 
 
Hilda is going to start a three year intensive 
study of how to stamp a library book with the 
correct date, the right way up, in Uppsalla, 
starting after lunch on August 3rd. 
 
Roberto ‘Lofty’ Turncoat has planned a 
gourmet weekend of beetle-tasting and bow tie 
wearing on Baffin Island, and invites all 
cochineal connoisseurs who wish to take part to 
contact him as soon as possible.  (Please bring 

your own bow tie and personal grievance with 
you) 
 
Gordon is going on a ‘Befriend a Beaver Bash’ 
(sic)(sick) week long seminar held by the 
Ermesinde Canadian Association in the Cinfães- 
Saskatshewan Community Centre. 
 

PROFILE 
Patrick Fitzfranktic 
 
Born: Sandwell Dry Dock no. 6 , 
1958 (i.e. before 6 o’clock news) 
 

Educated: allegedly  
 

Sent to:  Coventry (Poly) 
 
Why is he in the news?  He isn’t, 
but we needed something to fill 
this space. 
 
What has he done recently? 
Frightened a lot of people. 
 
What does he plan to do? 
Frighten a lot more people. 
 
Favourite word: Bollocks! 
 
Favourite food:   Tripe 
 
Most likely to say: You’re fired. 
 
Least likely to say:  Well done! 
 
NEXT ISSUE: Profile on new BC Porto FC 
Boss Frank ‘Frankly’ Fitzpatrick 
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                                        CHANGES
 

  UPHEAVAL AT BREINER                                                                                                                            
 
Mr T. has spent his summer, once again, 
directing his team of workmen in far-reaching 
changes to the interior of the building at 155 
Rua de Breiner.  This has produced the most 
dramatic changes in layout and use of the 
building since Marucha turned the garden floor 
into a small, but successful, chicken farm. 
 
The Brutish News wants to extend its 
congratulations to Mr T for a job well done, 
while cursing him for the substantial sums of 
money lost on bets that none of it would ever 
get done.   
 
There have also been some problems.  For 
example, it had been originally planned that the 
new Director’s office suite was to be at a 
different site, above Pingo Doce in Felgueiras. 
Unfortunately incoming Director Frank ‘Basher’ 
Fitzpatrick got wind of this ruse and instead his 
palatial suite of four rooms and private 
restaurant has taken the place of the proposed 
staff combined sauna and disco area. 
 
A second area of contention was the YL 
Offenders Punishment Room and Behaviour 
Treatment Centre which has now become the 
Security Guards’ Hair and Beauty Parlour .   
 
In addition, the idea to populate the garden with 
a specially bred species of puma had to be 
abandoned when it was found that Osmaro was  
 
 

 
 
partial to snacks of bife de puma with his mid-
morning coffee. 
 
The major changes, however, have taken place.  
These include the removal of the library to the 
ground floor.  Goretti and Hilda have removed  
as many books as possible to make way for the 
new display cabinets and shelves, and have 
changed the opening hours to a more rational 
system, viz  8 - 10 PM, except when it is dark.  
Stanley, Hilda’s pet terrapin, will assist in book 
stamping on Sundays. 

                        
 
Teachers will notice that cunning guillotine 
devices have been put into the teachers’ room.  
These are thinly disguised as sliding doors on the 
book-shelves.  Please note that razor-sharp 
edges are fitted to these ‘doors’, and that baskets 
to catch amputated limbs and other body parts 
will be installed as soon as possible. 
 
It is rumoured that next year everything will 
change again, and that the building will be 
dedicated mainly to computer research on 
meeting DTFP targets without actually needing 
students, teachers or administrative staff.



HAIL TO THE 
CHIEF 
 
New Broom Brings 
Sweeping Changes? 
 
Murky Past Swept Under 
Carpet 
 
New BC Porto Supremo, Frank ‘Basher’ 
Fitzpatrick took up his post at the beginning of 
September.  Installed in his HQ crammed with 
electronic surveillance equipment, he 
immediately began issuing controversial 
directives, such as the order that henceforth 
teachers may not sit down on the premises 
under any circumstances, and that all members 
of staff should prostrate themselves in his 
presence.  The threat of Sunday school is to 
become a reality from October with teachers 
and admin staff alike having to draw straws to 
accompany the hymns on the newly acquired 
Yamaha organ. 
 
The Brutish News has made some discreet 
enquiries about Mr Fitzpatrick’s background, 
and has come up with some startling 
information. 
 
As a schoolboy he gained a reputation for 
garotting cats with piano wire, a skill he hoped to 
develop into a career.  While waiting for a place 
at Palermo University he gained some valuable 
experience while teaching English to a group of 
Yemeni waiters at the Happy Eater on the A5 
near Shrewsbury.  As a result of this he 
published a small book ‘Glottal Stops: A Michelin 
Guide’,  which became a best seller in Sverdlosk, 
Boris Yeltsin’s birthplace.  For the next few years 
there is little information to be had, but his 

Russian connections undoubtedly flourished and 
for a time the German Federal police were 
interested in his alleged links with plutonium and 
Bulga caviar smuggling. 
 
Quite how Mr Fitzpatrick developed links with 
Vatican bankers is not clear, but the result was a 
lucrative deal for all concerned in pirated CD’s 
of Verdi’s Requiem Mass.  The centre of 
operations was Barcelona, where the British 
Council provided the usual front.  The logical 
extension was for ‘Basher’ Fitzpatrick to head up 
the money laundering centre in Portugal. 
 
He brings with him an awesome reputation for 
ruthless dealing with colleagues and opponents 
alike.  The disappearance of many underworld 
characters who have crossed him, while not 
lamented is of concern with those who are now 
working for him.  The number of strangled cats 
around Breiner has given rise to some 
speculation, and the piano tuner now has a 
permanent contract with the Council. 
 
Mr Fitzpatrick has his own teeth. 
 
 

. 
 
Cruella carrying ‘Basher’ Fitzpatrick’s directives, all issued on his 
first day in his new post.



 
________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
 

WELCOME TO: 
 
Like lambs to the slaughter Mark, Roger and 
Jonathon have trooped through the door of the 
British Council in Porto with the uncertain 
smiles of the unwary. 
 
Jonathon really should have known better as he 
had dealings with the Council last year.  Perhaps 
a mixture of naivity and optimism has clouded 
his judgment.    
 
Mark and Roger were both expelled from 
Hungary, but for different reasons.  Mark was 
deported after being involved in a snuff movie.  
He claimed he thought it was about nicotine but 
this was not accepted by the authorities.  Roger, 
on the other hand, made himself homeless by 
his compulsion to kick washing machines and 
other pieces of domestic equipment, much to 
the annoyance of the owners.  None of this 
information was forthcoming from their ex-boss 
Ian ‘Get That Horse Away’ Winter. 

 
 
 

 
WHAT’S ON 
Autumn 1997 
 
OCTOBER this year will come between 
September and December, and will consist of 31 
days, each one following on consecutively from 
the other. It is also the month when extremely 
important people have birthdays. 
 
Also in October, Contessa Ferrari will be hosting 
an exhibition of her prize collection of garden 
gnomes in the Sala Arábica at the Bolsa. 
 
In November ‘Bomber’ will be demonstrating 
advanced driving techniques on the dodgems 
track at Bracalândia. 
 
Emília and Eduarda have been selected to 
demonstrate a new range of skimpy swimware at 
the Dallas Shopping Centre. 
 
Roberto Turncoat has promised to lose his 
temper “at least once” before the mid-term 
break.  His generous offer has been prompted 
by popular demand, and a large amount of cash. 
 
In Maia, Paulo has decided to infect the entire 
Council computer network with a deadly virus.   
He points out that he has to do something with 
his time as there are no students in Maia to 
administrate. 
 
Tim is running a series of workshops on 
yodelling in the class, a technique he says is very 
effective in keeping classes small. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Troubled By 
GHOSTS? POLTERGEISTS? 

SPOOKS? 
Then Call in The Expert 

GHOSTBUSTER 
EXTRAORDINAIRE 

Professor J. Nestor 
Reasonable rates 

 



SAM’S
  DIARY

 
 
 

 
 

 

Gypsy Rose Inda 
Lee 

PALMS 
READ 

Other trees on request 

Spent all morning 
wondering what it was I 
should have been doing. 
Then I remembered ! - 

Work!!  Trouble is I’d forgotten 
where I worked.  Luckily someone 
from there rang me (can’t remember 
her name, C- something) to ask where 
I was and she gave me instructions 
about how to get there.  Got there 
(had lunch first.  Some fish and some 
little white things in a heap) but then 
couldn’t remember what it was that I 
do when I’m at work.  No one else 
seemed to know either.  Went home 
later.  Actually I went to someone 
else’s home - can’t remember his 
name - because I couldn’t remember 
where I lived.  Went to see a football 
match in the evening.  Really good, 
but why they were doing it in a 
swimming pool I really don’t know.  
Anyway, then I saw 
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  BASHER’S NEW 
MANAGEMENT 
WHEEZE PLOY 

 
Hard-hitting new BC supremo F. ‘Basher’ 
Fitzpatrick today launched the latest of his new 
initiatives to “shake up the way” that the BC in 
Porto is run.  Readers will remember that Porto 
BC has frequently run off with the annual 
Lucretia Awards for the most effective centre in 
the world, and that ‘Basher’ Bash’em’ard                                                                                                                     
Fitzbashem was appointed by CMDT to stop 
this trend and wherever possible to reverse it. 
 
His many initiatives since he took up post in 
September have certainly shaken up the staff.  
With the exception of Sam, who was quoted as 
saying “Frank?  Who the hell is Frank?” 
 
But Basher’s latest innovation certainly takes the 
golden crown.  Or should we say ‘golden egg’, 
for Basher now wants to introduce a gaggle of 
geese as a viable part of middle management. 
 
Inspired by the Pantomime he saw as a small 
child last year, Frank wants to kill the goose 
which lays the golden egg, while simultaneously   
introducing new killer geese.  One out, and 
many in.  Scholars of the Classics will remember 
the Roman habit of keeping geese to warn of 
impending danger.  Such as teachers and other 
reptilian creatures like students.  
 
Until Basher gets his way and Plan X is put into 
operation (details hazy, but involves sacking all 
remaining teachers, admin and security staff and 
replacing them with computers, more computers 
and geese), these feathery nasties will be touring 

the corridors to bite the legs of anyone who 
looks vaguely teacherish. 
 

********* 
 
PLAN IT!  In his drive to make the Bash Street 
School (Breiner) more efficient and smart - using 
Canadian multi-nationals as models - the 
Director wants as much work as possible to be 
planned in advance, and submitted to him in 
writing (quintuplet, with brown and green copies 
filed with the geese).  The areas of planning he 
wants to see in place by next year include: 
   *Using the toilet (dates, times and estimated 
quantities; to be confirmed after the event) 
   *Sickness (dates - 3 months notice required - 
and illnesses to be selected from list of 
Approved Illnesses available from Madalena.) 
   *Menus for Lunch/Evening meal.  Please note 
that vegetarians will have to apply AT LEAST 
nine months in advance to eat. 
   *Student absence.  Teachers will have to 
submit a list of assumed student absences over 
the next few months at the beginning of each 
Session.  Give details of name, age, sex, sexual 
preference of each student, and reason for 
assumed absence, including the names of the 
teams playing. 
 

GOOD PLANNERS 1 

         
Tyrannosaurus Rex planned to take over  the world.
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COCKTAILS WITH 
THE CONTESSA 

 
No.  Not drinks at Chez Ferrari.  Rather, an 
invitation to join Contessa Rose-Garden Ferrari 
while she indulges in her latest passion - Cock 
Fighting. 
 
Details are sketchy at the moment, and the 
precise details of the event (on the last day of 
November, in S. Felix) can only be assumed by 
looking at a list of those present.  Amongst the 
expected poultry fanciers one name stands out.  
Mrs Bobbitt.  Don’t miss it! 
 

OPHELIA 
IN REGISTRARY 

 
In a surprise move, Marta has announced her 
plans to throw in the Registry towel and to join 
the circus.  Following a hugely successful 
performance as tragic Ophelia recently, Marta 
has said that she is stage struck and is now 
joining the Grimaldi Circus on a tour of eastern 
Romania over Christmas. 
 

LUCRETIA RETURNS 
 
Following the problems that she encountered 
while teaching foetal-CPE students, including 
the difficulties posed by the lactating father, 
Lucretia (VYL and XYL CPE Co-ordinator) has 
decided to rejoin the staff at Breiner. 
 
In a controversial decision, Lucretia thought that 
the disadvantages of the post (she cites the mass 
break-out of VYLs last Christmas, and the 
tunnelling operations of a band of disaffected 4 
year olds during the summer school as 
examples), were outweighed by her desire to 
experiment with language teaching at the 
Unfertilised Egg stage.   
 
Her work in pre-foetal  language teaching 
continues to put Porto at the forefront of 
innovative work with Young  Learners.  She is 
already in correspondence with a Harvard 

Professor who is pioneering work in DNA 
experiments with human sperm in an attempt to 
condition language learners even before a 
twinkle appears in the eye. 
 

               
An early reaction to transitive phrasal verbs. 

 
 

GORDON: 
JOKE REVEALED 

 
Gordon ‘Golden’ Grams has finally revealed the 
extraordinary history of his joke. 
 
Apparently his great grandfather was once on an 
expedition, the aim of which was to try and skin 
beavers alive (in the water - a difficult job!).  It 
was then that the family joke was pronounced 
by Gordon’s ancestor, and special memory of 
the way his great-grandfather said ‘Wack’ is 
retold fondly by family members to this day. 
 
Unfortunately, Gordon can’t remember the joke. 
 

ROBERTO TURNCOAT, 
THE GAME IS UP 

 
Supposed hypno-therapist Roberto ‘Wonky-
Shoulder’ Turncoat has finally had to face the 
truth.  His apparent abilities to attract converts 
to his Bow Tie Appreciation Society has been 
shown to be a sham.  Would be converts were 
given a stark choice, “Join my society, or listen 
to Lutoslawski” they were told.  They joined. 
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WORKSHOPS 
 
POST-COITAL PREPOSITIONS  Mark is 
to run this brief workshop for residents of 
Trindade .  November 31st, 11pm, under the 
flyover. 
 
THE LOST ART OF COMPLAINT.  Maria 
Emília will lead this stimulating forum on how 
to find a fault with anything and everything.  
Illustrated by many examples from real life 
(some by using Emília’s large collection of 
colour slides), the event also involves Eduarda 
and Marucha who will provide moral and vocal 
support, and severe criticism of anyone who 
complains about this workshop. 
 
LANGUAGE OF LIMBS  Roger M. gives a 
very personal account of bodily damage, and 
explores the bewildering range of adjectives and 
verbs that are associated with legs and feet. This 
workshop, which is self-inflicted, will be given in 
Hospital S. António on December 5th, 5.am (ward 
6). 
 
10 THINGS TO DO WITH YOUR LIFE. 
Sam has volunteered to do this workshop for 
Portuguese teachers of English.  Includes vital 
elements like supporting fairly dodgy football 
teams, sartorial elegance, drinking beer from 
cans and how to leave things scattered about all 
over the place. August 2nd 1996. 
 
10 WAYS TO AVOID BEING A FUDDY-
DUDDY  Alan ‘Lord’ Dawber has gallantly 
offered to lead this session, in his usual higgledy-
piggledy way he admits, to help teachers avoid 
being hum-drum in the pell-mell of today’s 
helter-skelter life.  December 23rd, 10am - 8pm. 
 
NEWS FLASH  Two teachers  from IH recently 

attended Fitch’s TD session because they 
thought that the session was entitled ’10 

Activities With Dicks’. 
 
 

CHAOS IN THAILAND 

 
Recent massive street demonstrations in the 
Thai capital Bangkok were triggered by public  
response to 2 months in the country of BC 
misfits Lady ‘Maggie’ McDeath and Big Smartin 
Dylan Llewellyn ap Salsbury.  For weeks their 
presence was treated by the locals with muted 
hostility, but when weeks turned into months 
and it was clear that they were not on holiday, 
things became more complicated, and the 
crowds turned ugly. (This is a strange 
phenomenon witnessed by only a few).  
Demonstrators demanded that the government 
do something about the presence of the two, 
and and neighbouring Malaysian Premier  toured 
neighbouring countries complaining of the ‘evil 
trio’  (McDeath/Big Smarty Pants/Soros) who 
were systematically destroying the culture and 
economies of SE Asian countries, and in 
particular, the collapse of the local currency, the 
Rubber Ring, and the Thai currency, the 
Simpson. 
 
In nearby Indonesia the reaction was even more 
extreme, and locals set fire to vast tracts of forest 
in an attempt to smoke out the unwelcome 
visitors. On the island of Sumatra, orang-utangs 
escaping the conflagrations are being hacked to 
death by villages who believe that they are 
attacking either the real thing, or manifestations 
of  Big Smart and Lady McDeath. 
 
However, one thing is clear.  Before their arrival 
in the region, peace, tranquillity and fiscal 
stability were the norm.  Since their arrival, chaos 
has been king.  However attempts to blame the 
so called El Niño phenomenon on the deadly 
duo have proved to be false since it has now 
been established that El Niño originated in a 
village near Milan. 
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SPORTS NEWS 

 
With the catchy name of Bash Street School 
Academicals United Rovers Football Club, the re-
formed Porto BC FC team kicked off the new 
season with a series of  home and away losses, 
where every goal attributed to the opponents 
was due to own goals by our plucky lads in the 
grey and burgundy shirts.  New coach and 
trainer Frank ‘Kickem’ Fitzgroin said ‘The lads 
done well.  Last year we kept coming away with 
gold, but now things look really different.”  Ex-
coach (now linesman at OBS FC) Cap’n Bob 
‘Bobo’ O’Bob looked on enviously and is 
quoted as saying ‘Jammy bastard!  When I was 
coach I had to play by the rules!’ 

 
Ín a surprise move the new Coach said that in 
future they would be playing with only 9 players 
at any one time.  ‘It cuts down on costs, for one 
thing’ he said ‘and puts the pressure on where it 
matters. ’ 

 

 
 
DID YOU KNOW THAT.......? 

 
Cruella wears a toupée. 
Ilda has a plastic turnip called Norman. 
Julie ‘Bomber’ Harris was once leap-frog 
champion in Lodz? 
Célia wears braces in bed. 
Paulo (Maia) is married to the President of the 
Camara, Vieira do Carvalho. 
 
Nestor wears paper underpants. 
Goretti spits on buses. 
Marucha hang glides in the nude at night. 
Mark was once offered the part of the rottweiler 
in a modern version of ‘King Lear’. 
Robert became tone deaf after a religious 
experience at the church of SS. Bang & Olufsen 
in Grimsby. 
Janice was once pursued by police for eating a 
ham sandwich in a synagogue in Lincoln. 
Jonathan gained his enormous wealth by 
appearing in Swedish skin-flicks in the 1970’s. 
 
 

ROOM ALLOCATION 
CHANGES 

 
The following changes to room allocation and 
class sizes will take effect from next Monday: 
 
Room 1  MW 19, combined use for Roger and 
Célia (two classes, total students = c. 34).  
Furniture to be removed to make access easier. 
Room 2  Storage area for Frank’s video games. 
Room 3 Hydrotherapy room for Senior 
management use only 
Room 4  All 2.30 classes to be held in this room 
simultaneously. 
Room 5  Eduarda’s room for all classes (All 
classes to be increased to 20 students) 
Room 6 More furniture (from room 1) to be 
added, and class sizes increased to make use of  
extra facilities. 
Rooms 7 & 9  Storage area for files and paper. 
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Peter Pan planned never to grow old. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

NEW SATURDAY 7pm CLASSES 
START IN JANUARY 
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Rooms 8, 10, 11 No changes, but additional 
bugs and flies will be added at regular intervals 
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A  C h r i s t m a s   C a r o l
‘Twas Christmas Eve and all the staff were huddled against 
each other for warmth.  The wind blew in through the gaps 
in the windows and the leaky floorboards, moaning and 
droning their cold message to the feet and ankles of the 
shivering teachers.  In another six hours, they hoped, they 
would be able to lay down on the bare tables for a much 
needed but strictly regulated 120 minutes of sleep before 
they started the Christmas Day shift.  No-one spoke.  Even 
Emília was too tired to complain. 
 
Down the draughty, ill-lit corridor the admin staff snuggled 
as best they could in the cardboard boxes that the Director 
had generously let them forage from the carters yard 
opposite.   
 
All were uncomfortably aware of the crackle of the fire that 
blazed in the  fireplace in the sumptuous room that was 
occupied solely by the Director, Fitzscrooge.  As he sat 
toasting his feet, roasting chestnuts and sipping hot, spiced 
wine, Fitzscrooge heard a knock at the door. 
“Enter” he barked, and in shuffled a shivering Cruella, 
thinly disguised as an ADOS, and thinly thin.  “Well?” he 
demanded. 
 
“Could the teachers have a candle, so they can see to write 
out their lesson plans?  After all, it is Christmas.”  
 
“Christmas?! Bah, Humbug!  Piss off.” he said as he hurled 
an empty bottle of Lafitte at the pale visage of a once proud 
herder of horses.Later that evening, undisturbed by the 
groanings to be heard throughout the building, he drifted 
off into a dream filled sleep, the embers of the fire hissing 
and popping at his feet. The first ghost to disturb his 
slumber was the rather scarey Ghost of Christmas Past 
Perfect (“Had Been”).  “Come” boomed Had Been “back 
to your childhood”.  Even in his sleep Fitzscrooge 
whimpered at the prospect., but soon he was witnessing a 
scene he had tried so hard to erase from his mind, where 
his father, a fierce grammarian, had lashed him to a pile of 
exceptionally dry English grammar books for Christmas, 
after rummaging in his socks in a suitably festive manner 
before cracking his nuts.  
                                                                                    
Fitzscrooge’s eyes watered at the memory, and he shed a 
tear as he lay, supine, before the glowing logs. 
Even before he could catch his breath, the ghost of 
Christmas Presents appeared in his troubled dreams, and 

took him straightaway to the home of Eduarda, where little 
Nabozinho, the fifteenth of her seventeen children, was 
playing alone in the empty hearth of a cold house, weeping 
quietly to himself and desperately missing his mother who 
was now working her seventeenth 23 hour day, seven day a 
week shift in succession.  As he wept, he sucked on a dried 
twig, the only sustenance he would receive that Christmas 
morn. 
 
But even as Fitzscrooge’s emotions were being tweaked by 
the pitiful sight of little Nabozinho, he was dragged by the 
scruff of his infinitive by the ghost of Christmas Future 
who showed him a sight which really put the willies up him.  
There he saw himself, ten years hence, in a cold hammock 
slung between two defunct personal computers.  It was 
Christmas day, and he was alone.  No gifts, no messages on 
the E-mail, no-one left to abuse or insult.  All the teachers 
were either dead or salted, and all the admin staff had 
shrivelled up and withered like autumn leaves.  A great tear 
welled in his eye, and coursed its way down his burning 
cheek.  Never had Fitzscrooge felt so alone, so dejected, so 
utterly low.. 
He awoke, the fire nearly gutted,  the mulled wine a sticky 
mess.  To his surprise he saw a student looking up at him, a 
little girl. She was clutching her homework.  She spoke to 
him softly and, as if in a dream, he heard her tell him that 
resolving his dilemna was an easy thing to do, and that if he 
made the teachers happy, then the students would be 
happy and if the students were happy then the business 
would be successful and if the business was successful then 
he would be happy. 
 
He pondered this, barely noticing that the little girl had 
curled up and died, and slipped through a large crack in the 
floor0boards.  Thoughtfully he arose, and walked down the 
corridor towards the teachers’ room.  He opened the door 
and looked in on the scene of pitiful poverty and hardship, 
and he felt his heart moved. 
“Happy Christmas” he said, his voice choked with emotion 
“and take the rest of the day off.”  He hardly heard the 

gasps of disbelief and sighs of relief as he closed the door 
behind him.  A beatific smile crossed his face and he 
paused, turned back to the door and opened it again.  
“Stuff  that for a game of soldiers” he said “get back to 

work.  Christmas! Bah! Humbug!”
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Thankyou Claire and Gordon for inputs for this months edition. 
Shame on you who didn’t even bother 

STRANGE CHRISTMAS 
BELIEFS 

 
In the area around Antas it is believed that 
Father Christmas wears a blue costume to match 
his white beard. 
 
At CMDT they believe that Santa Claus could 
benefit from a middle management in-service 
training course run by gin-soaked elves in grey 
suits. 
 
In Lisbon at least one person believes that 
Christmas presents are subject to a nine month 
process of negotiation ending months after 
Christmas. 
 
The Director, Porto, believes that the traditional 
Christmas stocking is to be used to pull over the 
head so that he doesn’t have to talk to anyone 
for at least a day. 
 
Last year Sam celebrated Christmas on May 19th, 
having mislaid the appropriate memo. 
 
Christians have a curious belief that Christmas is 
in some way religious. 
 
NOTE: There are only 380 shopping days to 

Christmas 98  PLC  
 
 

GOOD PLANNERS 
NUMBER 3 

 
The ostrich planned to look positively at whatever 

the future had to hold. 

CHRISTMAS PRESENT 
SPECIAL OFFERS 

 
The BRUTISH NEWS has pleasure in once 
again offering an exciting range of gifts for 
all for Christmas, with special offers for 
readers. 
 
PIN DOLLS This popular line of cloth dolls 
and a set of voodoo pins has been extended this 
year with the addition of the Frankie Doll, which 
is attractively packaged with extra strong pins. 
 
FESTIVE TRANSFORMATIONS  A new 
product especially for teachers looking for 
suitable gifts for their students.  A series of 
seasonably suitable sentence transformations for 
FCE and CPE students, attractively decorated 
with winter scenes, holly and poisonous ivy 
 
BRUTISH COUNCIL DIARY  This 
splendidly produced imitation plastic  diary has 
been especially commissioned  for our readers, 
and features a seven day week timetable planner, 
a marking guide for compositions, and a fold out 
copy of your contract which will change colour 
depending on the season. 
 
“PACK’EM IN” CD ROM Windows 95 
Compatible Video Game.  This exciting game 
uses brilliant 3 D screen effects to get you to fit a 
teacher, up to 16 students, plus video, overhead 
projector and tape recorder into a space no 
bigger than 3 x 4 metres.  You have 90 minutes 
to achieve the challenge, and to make things 
more interesting you keep getting invaded by 
large amounts of furniture! 
 
SET UP!  A fascinating board game guaranteed 
to keep the whole family awake for two or three 
minutes at a time.  All you have to do is to issue 
hourly-paid teachers with a contract, and then 
slip in a few changes to the terms and conditions 
before they notice!  Great fun for all, except 
hourly paid teachers.  But who cares about 
them? Certainly not Management!! 
 

Comment [N1]:  
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Thankyou Claire and Gordon for inputs for this months edition. 
Shame on you who didn’t even bother 

“THE PRESENT  
I HOPE FOR THIS 

CHRISTMAS” 
 
 
Brutish News reporters have been busying 
themselves lately by sneaking looks at the 
lists you have sent to Santa.  Here’s a 
preview of one or two. 
 
Roberto ‘Wonky Shoulder’ Turncoat has asked 
for a recording of Mendelssohn’s ‘Liede Ohne 
Werder’ sung by the ‘Three Tenors’ to words by 
Sir Paul McCartney. 
 
Cruella Khan has added an interesting item 
(after a plea for the horses) for consideration by 
both Santa and the Pentagon.  It is for an 
electronic device which will simultaneously 
block Email messages from Herr Obergrussfuhrere 
Fwank and deliver a satellite-controlled near-fatal 
laser beam blast to aforementioned sender. each 
time he tries. 
 
 
Mark has asked for a brain implant that will help 
him to remember to give back things he has 
borrowed to those who gave them.   
 
 
Contessa Ferrari has made an unusual request 
by asking for the demolition, by Act of God, 
Parliament or Father Christmas (whichever is 
more expensive) of the Humanities Faculty of 
Porto University.  This, she says, will remove any 
future temptations and dilemmas.  (She also asks 
F.C. for a larger Porsche, free parking in Porto 
and immediate world peace.) 
 
 
Lauren, in a letter to Santa unseen by the above 
mentioned Contessa , also asked for World Peace, 
along with an immediate ban on land-mines, 
total respect for the rain forests by guaranteed 
no-development contracts, beatification of 
Louise Woodward and a worldwide ban on 
research intothe life and times of Richard III. 

 
 
Goretti has a simpler request, and merely hopes 
that teachers will bring back some of the books 
they have borrowed from the library, and stop 
shredding the magazines available on the shelves 
by placing them under the back wheels of buses 
that are stuck outside Breiner by cars badly  
parked by our VYL students. 
 
 
Roger asks only that in 1998 he doesn’t have to 
teach in a room next to Mark.  (This was, 
incidentally, the most asked for present from 
Santa from all teachers, ancillary staff and local 
cats and dogs) 
 
Jonathan has asked Father Christmas for his 
pair of rose-tinted spectacles to be replaced by a 
pair of steely-grey ones. 
. 

 
GOOD PLANNERS 

Number 4 
 

            
 
 Frank planned never , ever to be scared of the DTFP 
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Thankyou Claire and Gordon for inputs for this months edition. 
Shame on you who didn’t even bother 

 

GORDON’S CANADIAN 
JOKE CORNER 

 
A Haida Indian chief had three wives, all 
of whom were pregnant.  The first gave 
birth to a boy and the happy chief 
rewarded her by making a teepee of 
deerskin.  A little while later, the second 
wife also gave birth to a boy and he 
rewarded her with a teepee made of 
buffalo skin.  Finally, the third wife also 
gave birth, and the chief rewarded her 
with an enormous 2-storey teepee made 
of hippo skin, but he didn’t tell anyone 
what she had given birth to. 
 
Instead, he challenged all his tribe to 
guess.  Many people tried but no one got 
it right until one day a clever brave spoke 
up and said “I know.  She gave birth to 
two boys”  “That’s right” said the chief “but 
how did you know?” 
 
“Easy,” said the brave.  “Everyone knows 
that the value of the squaw of the 
hippopotamus is equal to the sum of the 
squaws of the other two hides.” 
 
EDITOR’S NOTE: We apologise to members of 
ethnic minorities, peoples under suppression, women 
(whether pregnant or not), mathematicians and bio-
geographists for the racist, sexist, numerist and 

specieist nature of the ‘joke’ printed above. 
 
 
   

                 
 

A seventeen year old after an 
all night session of Gordon’s jokes 

 
 

NEW YEAR 

RESOLUTIONS 
Our incorrigible seeker-after-truth and 
erstwhile scourge of the middle kingdom, she of 
the many memos and mistress of the inner 
sanctum, Cruella da Khan, has recently 
unearthed these little gems concerning your 
feeble attempts to ingratiate yourselves with 
posterity by the following New Years 
Resolutions 
 
Mark.  I will show people that I am not the 
abominable paperman that they think I 
am.......now, where did I put that handout......? 
 
Sam.  I will try to remember who I am when I 
wake up.  If I remember to wake up. 
 
Roger  I promise to square my jaw and stiffen 
my broad shoulders at the next person who calls 
me ‘Ken’, won’t I, Barbie? 
 
Rosie.  I will not make idle job applications. 
 
Tim.  I will widen my horizons, when I get off 
the 54 bus. 
 
Frank.  I will become a human being.  I will 
unthaw my heart (if I can find it). 
 
Fitch.  I will recover my sense of humour. 
 
Gordon.  I will put blanks in my beaver gun. 
 
D’Auber.  I will produce at least one work of art 
per term. 
 
Lucretia.  I will introduce my alter ego to 
Grecian 2000. 
 
Cru.  I promise I will stop lurking on the stairs 
and then jumping out in front of the VYLs to 
scare them. 
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  TAX RELIEF! 
Lisbon Reassures 

 
BC PORTUGAL Management in Lisbon 
have given staff their reassurance there never was or 
ever will be any problem concerning tax for their 
employees. Management categorically denied that 
there was even an issue to be discussed and at a 
recent press conference suggested that there had 
never been a problem.  It was claimed that reports in 
the national press to the contrary were simply a result 
of scurrilous rumours put about by International 
House.   
 
BC Management Portugal includes some people who 
are also prominent members of the Flat Earth 
Society. Among them, Alun Swills, once a member 
of the Inquisition, has photographic evidence of 
fairies (or, as he insists, faeries) at the bottom of his 
garden, and Will Jestpersun, who once had his own 
mime-illusionist show on a local radio station in 
Cumbria, and also co-authored Chamberlain’s 
famous “Peace in out time” speech.  
 
Will and Alun transferred the entire financial capital 
of the Portugal operation into share options on the 
Indonesian market last autumn claiming that it was 
“as safe as houses” . 
 
Will owns a house built between the high and low 
tide marks on Morecombe Sands.  Alun owns an 

Ostrich farm and claims to have ‘an empathy’ with 
their legendary head burying capabilities. 

FAMOUS REASSURANCES 
THROUGHOUT THE AGES 

1066   “This helmet is 100% arrow-proof” - 
avowed Ethelalin Swilles, Royal Armourer. 
 

1666   “Guaranteed Fire-proof materials” - 
JustaJiffysun Builders, Pudding Lane, London 
 

1812   “We’ll be in Moscow for Christmas” - 
General Le Comte Alain de Quaîles  
 

1899  “It’ll never fly”  -  Al Swoll Jnr, (Design 
consultant to Wright Brothers)  
 

1914  “It will be over by Christmas” - General 
Swells, Ypres 
 

1939  “It’ll be over by Christmas” - Air Marshall 
Jeffson, Biggin Hill  
 

1963  “Hell, what could be better than a leisurely drive 
thru’ the center of Dallas?” - White House Aide Edgar G. Jiffsuit 
 

1983  “Safety Certificate” signed by Col A. 
Swallenski , Chernobyl, Ukraine. 
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1997  “The Tory Party cannot lose” - Allun 
Swaelles-Jeffson,(ex) MP for Upyourspal, Wessex   

NEW CONTRACTS 
“Startling Revelations” 

 
Whilst jesting with staff over coffee and buns 
one morning, jovial Chefe  Frankie ‘Frank’ 
FitzFranky  accidentally let slip a vital piece of 
paper which remained lodged, unseen, beneath 
the fronds of one of the tropical palms that 
adorn the sides of the Staff Only swimming 
pool.  Unseen, that is, except for the 
omnipresent reporters of the Brutish News, who 
quickly  retrieved the densely printed page of A4 
following Funky Franky’s departure.. 
 
It turned out to be the draft for the new 
contracts that are being planned for not only 
hourly paid staff, but also for any new staff who 
join the BC after September 1st 1998 
 
Here is a summary of the contents of this 
document: 
 
1.  The maximum numbers of hours to be 

worked will be 84, 21 of which will be 
teaching contact hours.  The balance will be 
made up by menial work (toilet scrubbing,  
collecting nail clippings, licking granite blocks 
on the wall to a smooth surface, listening to 
Gordon’s jokes etc).  However, payment is 
based only on the 21 hours teaching done at 
rates mentioned later.  Failure to complete 
the menial work will mean a pro rata 
reduction in payment of the 21 hours taught 
as these two elements are linked by a 4:1 ratio 
(i.e. you miss 2 hours of menial work and you 
lose 8 hours pay.) 

2.  The minimum number of hours worked will 
be 8 teaching contact hours, therefore 32 will 
be worked, 8 teaching hours paid for.  The 
conditions for (1) above also apply 

3.  In addition, the Council will pay for 
Preparation and Marking time as follows:    

• 10 esc for each minute up to a maximum of 
five minutes (in total) per month. 

• An extra 2.5 esc for lessons prepared for a 
Sunday lesson (see later) 

 
 
 
 
    

4.  Teachers will be expected work  any six days 
between Sunday and Saturday (both of which 
must be included in the contract hours).  
Lessons on Sunday will consist of three 3 
hour lessons , with a 20 minute meal break 
between the first and second lessons.  This 
means that teachers will probably be home in 
time for lunch.  Otherwise teachers will not 
be expected to take any day between Monday 
and Friday off without prior written 
permission from the Pope, and countersigned 
by two conscious members of The Verve, and 
six trustworthy members of the management 
of Newcastle Football Club.   

5.  Payment will be made on a sliding scale. 
(“sliding” should be seen as something that 
happens on ice):  The figures given are for 21 
hour (ie 84 hour) teachers.  Others pro rata  

 
     Age     Years     Escudos(pcm) Escudos (pcm)  
                  Expr     (with MA)        (without MA) 
       
      21-30          -5         100,.000                  55,000 
      31-40         -15         105,000                  56,000 
      41-50         -30         106,000                  56,000 
      51-60         -40         110,000                  60,000 
      61-70         -50         102,000                  30,000 
      71-80         -60           55,000                  25,000 
      81-90         -70           15,000                    5,000 

 
 
    

•••• NOTE:  Increments are included within the 
following scales, and will be paid at a 
culmulative 50 tostões per year. 

 
Readers might be interested to note that 
Management pay scales will be increased from 
September 1st 1998.  DTOM’s will receive a 
minimum payment of £55,000 p.a., up to a 
ceiling of £100,000.  After this they will be 
eligible for Country Directorships, which start at 
around £2m an hour 



 
________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
 
 
 
. 
 

NEW MAJOR CONTRACT 
AWARDED TO 
FRENCH FIRM 

 
 
The prize contract for the daily clear up in the 
teachers’ room has been awarded to 
controversial French company ‘Le Jet Suave’ , 
which has established a reputation for clearing 
such unsightly areas as nuclear dump sites and 
the Amazon Rain forest. 
 
A team from the company was flown in to 
survey the damage on table two in the teachers’ 
room.  They commented that this would 
probably be the biggest job that they had ever 
undertaken, and one of the team, who had 
worked on the aftermath of Chernobyl, is 
reported to have said “This really is a fucking 
mess”. 
 
An enquiry as to the cause of the problem has 
been launched.  It is, say local residents, a recent 
occurrence and has not been witnessed in living 
memory. 
 
Staff should expect a series of disruptions over 
the next few months as bulldozers are brought 
in to remove files and books.  They hope to 
clear much of the accumulation over the Easter 
holiday, but, say company directors, we should 
expect months of reclamation work. 
 

  
 
 
 
 

FINAL CALL 
                                                             

THE END OF AN ERA 
 

 
After just five years of upsetting and boring 
people rigid in equal quantities, the Brutish 
News is about to close.  This will be, in fact, the 
penultimate number.  Before you look for your 
dictionary, that means there will be just one 
more edition, early in the summer.  After that it 
is Goodbye Vienna. 
 
 
Of course, should anyone be interested in 
revitalising the organs which is more user 
friendly than Inter-net, and more management 
orientated than Alan Swalsh (but then, even 
Martin, the defunct hamster, is still more 
orientated than AS), then the current editor will 
be only to pleased to hear from them. 
 
 
Limited copies of certain back numbers (and I 
refer to the Dawber Diaries as an example) are 
available. 
 
 
Finally, the last edition has a conditional 
appearance:  it depends on our readers, you poor 
souls, to contribute, which includes past 
employees as well as those currently in 
enslavement. 



 
________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
 
You know who to talk to. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

TOUGH AT THE TOP 
 

Supremo Fitzpatrick unlocked his steely heart a little 
during an interview with the Brutish News, to reveal 
his isolation and deep loneliness in his bureaucratic 
eyrie.   
 
“No one knows the trouble I’ve seen” he intoned 
mournfully in an uncharacteristically resonant voice.  
He then went on about how difficult it was for him to 
keep his finger on everything that was going on.  “I’ve 
only got eleven” he quipped, and then went on to list 
the demands that the internet, cable TV, e-mail, the lap 
top and the fruit machine made on his time. 
“Sometimes I even have to talk to people”  but he 
pointed out that he tried to keep that to a minimum, as 
did other people.  He indicated a dessicated corpse 
under the window.  “Everyone thought that Martin 
went to Bangkok....”  It took a few seconds to realise 
that he wasn’t talking abouit the hamster. 
 
But the loneliness of command was his major 
preoccupation.  Open on his desk was the telephone 
directory, at ‘S’ for ‘Samaritans’, and his fingers worried 
some already worried Greek worry beads.  Brutish 
News discreetly slid out as the first tear welled and 
coursed down the reddened cheek.                          
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AT LAST: 
BRUTISH CONCH SHELL 
‘MISSION’ STATEMENT 

 AFTER YEARS of fudging the issue, the 
Brutish Conch Shell has finally come clean about 
its underlying objectives and principles, its raison 
d’être. For as long as we can remember we have 
been fed ‘mission’ statements, and words like 
‘quality’ and ‘integrity’ not to mention ‘branding’ 
and ‘product’ have been thrown about like 
confetti at a wedding.  Finally they have 
admitted what all of us have realised for a long 
time is really their motive for being.  It is, of 
course, the bottom line.  Dosh, pure and simple. 
 
At a press conference yesterday, top dog Alun 
Snail claimed that teaching per se “was a load of 
crap” and that all he was interested in was the 
quality of the students cash reserves and the 
integrity of the teachers in realising the transfer 
of such to BC coffers.  Those failing to do so 
would be branded as not having met the 
required production standards. Curiously Mr 
Snail wore a glove puppet , referred to as Fritz 
Frantik, throughout the press conference, with 
which he consulted  from time to time, the 
puppet nodding in agreement when required.   
 
A press release handed out at the end of the 
press conference revealed further plans 
concerning the Brutish Conch Shell’s desire to 
maximise its financial potential and minimise its 
costs.  These included: 

• student scheme to purchase end of year 
certificates. 

• sliding scale of fees to pass internal exams 
(rates A, B and C) 

• fines for teachers failing to promote 
students. 

• sale of VYL’s to Thai sex trade. 
• sale of Crianças to Burmese Military (road 
building section)  

• sale of YL’s to Belgian paedophile ring  
• sale of teachers over 22 years to Iraqi and 
Israeli secret police for training purposes 

• sale of admin staff to Wellcome 
Pharmaceuticals plc for laboratory 
experiments 

• hiring out of senior management to test run 
international 5 star hotels for travel 
magazines etc.  

 
The management of the Brutish Conch Shell 
welcomes ideas from interested parties who have 
other ideas for maximising the financial potential 
of this international gang.  Please send your ideas 
(enclosing a cheque for £1000 or more made 
out to A/c no. 554476342BN Suisse, Berne)  to: 
 
Alun Snail, 
The Brutish Conch Shell, 
Quinta  Engraçada, 

BEDLAM   



 ________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

 profile   
Franklin Fitznada 

In a frank interview with the Brutish News, Mr 
Franklin Fitznada, (known to his friend as Nada) was 
candid about his management methods. 
 
BN: Why are you such a bastard?   
FF:  What staff have to realise is that to be an 
effective leader of people, one cannot be nice.  
Being Mr ‘Nice Guy’ only leads to raised 
expectations, and the dregs of society - such as 
teachers and administrative staff - should never 
be encouraged to have expectations.  So really, 
all I’m doing is being cruel to be kind. 
BN: Yes, but why are you personally so 
aggressive  to certain members of staff? 
FF:  It’s not true that I’m aggressive to certain 
members of staff.  I’m aggressive to all of them.  
They’re all freeloaders - every one of them - so 
why should I be pleasant to any of them? 
BN: Perhaps because they work for you?  
And that their co-operation is essential for 
the smooth running of the  Centre? 
FF:  Work?  You call what they do work?!  Most 
of them laze around for 90% of the time, and 
then fill in the remaining 10% with simulated 
activity.  Besides, there is no way that I need 
their co-operation to fulfil all the requirements 
demanded to run this place. 
BN:  What are these requirements? 
FF:  These are basic requirements.  Procedures 
have to be followed, and forms have to be filled 
in.  Nothing is more important than keeping 
good records and following the procedures.  
And this is my point.  Without all the 
unnecessary peripheral activity  created by all the 
no-do-goods employed as staff, the completion 
of these essential administrative duties would be 
much simpler.  Without the staff, I could reduce 
my weeks work from a current heavy load by 
50%, to 12 hours a week. 
BN: But without the staff, surely the Centre 
would cease to function. 
FF:  Yes!  Don’t you see, you numbskull , the 
cessation of function of the Centre is the 
ultimate aim of the organisation.  Our whole  

 
 
 
 
purpose is to remove the scum of the earth from 
the face of it? 
BN: Excuse me? 
FF:  Granted.  Exterminate!  That is what we 
need to do.  Exterminate.  Get rid of all the 
unclean, the unholy, the unwashed. 
BN: But what....? 
FF:  The small, the long, the short.  The simple 
and the complicated .  All must go.  Including 
omelettes and tricycles, small children and 
icecream cones.  Ah! I see you blinking - all 
blinkers must go to the wall, along with dung-
coloured seagulls, viewers of cable TV, and 
anyone whose name begins with a letter of the 
alphabet.  Yeah, yeah, I say unto you, even the 
most zealous of the zealots will be ground under 
my heel.  Nothing in all the world, and blessed 
be the name of Mammon, shall survive the......... 
 
(At this point the recording ceased.   BN  staff  
have been making urgent enquiries about the 
fate of their reporter, Dee Dee Dexter, who 
undertook this interview.  We also understand 
that Italian police have recently surrounded a 
house near Naples, where a gunman is holding 
three plaster gnomes hostage , and is shouting 
“Mammon!” over and over again.  We do not 
know if these two events are connected)               
 
 

JOB VACANCY 

DIRECTOR 
Oporto Brutish Conch Shell 

 
Following the demise of the recent DIRECTOR 
due to an attack of garden gnomes and severe 
headaches, the OBCS is looking for a new 
Director.  Essential qualities must include a love of 
humanity and a belief in basic human rights.  
Lovers of cuddly creatures are especially welcome.  
Please send full CV and WWF membership 
number to: 
 

•••• Sam Dunroamin, 21 Furry Creature Street, 
      London SW14 0BC 



PROCEDURE 49 
NATURAL BREAKS - Control of 

 
PURPOSE 
 
The purpose of this procedure is to explain how 'Natural Breaks' which occur  
dur ing per iods of work should be controlled and monitored. 
 
DEFINITIONS 
 
'Natural Breaks' are defined as those breaks in the work pattern caused by bodily 
functions, mainly through the ingestion of food and liquids. 
  
These are referred to in this document as 'bladder breaks' and 'colonic breaks' 
accordingly. 
 
STAFF OBLIGATIONS 
 
1. All teaching staff are required to limit their bodily function activities to such times 

as they are not working for the British Council, i.e. between the hours of 11 p.m. 
and 6 a.m. (9 p.m. and 6 a.m. on Sundays). 

 
2. Should staff be unable to limit these functions within the approved rest periods, 

then they must follow the regulations below strictly. 
 
 
REGULATIONS  
 
Bladder Breaks must 
 
1) be limited to no more than 2 minutes, including access to the toilet and statutory 

hand washing routine. 
2) not exceed the volume of 650 ml in any one break 
3) not occur twice within a five hour period 
4) be taken alone 
5) be approved in writing by Management (see below) 
• see exceptions below 
 

Colonic Breaks must 
 
1) be limited to no more than 5 minutes, including access to toilet and statutory hand 

washing routine 
2) not exceed 1 kg in any one evacuation. 
3) not occur twice within a 10 hour period, and must only occur within three hours of 

a meal break (when sanctioned) 
4) be quiet. 
5) be approved in writing by Management (see below) 

• see exceptions below 
 



 
• EXCEPTIONS 

 
1. Both colonic and bladder breaks are increased by a factor of 100% for expectant 

mothers, alcoholics, and men aged between 50 and 65.  There are no limits for 
senior management. 

2. Should there be a queue for the toilet, then the waiting time so accrued will be 
deducted from salary, excluding the time subsequently used within the toilet 
facility, which will then become a liability against holiday according to the 
following formula: 

 
Let a = time waiting, b = time using facility  x = weight of teacher 
 
x-10+(3x-2b) X ((a-b)/x)+10)    =    penalty imposed (minutes/escudos) 

                                 time of day 
 

3.  You will be issued with an annual allowance chart (based on your personal 
metabolism) which cannot be exceeded.  This annual allowance is based upon the 
maximum usage allowed by these Procedures which assumes that if all quantities 
and frequencies are optimised (see Bladder and Colonic Breaks 2 and 3 above), and 
if this limit is not exceeded at bi-monthly measured breaks, then the teacher may 
increase their use of the facilties to make use of this shortfall.  To make use of this 
Management bonus, teachers should complete form SH17 and return to their 
Manager at least three months before the facility is required. 
 
 
MANAGEMENT APPROVAL  
 
The approval of senior management needs to gained before either of the above 
breaks can be taken.  Teachers must complete the appropriate request form (see 
Appendices I and II) AT LEAST ONE WEEK IN ADVANCE. 
 
With your managers approval, you will be issued with an electronic card (to enable 
access to the toilet) plus a Urinometer (for Bladder Breaks) and a Faecescale (for 
Colonic breaks).  These must be used according to the instructions on the machine, 
and returned, washed, to your manager who will check the results against your 
annual allowance and the daily maximum. 
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ALL CHANGE! 
 
Room changes are once again on the agenda at 
Breiner.  Teachers’ will once again be asked to 
pack up the books in the T’s room into boxes, 
so that the room can be divided into three 
section.  Each room will have a separate 
entrance, and there will be no interconnecting 
doors.  There will be one room each allocated to 
TACOS (Room T1), Network (T2) and NEW 
LOCAL CONTRACT (T3) employed staff.  T1 
will have windows and soft furnishings.  T2 will 
have no windows and bench seats.  T3 will have 
no furniture or electricity.  Remaining hourly 
paid staff may use the stairs leading to the 
second floor for working, meeting etc. 
 
The ST’s will move into the current AV room 
(between current T room and ST room), and the 
current ST room will become the students’ 
computer room. 
 
The library will move up a floor, to the rooms 
currently occupied by classroom 6, Exams office 
and Director’s office.  The existing library will be 
divided into 8 classrooms, and the present 
computer room will be made into 4 classrooms 
dedicated for VYL and Criança use. 
 
The exams office will now occupy the patio in 
the garden (with appropriate polythene sheeting 
supplied for the winter), and the Directors office 
will be sited in the penthouse suite at the 
Meridien Hotel in Boavista (telephone ex-
directory). 
 
Comments from staff concerning the 
disadvantages of working in those rooms 
without windows directly to the outside (current 
rooms 4, 8, 10 and 11) have been taken seriously 
by management and as a result all remaining 
classrooms are to have their windows bricked up 
to maintain an equality of working conditions. 
 
 
 

NEW LOCAL CONTRACTS 

 
There has been some confusion about the 
actual terms and conditions of the newly 
proposed Local Contracts.  Here is the latest 
information from our only reliable source of 
information from Lisbon, a fly on the wall 
named Albert. (We don’t know the name of the 
fly). 
 
The increments included as part of the TACOS 
package are to be retained for NLC employed 
teachers, but the method of assessing the point 
of entry on the scale is to be reviewed as follows:  
anyone with less than 50 years of direct 
classroom experience in a Brutish Conch Shell 
school will start at point 0.  Those with more 
than 50 years of experience will gain one point 
for every 10 years of additional experience, as 
long as this experience was gained in Uzbekistan. 
Rewards for professional qualifications are as 
follows:  Three MAs plus Ph.D equals one point.  
Anything less than Two Mas plus 4 Bas loses 
one point from scale (if initial scale point is 0, 
then deduct the difference between scale points 
0 and 1 from point 0) 
 
Annual leave entitlement is 45 days, which is 
conditional upon the following:  it can only be 
taken at the Director’s discretion and at his 
request (not the teacher’s), and can be taken at 
any time of the year except during those months 
when the moon is full.  No more than two days 
can be taken consecutively, and a period of four 
months must occur between each period of 
leave.  No leave outstanding can be carried over 
to the following year, except in cases of 
favouritism or cronyism. 
 
The working week will be as follows: Monday - 
Sunday or Tuesday - Monday. 
 
The average contract offered will be 3 hours a 
week.  Contract holders may not work outside 
the Council for any reason under any 
circumstances. 
 

HOLIDAY PLANS  
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Once again we are amazed at the 
resourcefulness of teaching staff when it 
comes to exciting things to do with the 
summer break! 
 
 
Emília is going on a 10 day course to sharpen 
up her grumpiness skills and hopefully to 
discover new ways of complaining. 
 
Marucha is attending a short Reality orientation 
course in Blackburn. 
 
Rosinda is to spend 3 weeks at a sleep 
deprivation study centre in Dieppe to prepare 
herself for the new Senior Teacher post she has 
accepted. 
 
Mark is going on an advanced banana skinning 
course in Trondheim, Norway. 
 
Cecília plans to spend the whole of the holiday 
season trying to get a firm contract out of Frank. 
 
Julie is to spend a period on the NATO ‘smart’ 
weapons course, with special attention to aerial 
bombardment of ‘soft’ targets, like Mark. 
 
Roger is to spend a fortnight in Giggleswick 
wondering why. 
 
Eduarda is going on a heckling course at a 
leading centre for heckling in London. 
 
Lauren has booked a trip to Florida to engage 
in Alligator swamp wrestling. 
 
Gordon is hoping to spend August lopping the 
heads off young beavers with razor blades. 
 
 

FRIENDS DEPART 
NEW JOBS FOR ALL 

 
 
Surprisingly, some of the teachers who are 
leaving us this summer are not going into 
other teaching jobs: 
 
 
Tim & Karen are to set up a farm for 
organically grown plastic bags, in the Dordogne. 
 
Robert is to instruct Surinam tribesmen in the 
ritual uses of the uilean pipes, and caber tossing. 
 
Janice is set to assist in the setting up of a 
Methodist Information Centre in the Saudi city 
of Mecca. 
 
Claire has invested money in a weight loss 
centre in Eritrea. 
 
Sam has established his own company which 
specialises as a business efficiency consultancy. 
 
 

 

                     

NORMALLY 
 
we would ask that those who are leaving 
keep in touch, and let the Brutish News 
know what is going on in their new lives.  
Experience, however, shows that no one 
ever does, and that as this is the last edition 
of the Brutish News ever, it seems a bit 
pointless.  So all we can say is good luck and 
happy days, and now you can feel free to 
write to us as there is no danger that any of 
it will be published!  Boa sorte. 



 
________________________________________________________________________________ 

The End! 

TIME FOR 
REFLECTION 

 
At the end of the academic year it is, perhaps, 
natural to reflect upon the days recently passed, 
and to balance the good days against the bad 
ones.  The Headmaster of Frankly Academy 
for Boys recently spoke to the Brutish News 
about the joys and sorrows of his first year at the 
school.  Our reporter, D. D. Dexter spoke to the 
Reverend Francis Fitztitely in his comfortable 
oak panelled study in front of an open fireplace 
where a first former was burning to keep out the 
June damp. 
 
BN  Perhaps, Headmaster, we could start with 
your comments on that which has brought you 
happiness this year. 
Rev F  I could dwell on the cups and trophies 
that the rugby and cricket teams have brought 
home, or the outstanding public exam results 
that we have achieved this year, but I would 
rather remember the look of joy in Cleggs 
Junior’s face when I presented him with the 
annual prize for a heart-warming story about 
furry animals (Rev. Francis brushed away a tear at this 
point) Such are the moments that touch a 
Headmaster’s heart.  Or I might wish to reflect 
on the simple joy that sharing the good news 
with my staff that food rationing was close to 
finishing brought to them.  I live for these 
moments.  I am a man who enjoys bringing light 
and happiness to my fellow human beings. 
BN  And those less joyful moments...? 
Rev F  Sadly there are always some of these.  
One of the most unfortunate things to happen 
was when we had to have Matron put down 
after she caught a nasty rash following her fling 
with Muggins-Snipe of the Lower Third.  Or, 
indeed, the moment that Smythe and Simpkins 
collided in the egg and spoon race, causing 
Smythe to accidentally swallow both eggs whole, 
along with the spoons.  The poor boy died 
before we had a chance to cash his latest money 
order from his parents. 
BN  But what a tragedy! 

 
Rev F  Perceptive of you to notice.  Yes, the 
canteen lost two valuable Georgian silver 
spoons. 
BN  Now, Headmaster, I hope you don’t mind 
me asking, but can you comment on the 
rumours that this school is illegally employing six 
young Filipino women, and that therehas been 
an apparent avoidance of death duties on staff 
and pupils who have died whilst here? 
Rev F  What people don’t understand is that the 
girls are guests, and as we don’t pay them 
anything we are not breaking any laws.  Besides, 
we send them back every six months or so. 
BN To the Philippines? 
Rev F No, to an address in Amsterdam where 
we have a contact. 
BN  What do these girls do if they don’t work 
here? 
Rev F I didn’t say they didn’t work.  I said we 
didn’t pay them.  You see, a number of older 
boys, and some of the Masters have difficulty in 
sleeping at night.  The girls, well, help out where 
they can. 
BN And the death duties? 
Rev F Quite untrue.  No death duties have ever 
been payable because each person has died here 
as a pauper.  One or two days before they pass 
away all their wordly goods are transferred  to 
the School Trust Fund, of which I am the sole 
trustee. 
BN  How do they know they’re going to die so 
that they know when to transfer the funds. 
Rev F  They don’t, of course.  But we do. 
BN How many people are we talking about? 
Rev F Oh, not many.  Just those pupils and 
teachers who try to leave. 
BN   But the implications of what you are 
saying are horrific.  This place is simply riddled 
with vice and corruption.  
Rev F  You think this is bad?!  Young lady, I 
suggest you have a close look at that school over 
in Breiner Road, the British one. What you’d 
discover there would really make your hair go 
white. 
BN That is my next assignment. 
Rev F God bless you, my child. 
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Yeah, Yeah, Yeah.  It wasn’t going to happen again.  Promises were made and trust was 
put on the line.  Well, kiddies, promises are made to be broken and the line contained 
10,000 volts of current. So here, once again, is the very last edition of the brutish news 
- at least until the next one. 

A MERRY UNAGGREGATED & UNEXTENDED 
CONTRACT AND TAX-FREE CHRISTMAS 

TO BOTH OUR READERS 
  
As we wait excitedly for the night of the 24th 
when the rustle of paper  means that Santa is 
either filling our oversized stockings (pace thin 
people) or we are being burgled, let us take a 
little time to reflect on those unlucky enough to 
find themselves spending Christmas alone, 
unloved and without any visible means to 
support themselves.  We refer, of course, to 
teachers on part-time NLC contracts. 

 
Our reporter, Su Louth, went ‘undercover’ to 
witness the misery of NLCers in a hostel for 
the underpaid and abused, and to bring a 
little festive cheer.  Her story is harrowing, 
but please plough on. 
 
In the first place, like most other people, I didn’t 
even realise that such places existed.  Hidden 
behind an anonymous doorway with nothing 
more distinguishing than a brass plaque which 
read ‘English Lessons.  Knock twice and ask for Fifi or 
Franki’ lies a world so far removed from what is 
considered to be the norm in any decent 
professional career as to beggar belief.  I had to 
pinch myself several times (the first couple, 
didn’t hurt quite enough but it became better 
after I found the mole wrench).  There in front 
of me were dozens of teachers of English, most 
below the age of 96, taking it in turns to suck a 
wad of damp newspaper while feebly trying to 
help each other prepare a lesson on the simple  
 

past for final year Proficiency students (“They’ll 
never understand it” was frequently muttered in 
tortured, weakened throats.) 
 
In order to gain their trust I shared half a tube of 
Smarties around the room of forty or so 
(keeping the blue ones for myself, in case there 
were any Benfica supporters present. I didn’t 
want to upset them).  Soon they began to 
confide in me as their tongues darted out of their 
mouths to lick any remaining chocolate. 
 
“I teach six a week,” said Bill Thomas.  I 
pondered, was this six hours, six lessons or even 
six days a week he was talking about.  “Nah!” he 
croaked “six contracts.  I have a basic for 12 
hours a week, and then 5 more of the same.  It’s 
hard”  Others agreed that contract work was 
getting tougher and tougher.  I looked around at 
the squalid conditions in which they lived - no 
sanitation except for a pile of newspaper, which 
was occasionally wrapped into wads - and the 
only light and heat came from a pink birthday 
candle that was unlit (to save on energy, I was 
told).  I asked them what had happened.  If they 
were working up to 72 hours a week each, surely 
they must at least have a lot of money, even if 
they didn’t have time to spend it.  “No, luv” 
explained Jeni “’cos we all work aggregated 
hours”  When I asked what that meant, they said 
that they worked for nothing, but if they worked  
 
 
 
 
 



enough, they could have Saturdays off, 
sometimes.  I asked how often this happened, 
and I found people avoided looking at me.  
“Well,” admitted Amy “they’ve promised us 
December 26th”  As I was asking who ‘they’ 
were, I became aware of a presence behind me.  
I turned to see a thin, hard-faced man dressed in 
a baggy raincoat glaring at me.  His eyes then 
darted around the room and in 1000 words of 
not less than 3 syllables he said “Back to work, 
you idle bastards” 
 
I watched the pathetic creatures being herded 
out back to mind-numbingly dull work, and 
sucked thoughtfully on the rest of the Smarties. 
 

FESTIVE 
LESSONS 

 
We print below a few extracts from Mark 
Fudge’s recently published book ‘001 
Things to Do at Christmas with YL Classes’ 

Mark admits to being numerically dyslexic.  
 

• Get Drunk 

• Get the students drunk 

• Go hiking 

• Tell the students to take a hike 

• Go on a drunken hike with or without the 
students 

• Add 14 new verses to the twelve days of 
Christmas song.  Insist that metre and rhyme are 
perfect, and ensure that students compose a 
descant line above the melody.  Get them to 
orchestrate it, and then to make the instruments, 
learn how to play these instruments to a 
professional level, and record the song in the 
Naxos studios in Prague.  (More than one 
lesson) 

»»»««« 

Sheila’s Christmas Barbie 
 
Sheila claims that her mother used this 
traditional Christmas recipe while trying to 
make a go of her penguin farm near Alice 
Springs.  ‘S dinky-di!  So, don’t be a drongo - 
get the tucker out of the esky and onto the 
barbie, and youse’ll have a ripper of a lesson. 
 

Get the students to mash up a load of kangaroo 
pooh in a bucket, mixing it with a crate of 
Fosters.  Meanwhile send the nippers out 
looking for holly and mistletoe and a calf.  This 
could take some time. 
When the barbie is nice and hot, slap a few 
shrimps in the middle (about 1 kg each will be 
about right - allow 2 per person) and by this time 
the 10 year olds will have caught the calf!  Make 
sure it isn’t completely bonkers before knocking 
it on the nut and then slicing up a few ribs.  
Chuck them on with the shrimps and slosh over 
the roo-pooh.  If this makes you chunder, then 
you could always nip down the local BYO chop 
house for a bit of decent tucker.  Oh yeah.  The 
holly and mistletoe’s for soup.  Forget it! 
 
NB None of this is recommended for 
Mothers-to-be, who normally have a 
hankering for something a little more 
unusual 
 

************** 
 

Lauren has a different approach to 
Christmas, and feels that tradition has been 
forgotten and should be emphasised in the 
classroom.  She particularly feels that fluffiness 
is missing from Christmas, and suggests that 
each student is cocooned in  a ball of cotton 
wool before the special Christmas lesson starts.  
The lesson should start with the teacher singing 
‘Once In Royal David’s City’ (starting from the 
corridor and moving slowly into the classroom). 
 
The next stage involves ‘problem solving’ where 
each student has to guess what is in a package by 
the feel and if they get it right they win the prize 
and a cuddle.  If they get it wrong they win the 
prize anyway, and get two cuddles, one as 
compensation for being wrong. 
 
Finally, to emphasise the need to maintain a 
tradition that is being eroded by commercialism, 
students should be shown the specially edited 
version of ‘The Sound of Music’, and finish the 
lesson by singing ‘Edelweiss’ in close harmony. 
They should leave the classroom clutching 
stockings crammed with oranges, nuts and a 
plastic toy (batteries not included). 
 

******** 



 

HOLIDAY JAPES 
 
What a wacky bunch you all are!  Guess 
what you’re going to do on this Christmas 
holiday?!  Phew, how do you think up these 
crazy ideas?!! 
 
Roger is going to eat some turkey this 
Christmas!  He plans to make sure the bird is 
well cooked and will spend the night in the oven 
with the bird just to make sure. 
 
Bev plans to have ‘a glass of wine’ over the 
festive season.  But in the main square of Kabul 
is pushing it a bit. 
 
Cecília plans  a break! She can’t decide if it will 
be Roger’s leg or arm. 
 
Ilda is going to eat. She will attempt the world 
record of Lindt choc guzzling, attempting a line 
stretching from Fátima to Lourdes, on the 
westward route. 
 
Madalena is going to see her grandchildren.  As 
she is dressing up as Gertie the Gorilla for the 
whole of the festive season it is unlikely that they 
will recognise her.  She hopes. 
 
David is going to rest.  We have little to say 
about that, except to wonder if he has a one way 
or return ticket. 
 
Emília is going to stop complaining and start 
moaning instead.  She hopes to have a good 
whinge about the whole holiday. 
 
Fitch is hoping his family will come and see him 
if he is allowed visiting hours.  
 

But some have more solemn duties 
leading up to the festive event: 
 
Benilde will be counting the pennies.  She plans 
to treat Frank to a slap up dinner in the New 
Year 
 
Frank will be planning ahead as usual and hopes 
to have worked out what he’s going to do before 
he’s had it done to him 
 

Marucha will be creosoting the cat.   
 

 

LIAM’S  SPEAKEASY 
Our loveable DTCM explains a few 
things in his usual succinct manner: 
 
Brutish News: Why has it become necessary 
to introduce an extra day in the year, 31st 
November to be precise? 
 
Liam: This is most easily understood if you look 
at the situation from a dynamic viewpoint which 
originates, I should say, from the need to re-
evaluate the emphasise required to bring greater 
flexibility into what is already a situation with 
which none of us are totally familiar but which, it 
must be said, has potential for expansion exactly 
in that area that we looked at in the first place, 
but not vice versa and so we have decided to do it 
this way rather  than make an issue out of it and 
all of this was explained in a minute which itself 
was the result of a long period of discussion and 
coming to some king of agreement which took 
account of all salient facts not just a few such as 
the effect on December and all that.  So if that’s 
all clear now,  any more questions? 
 
Brutish News:  Er..... No thanks. 
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AN MBEIDH DEOCH AGAT? 
Beidh?! Nó ní beidh? Arbh fhearr leat cupán tae?  
Nár mhaith leat gloine fíona agat?* Nó Guinness?  
Jameson’s?  Bushmill’s if the sectarian divide 
bothers you.  But choose something, for it is St 
Patricks Day. 
  This month the Brutish Newt puts on its green 
suit and tie and takes a hard look at the 
connection between the British Council in Porto 
and the seemingly remote island of Ireland, and 
we discover a few secrets and surprises.  It’s 
curious how many folk should really have the 
letter ‘o’ at the beginning rather than the end of 
their names.  Read on! 

 
 

*Headline and opening of paragraph supplied by Lucid Liam on one of his better days. 

 
HEROS AND MARTYRS 

Paddy Telhinhos and Mick O’Smaro have just got 
themselves into the Guinness Book of Records 
for their incredible 43 kilometre three-legged race 
in just 7 hours 4 minutes.  Lashed together at the 
knee and ankle, and fortified only by half a litre of 
bugaço every hour, the intrepid duo not only 
managed to complete the course a full 3 hours in 
front of their nearest rivals, Frank O’Padraig and 
Liam McVint, but managed to do it backwards.  
The punishing course started at the ‘Supresa’ café 
and included a half kilometre stretch under water 
as the competitors crossed the Douro.  Sadly 
battling duo Mervyn McBuff and Marucha O’Hag 
drowned in the attempt, but managed nevertheless 
to complete the course, some 20 hours behind the 
leaders.  Lauren and Elvira O’Twins (who are 

twins) were disqualified for refusing to have their 
legs tied together. “It looks so uncomfortable.” 
said Lauren, as she fondled a cuddly toy panda 
bear before ripping its head off. Paddy and Mick 
lifted their trophy – a 100 litre cask of Macieira 
brandy – in triumph as Frank and Liam limped in.  
“We were a bit slower than we had hoped” said 
Liam “and it’s my fault. Frank at first kept saying 
‘left, right’ but I couldn’t work out if it was his left 
or right he was referring to, or mine. Then he said 
nothing at all, so I didn’t know what to do at all, 
and kept standing still.”  Mervyn and Marucha 
were awarded a posthumous prize for bravery. 
However, a spokesman said that they would be in 
work as usual the following day . 

St PatSt PatSt PatSt Patrick’s Day rick’s Day rick’s Day rick’s Day 
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Your Guide to Global 
Understanding  

 
Confused by the great diversity of our 
language? Ever thought you’d like to 
understand what those Yanks, Mounties and 
Paddies are actually saying? In the spirit of 
international harmony let’s take a peek into 
the BC’s most recent acquisition ‘The 
Encarta World English Dictionary and 
Phrase Book’. 
This extract is from section 37. Receiving 
directions to the British Council from a 
friendly bobby. 
 
RP aka Standard English, aka The Real 
Thing: 
Walk 500 yards down this road, keeping to 
the pavement to avoid the oncoming lorries. 
Canadian: 
Preambulate your bid bod 5/8 of a half 
kilometre aloong this boulevard caring nit 
toooo astray from the deck for avoidance of 
motor driven sleds. Oooo doobers!!!! 
American 
Hey dudes. Chill and cruise on down this 
tro’ fare. Don’t take your toes off the 
sideorder or you’s in cool danger of a being 
a slammed by those em dirt great grits.   
Pass the doober! 
N Irish: 
Yer canna go doen tha’ roa’. S’s full o’ 
Papists / Proddies (delete as appropriate) 
Zimbabwean: 
Go down this lovely, delightful road with 
these nice pavements made of best quality 
cement, feel the quality of that cement 
..mmmmmm. it’s worth paying taxes for 
that kind of cement quality, don’t you think? 
After about 500 yards and I think that’s 
quite a fair distance for that kind of cement  
- you’re there and once you’ve been hit by a 
truck you can claim your stars. 
Oirish: 
Now if I were goin’ there, I wouldn’t be 
starting from here 
S African: 
Go go go stop robot turn go go go stop 
platypus go stop turn stop 
Scottish; 
Unavailable at time of going to press – try in the 
Queen’s Arms (Ed) 
 
 
 

What’s On? 
 

Courses 
Lauren O’Damsel.  Furry creatures in the 
classroom – stroking them the right way.  
Lauren’s world famous method of teaching 
irregular verbs by gentle rocking motions, 
soothing voices, ‘natural’ sounds and bunny 
rabbits in a bucket is fully explained and 
explored. 
 
Quiche O’Blarney shows you how to talk 
your students to death.  Teachers who think 
that ‘TTT’ stands for ‘Time To Talk’ are 
especially welcome. 
 
Pronunciation Seminar. *Using authentic 
West Cork accents in the classroom  
*Conversational techniques on the Aran 

islands  *Use of /θ/ in a County Cavan 
context  *Use of the dark ‘ l ’ in West 
Belfast. 
 

Special Lectures 
 
Gerry Adams “Unionism:  Its Virtues, 
Strengths and the Way Forward’ 
 
David Trimble “The Need for 
Republicanism Now” 
 
Frith O’Kennell  ‘Chocolate Avoidance 
Techniques’ 
 
Frank Fitzpartickthistle ‘Daring Dresser – 
A Guide for the Executive’ 
 
Rosie O’Farrago ‘Surviving on the 
Breadline’  
 
Cecilia MacPhillips ‘Fear of Heights’ 
 
Tom MacBill ‘Lesson planning: How I 
coped with overdoing it” 
 
Marucha A’Costa ‘Be in the Know: How 
to instantly comprehend a situation.’ 
 
David O’Jeffrí  ‘Technology: A wasteful 
distraction.’ 
 



Aunty Tia Pontificates 
 
Dear Tia 
I believe I’m right in thinking that my 
colleagues are praising my noteworthy lack 
of gorm when they call me gormless. But 
what exactly IS ‘gorm’? 
                                         Mr Peartree 
 
Dear Mr Peachy 
‘Gorm’ has its roots in Celtic, the ancient 
language of our Irish brethren and would 
originally have been spelt “Ghiborm”. One 
of the earliest recorded instances of ‘gorm’ 
in English is to be found in Chaucer where 
it was described as part of a female’s 
personal attire used in the skinning of 
rabbits. Much later Oscar Wilde wrote an 
entire play based on the value of ‘gorm’ 
until he realised that Gorm wasn’t actually a 
man’s name and the joke would work much 
better if he rewrote the piece as the 
‘Importance of being Earnest’. 
In living memory ‘gorm’ is most closely 
associated with the swinging slang of the 
hippy movement of the 1960s – although 
what it meant then no one can now recall. 
If you have any more such linguistic queries 
don’t hesitate to call my 24hr a day topless 
lingo-hotline at the knock down price of 
3000$ per minute 

Tia 
 
Dear Tia 
I would like to spend my free time 
ministering to the needs of my aged blind 
father, demented godparents and one-legged 
Siamese twin sisters. Would it be possible if, 
on occasions, I came into work a little after 
my normal 7.30 am start? 
                                        Cinders 
 

 
 

 
 
 
Dear Tia 
In Ryan’s the other Saturday I was asked if I 
had any Irish in me, and then if I’d like 
some. I took this to be an invitation to trace 
my Irish ancestry, so we promptly arranged 
a genealogy session for next Saturday night 
in The Parque de Cidade, where I imagine 
the Portuguese/Irish records office to be 
situated. The need for such a late 
appointment is, I assume, related to the 
heavy demand on their time at this time of 
year. Can you tell me whether it is likely that 
I’ll strike lucky – I would so love to be part 
Paddy? 
Yours truly D Witted, 
 
Dear Ms G Ible 
I’d say the chances of someone striking it 
lucky next Saturday were very high. 
But don’t be surprised if your root tracing 
session involves a bit more interest in your 
pants than you might have been expecting. 
 

Tia 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                                           
 
Dear Miss Rella 
What do you think we are running 
here, a charity??? 

Tia 
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News in 
brief 
 
Book- slug 
Sam shocked colleagues and embarrassed the 
BC management when she admitted last Friday 
that she couldn’t read. Her confessed illiteracy 
and the fact that she left school at the age of six, 
seem to have been overlooked by Spring 
Gardens in their rush to fill vacant teaching 
posts in September. Whatever can we expect 
next? Managers who can’t add up or senior 
teachers who can’t cook? 

 
Tide of tears 
The BN newsroom was left in turmoil this 
month when our illustrious editor was very 
nearly washed out to sea in a freak tidal wave 
drama. Witnesses to the scene relate that they 
had noticed the lone figure ambling incoherently 
along the shore in an inconsequential manner, 
and had paid him little heed until hours later 
with the tide swirling in at an unfeasible rate they 
had spotted him running wildly back and forth 
along the water-bound sand bank yelling “Who 
will spin the psychedelic wheel now??” Luckily, 
the day was saved by Osmaro and his handy 
stepladder and nothing more than the bottoms 
of a rather nice pair of beige cords were 
dampened.  

 
More moose vicar? 
Animal rights protestors and other busy bodies 
have alerted the BN to the fact that Vicky and 
her family have been indulging in the ritualistic 
slaughter and consumption of wild animals from 
forests around Portugal. Said a Ms L. Damas 
(code name Fluffy) “I quite like Vicky, but to go 
round harming poor defenceless 30 kilo boar is 
inexcusable and I’ve a good mind to slash her 
tyres”. The Cravos were not at home to our 
intrepid reporter, but loud grunts and gurgles 
could be heard behind their closed door.  

 
Wedding bells a go go  
Congratulations go out from the BN to Tom 
and Amélia who are to marry this spring.  The 
bride is expected to look radiant in an off-the-
shoulder pearl and peach halter-neck three piece 
and the groom is rumoured to have bought a 
clean pair of pants for the big occasion. Where 
they are to honeymoon remains a closely 
guarded secret, but sources close to the couple 
say they think it won’t be Guadeloupe this time. 
 

 
Did you know….? 
 
 
Michelle Bastos (née O’Bast) once won a 
step-dancing competition in Cork when 
aged only 10.  She was later disqualified, 
though, when it was discovered that prior to 
the competition she had consumed over 
250cc of whiskey, the upper limit for the 
under 12’s being 200cc. 
 
Joe Pereira’s ancestors were called O’Pera, 
and worked as Music Hall singers in 
Limerick until the Great Famine. 
 
Bev once got a standing ovation at the 
Ballsbridge fleadh for her heartwarming 
rendition of the ‘Campdown Races’, which 
she delivered from the saddle of a donkey. 
 
Emilia is unable to enter the Republic of 
Ireland as it is still considered to be a capital 
offence to practice witchcraft there. 
 
Cecília is a fully paid up member of the 
Galway Leprechaun Society, and is 
therefore certified as one of the little people. 
 
Sam was the first member of Orange Order 
to claim that the Dr Ian Paisley was a soft 
touch for the republicans, and that he 
should toughen up his stance. 
 
Lucy McMardel holds the all-Ireland record 
for Guinness swimming, which involves 
swimming across a lake of the stuff while 
drinking continuously over a period of 30 
minutes.  Her unbroken record (1998) 
stands at 1 mile 134 yards and 13 pints. 
 
Mark is a baronet, and his title is Lord 
Crossmaglen.  This is an hereditary title and 
was acquired by his great grandfather after 
he coached the winning team in the All-
Ireland Lake Surfing Championship in 1888. 
 
Cristina once sang at the Cork 
International Opera Festival, and then went 
on to become the 1996 ‘Rose of Tralee’, 
spending the next year doing vocal backing 
for ‘U2’.  She was born on the Great 
Blaskett Islands (uninhabited for 150 years). 

 
 



 The Miracle of St 
Fitzpatrick 
 
Controversy surrounds the origins of 
Ireland’s thirty fifth most famous saint, St 
Fitzpatrick.  All that is known for sure is 
that he arrived before the more famous St 
Patrick, although, ironically, it was the 
actions of St Fitzpatrick that eventually 
made Ireland’s patron saint famous.  It is 
thought that St F originated either from 
Rome or, some historians will have it, from 
Walsall.  He left behind copious writings, 
but he is best remembered for having been 
the man who introduced the snake into 
Ireland, which prompted St Patrick’s later 
visit.  It is from St Fitzpatrick that we have 
such expressions as “a snake in the grass”, 
“a slippery customer”, “speaking with a 
forked tongue” and “snaky trickster”.  Some  
biblical scholars, Prof. R. P. Hughs amongst 
them, claims that St Fitzpatrick was, in fact, 
the actual serpent in the garden of Eden, 
but this is largely unproven mainly due to 
the lack of any evidence whatsoever.  
Others say that his biggest mistake was in 
not introducing water-snakes in Ireland, the 
only reptile, perhaps, that had any chance of 
surviving the climate. 
 
However, during his lifetime he was best 
known for his pithy edicts and tough 
wisdom (“life, it is but a female dog, and 
then deceasest thou” “go forth and 
procreate, my friend”) , written down on 
scrolls in Latin, and referred to in ancient 
texts as his ‘Procedurum’.  They dealt with 
the moral conduct and disciplines that early 
Christians were, in his view expected to 
adopt, but often took the form of 
comforting homilies: 

• ‘A man without a baixa note shall not 
enter the kingdom of Heaven.’ 

• ‘The symbol of a pure mind shall be 
four white drawing pins, placed thus.’ 

• ‘Spiritual wisdom is gained through 
wordly ignorance and a 6 day working 
week.’ 

• ‘Thou shalt pray daily by contacting 
god@heaven.et 

• ‘A kindly thought each day will lead to 
weakness and overspending’ 

• ‘Morality is measured by the amount 
you deny your neighbour.’ 

 • 
 ‘Snakes make ideal pets.  They display 
the level of affection we should all show 
to each other.’ 

 
St Fitzpatrick is also credited with inventing 
toilet paper. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

This issue has been 
generously supported 

by the joint 
sponsorship of 

 
IanPaisley       and     Gerry 

Now showing at a cinema 
near you: 

 
My Left Hook  The uplifting tale of a 
man’s attempt to dominate his violent 
temper. Based on the true story of Christy 
O’Grams 
 
In the Name of the Farter  Heroic tale of 
two people’s fight against the injustices of 
restricted bean imports to Ireland in the 
1850’s  Starring Tom O’Bill as the Farter, 
and Lucy O’Brav as the Woman from 
UCLES, a devious undercover agent 

 



 
FRANK’S DECEMBER 

MEETINGS 
 
December 
2      TCMs meeting in Parede to discuss  
         Coimbra proposal for regionalisation. 
7      TCMs meeting in Coimbra to discuss  
        Lisbon proposal for centralisation. 
11    TCMs meeting in Lisbon to discuss  
        Parede proposal for microorganisation. 
14    TCM meeting (with himself) in Porto on 
        Porto proposal for UDI. 
17    Discussion on draft of Procedure 49 
        “Toilet: Going to,” Lisbon 
21    2 day Management Training (Irkutsk) 
        “Hone Up Your ‘Being A Bastard’ 
        Skills’ 
25    Practical demonstration (Porto) of 
        Procedure 51 “Turkey: Carving of,” 
 
  

T A X 
It would now appear that Col. Bintingford-
Miffed (Deceased), one time Director Portugal, 
had forgotten that he’d kept the money saved by 
paying BC staff tax abated wages while charging 
students premium rate for the service in a tin 
box under the mattress .  It would appear that 
the tin box is a Super-Sentinel 500 Electronic 
safe, and that Col Bintingford-Miffed’s bedroom 
was directly above the First National Bank of 
Bermuda. 
 
Col. Bintingford-Miffed has agreed to hand over 
the balance, after deducting essential personal 
expenses, to a fund being set up to help out with 
the 1998 tax bill for BC staff, and he promises 
that a cheque (which, he claims,  “will be well in 
excess of £1.50” by the end of the financial year. 

 
Other sources of funds for the “’98 Tax Bill 
Appeal” have come, suprisingly, from the 
CMDT staff in London, who had a whip round 
and gathered another £5.32 plus 2 Danish 
kroner towards the fund.  A suggestion to 
withhold payment to all salaried staff in Italy and 
Hungary for 3 months to pay for the bill was 
rejected by the Accounts department as “not 
deriving sufficient funds to meet the target”, 
although it had been generally agreed that this 
would have been a fun way to solve the 
problem. 
 
Other gallant efforts to raise funds for ‘The 98 
Appeal’ include a Grand Auction held in Lisbon 
recently, where, among the fine items offered for 
sale, were to be found Rod’s second best toupée, 
Alan Snail’s Mickey Mouse swatch watch and 
what is left of Franks dignity.  Proceeds were 
lower than expected, but we applaud the valiant 
effort made. 
 
Meanwhile, staff are sending a strong letter of 
protest about the current state of affairs to the 
Under-Secretary of State for Fishing to the 
Icelandic government in Reykjavik.  When asked 
about their choice of who to send the letter to, a 
spokesperson replied  “We needed to find 
someone who had influence, but who wouldn’t 
in any way threaten our jobs, our livelihood or 
our morning coffee.” 
 
The “98 Appeal” now boasts £23.44 (6700esc) 
in its account. 
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SUMMER SCHOOL SHOCKER 
 
In a surprise announcement by the management of 
BC, Porto, it became clear that one or two 
summer school classes “might be going ahead” 
this year  This is in complete contrast to the 
experience of previous years when summer school 
classes were non-existent in practice, though in 
reality teachers were called in to teach cardboard 
cut-outs of former students for up to three hours a 
day.  This practice reached a peak last year when 
cardboard cut-outs were used to replace the 
teachers as well, and, it was reported, the teaching 
level improved somewhat.  When asked what had 
gone wrong this year, Sub-Boss Liam opened his 
arms beseechingly “Some bastard must have told 
the students” he is reported to have said “and then 
the word got around.”  Untergruppenfuhrer Liam 
is well known for wanting to keep the students in 
the dark, as witness his order that all light fittings 
be removed from classrooms and that teachers 
should wear miners hats instead.  Luckily this 
order was rescinded by Obergruppenfuhrer Frank, 
who stated that miners hats were an unnecessary 
luxury.  When questioned by the Newt further 
about the consequences of having students on the 
premises in July, our intrepid reporter was told 
that they would be welcome as long as they kept 
quiet and did not disturb the repose of the 
exhausted staff sleeping in the teachers room.  The 
problem of who teaches them was quickly 
resolved “We have a whole range of Pokémon 
merchandise that will keep them happy for hours.  
We can use the same cardboard cut-out teachers as 
last year.” 
 

 
 
 

TACOS TEACHERS TO WORK 
JULY 

 
As a complementary measure to the above 
announcement, BC managers made it clear that 
TACOS teachers, who have never worked in July, 
will now be required to do so.  When asked how 
this could be achieved, spokesperson Will Tivn 
said that it was all down to the principle of 
aggregation that had been been agreed two years 
ago.  “If we aggregate TACOS teachers time, we 
find that most of it can be rounded up on the 7 to 
31 principle and this would reduce their leave 
entitlement quite legally by 36 days, but because of 
the February 28 day anomoly and the 
preponderence of 30-day months falling in the 
first half of the year but the last half of the 
Academic Year, this reduces the reduction, if you 
following my meaning, to 30 days – and that is 
most of July taken care of.”  Mr Tivn later said 
that it wasn’t as draconian as it sounds “ because 
they will have Sundays off.  Well, some of them, 
anyway.”
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Aunty Tia 
 
This month Tia is a bit under the 
weather so her shoes have been 
temporarily filled by the Council’s 
very own ‘A’ specialist Vicky Cravo: 
 
Dear Tia 
I’m planning to do some colouring with my 
class soon – would someone be able to 
open the stationary cupboard door for me 
around 3 p.m. on Friday the 23rd of June. 
That would be really helpful, thanks. 
Van Gogh of Breiner 
 
Dear Earless, 
It sounds like you are planning to abuse the 
limited resources of the British Council – 
colouring? What are you thinking of? Isn’t it 
enough that we give then free biscuits and 
drink without pandering to their childish 
whims with colouring and other infantile 
activities? Surely a neatly turned out logoed 
worksheet of irregular verbs would be much 
 
 

 
 
 
 more fun and have the added bonus of 
conforming to BC procedure. To be honest 
I don’t think there are any procedures on 
colouring – so it’s best avoided until major 
colouring issues can be clarified with Spring 
Gardens. 

Tia 
 
Dear Tia 
Is it OK to go over the lines? Should I be 
using crayon or felt tips? I’m all of a 
quandary – please tell me the answers 
before I do something crazy like go cubist. 
PP of Porto 
 
Dear Proxy Picasso 
Let’s leave Cubism to the amateurs at 
International House. I recommend Miró for 
Cs, Lichtenstein for YLs and something 
fluffy like Fragonard for the exam classes. 

Tia 
 
 

EDITOR REQUIRED 
 
 
 

Unprestigious rag requires hack to bash out a few copies from time to 
time. 
 

Salary:  Well, you won’t have to pay tax 
Hours:  Unsociable, inconvenient, 60 minutes 

 

Interested? 
(Well, there’s always one) 

Apply: Brutish Newt 
email  brutishnewt@mail.teleweb.pt 
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FEY GAY SAY MAY DAY PAY 
MAY STAY PAYWAY 

 
Residents of Breiner were all gushingly 
relieved that the extra money, made 
available last Bank holiday, could help 
stop the move to make Rua de Breiner a 
toll street.  The plan, put forward by 
local street market holders and the 
Bedouin community, was to charge 
admission to drive down the street, in an 
attempt to offset the council’s plans to 
restrict parking to BMW’s and camels.  

The extraordinarily high incidence of 
“the elder folk” who live in the area.and 
who are said “not to be at all happy” 
about the idea of a toll were delighted to 
receive last May 1st a mysterious gift of 
10,000 contos, which will fund their 
campaign, and help to set up a fund to 
erect a statue to Msr Alain D’Auber, 
their patron saint, in the middle of the 
thoroughfare.

 

Liam: Portentous Movement 
 
Reliable reports from the Newt’s sources within the Pentagon, the United Nations HQ and the 
United Reform Church, Salford would indicate that Lucid Liam is to take up a prestiguous new 
post with UCLES, in Italy.  UCLES (Unforeseen Clandestine Liaison Executive Service) is well 
known for producing regular sessions of inhuman treatment on young scholars, and has been 
looking for an Obfuscation Officer for its Italian Branch for some time.  Notwithstanding 
Amnesty International recent damning report on the work of UCLES internationally, or the 
suspicion that the Italian job is part funded (or at least supported by) the Scillian Mafia, Liam is 
thought to be considering this chance to get back to those that he loves most – chianti classico and 
tartufi bianchi amongst others.  The need for an UCLES Obfuscation Officer has been thought 
necessary as some of the questions, especially those in the Reading Comprehension paper, have 
been seeming to make sense, and some students have successfully answered more than a handful 
in recent years.  Liam is thought to be highly placed to ensure that selected texts are as 
impenetrable as possible, and is said to favour the thrice-translated version of each text. The 
most effective, he maintains, is English to Finnish; Finnish to Italian; Italian to English.  In each 
case, the translator must be a native speaker of the first language, with a coffee shop working 
knowledge of the second.  In this way, Liam maintains, it will look like the original language, but 
no-one will understand a word. (see photo: page 4) 



Aquarius   
This is a good month for staying in bed.  If 
you do have to get up at any time, make 
sure you get out of bed on the 
correct side or you’ll find that you 
will upset just about everyone.  
Lucky colour:  Black 
 Pisces 
Your recent poor health could be improved 
if you tried eating regularly for a change.  
This will involve mastication, 
swallowing and digestion (the latter 
is an involuntary action, so don’t 
worry about it).  An easy way to 
start is with breakfast, which you 
should take first thing in the morning with 
your pills. 
 
 Aries 
The signs are that this will be a 
profitable month, and that you are 
likely to get a cheque – or bank 
transfer – at the end of it.  Make sure, 
therefore, that you don’t forget to turn up 
for work every day (except Sundays, unless 
you are a priest). 
 Taurus 
Don’t cross a wide road in front of a 
red car at 12.16 on the 15th.  It will 
be fatal.  If you live on an 
uninhabited island, or in Porto, you 
may ignore this advice. (In the case 
of the latter crossing any road at any 
time in front of any car is likely to be fatal) 
 Gemini 
If you own a red car, make sure that 
you’re not driving it between 12.10 
and 12.20 on the 15th, as you won’t 
be able to hit any pedestrians 
crossing the road.  If you live in Porto you 
may ignore this advice, and simply drive as 
always, with your eyes closed and as fast as 
the car will let you in third gear. 
 Cancer 
The stars indicate that you should 
avoid all things technological this 
month, in particular communications 
technology like the internet, email 
(especially Outlook) and mobile phones.  
Shun the letters G, T and I as far as 

possible, and make sure you have clean 
underwear on every day. 
 
Leo 
This is an excellent month to seek 
promotion in your job.  You are likely to be 
successful by doing little jobs around the 
office voluntarily, like cleaning the bosses 
shoes, feeding his homing pigeons and 
going to the toilet on his behalf. 
 Virgo 
This has been a stressful time of late, and 
you finish work each day wondering how 
you can face the next day.  You can!  Think 
positively, and then take a deep breath and 
an extra dose of amphetamines, and you’re 
away! 
 Libra 
Lady luck is definitely on your side this 
month.  The next few weeks will bring you 
unparalleled success in your place of work, 
and you will become enormously popular 
with your colleagues.  Your sexual prowess 
is legendary this month, and hymns of 
praise will be written about you for future 
generations to wonder about. That 
undiscovered uncle in the Bahamas dies, 
and you will inherit millions, tax free. 
 Scorpio 
With Pluto entering your House on the 
3rd, you will find your life more than 
usually crowded.  Try moving to a bigger 
flat.  Or simply tell your aunt that you 

simply can’t look after the dog after all. 
 
 Sagittarius 
It is worth visiting the doctor on the first 
day of the month, simply to get hold of a 
fistful of baixa notes to cover you for the 
whole month.  Wander-lust will take you 
over this month, and you’ll be off all over 
the place, so you don’t need work to tie you 
down.  A world tour might be on the cards, 
if you’re lucky! 
 Capricorn 
Imaginative, passionate, loyal are just three 
of the adjectives never attributed to you.  
It’s not your fault that you are habitually a 
boring old fart – but do try to keep out of 
more interesting peoples’ hair this month. 
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A Day in the Life…… 
….of David 
 
 
I usually get up shortly before I wake up.  I find that this usually lessens the shock of realising 
that I’m the same person that I was yesterday.  I like to wash my hair every morning, and I use a 
special shampoo that is made for me in Nepal, and contains secret ingredients, one of which isn’t 
yak milk.  It was recommended to me by a particularly hairy yeti who had problems of keeping 
his voluminous hair in place in ice storms (but I won’t tell you which teaching centre I met the 
yeti at).  I then spend 30 minutes with Harriet, my hair-drier. 
 
For breakfast I like to have three well-toasted tosta mistas and a packet of non-chocolate belgas, 
which a chop up and  put in a bowl with slightly warm Super Bock.  On Sundays I do without 
the belgas, and just have an extra tosta with the beer. 
 
When I get to work the first thing I have to do is check that my hair is in place, and this can take 
up to half an hour as each hair is numbered, and has to lie in a certain geometric pattern 
according to its number.  Luckily this process has been speeded up since I hooked up with 
NASA and got a geoposition satellite to focus on my head and now, with ther appropriate 
Microsoft Windows FollicleStyle 2000 program I can get it all sorted out in 10 minutes or so.  
Then I’m ready for the real business of the day.  A quick toasta mista and a coffee, and I’m ready 
to crunch a few numbers. 
 
I spend most of my working day looking at statistics and collecting statistics.  At the moment, for 
example, I working on a questionnaire that enquires at what point our students first realised that 
they had questionnaire fatigue and were refusing to fill in any more.  I’m very excited by this kind 
of work, and Frank is very kind because he always shreds the results of my surveys when I’m not 
in the room.  Sometimes, however, I see an opportunity to commune with my colleagues, 
especially if they are working away on a computer (on one of those rare occassions, that is, when 
they can log on their own profile, have access to their address book, and have cleared the 58 
statutory ‘Warning’ notices).  I find that a few words in their ear, and the pressing of a few keys 
will leave them totally confused and, in some cases, so demoralised that they log off (which of 
course they can’t anyway these days, because their profile is overlarge) and go and do some useful 
work, like dust a few shelves or fill in one of my questionnaires with funny handwriting and 
pretend it is from a student. 
 
I like to lunch with a small group of my colleagues, but unfortunately all my colleagues seem to 
disappear when lunch time comes around, so I usually have a small barrel of tostas mistas for 
myself in Cedofeita, along with a firkin of Unicers finest. 
 
In the afternoon I sometimes have to substitute for malingering teachers.  I don’t like doing this 
as it interfers with the natural growth of my hair, and I often find that other people’s students 
don’t seem to relish filling in questionnaires for an hour and a half.  This I find puzzling as mine 
do, that is, the one that is left from the class of 18. 
 
In the evening I sometimes have a change from tostas mistas (though not very often) and will 
indulge in a bowl of moelas, in which I like to dunk almond cake.  Harriet and I go to bed around 
midnight, so as to be fresh for the morning’s round of ham and cheese toasties and belgas. 
 
Going to Hong Kong doesn’t present me with a problem as I’ll simply swop the tostas with for 
pancake rolls.  After all, if you put enough ketchup on them, they taste the same anyway. 
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Did you know? 
Little known facts about the BC 
 
Last year BC Portugal had to rent a giant warehouse in Alverca to 
store the procedures file. 
 
The Lisbon TC doesn’t actually exist.  It is a creation of the 
administrative department of Parede. 
 
According to statistics released by Spring Gardens, the longest 
serving teacher of British nationality is Ilda Lopes, and the world’s 
tallest BC teacher is Cecília Phillips (who, it would appear, is 
Armenian).  Mind you, the statistics office go on to say that 
everyone who works for the BC is happy, that the sun rises in the 
west, and that teaching staff are well paid. 
 
If you stood all the staff employed by the BC worldwide shoulder to 
shoulder, then they would circle the earth one and a half times, 
and 67% of them would drown. 
 
If you stood all the staff employed by the BC worldwide shoulder to 
shoulder, and stood them in line at the north pole at longtitude 30º 
W, then they would still circle the earth one and a half times, but 
that 90% would drown and the rest would freeze. 
 
Spring Gardens is still considering which of the two options 
mentioned above they will choose for their bid to enter the 
Guinness Book of Records. 
 
BC staff clip an amazing 15 metric tonnes of toe-nails every year. 
 
In April this year, 15 billion individual M&Ms were consumed 
worldwide, 14.5 billion of them in Porto. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Write to us with your contributions or comments to 

newt@mail.teleweb.pt 
Visit our Web Site – now with more than just back issues – on 

www.geocities.com/brutishnewt/Homepage.html 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

A Message from 
HER MAJESTY QUEEN ELIZABETH 
 
It gives me great pleasure, on the occasion of 
my birthday, to write this message to my loyal 
subjects, the readers of the Brutish Newt.  My 
husband and I have long been admirers of 
your worthy organ, and frequently marvel at the wit and 
perspicacity of its contents. 
 
Our thoughts go especially to those loyal subjects who toil to 
represent the country, its culture and its language in foreign parts, 
and we are delighted to have this opportunity to thank you all for 
your gallant work on our behalf in what can often be difficult 
circumstances.  It may be that you do not have the good fortune 
to be a subject of the Crown and, perhaps, hail from a dissenting  
colony, or even a republic.  If this is the case, may I ask who gave 
you sodding permission to read my words?  Just piss off out of it 
right now. 
 
I and my family wish all Englishmen and women a Happy St 
George’s Day.                                       
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Breiner Hole Protest 
 

The Breiner residents Committee, led once again by that nutty professor 
Tiago Vila Barco, have protested to the Camara Municipal (in particular to 
the public works section) and have demanded that Breiner be treated like 
other thoroughfares in the city and be given its very own hole “or two” for 
2001.  
 
“It’s not fair,” said barmy Dr Tiago, “As everyone knows all throughout the 
city European-funded holes have been appearing for months – some 
spectacularly deep and inviting – and in Breiner we haven’t even got a rut at 
present.”  Prof. Vila Barco said they were determined to get to the bottom 
of this hole business even if it meant going right in over their heads. 
 
A spokesperson for the Camara Municipal said “They’re frankly out of their 
depth with the European Hole business.  The whole business is full of 
pitfalls, and the unwary could easily come a cropper and take a tumble.  
With this protest they’re simply digging their own grave and will be hoisted 
on their own petard before long.” 
 
The Breiner Residents Committee were in the news not long ago when they 
complained about the lack of traffic lights in Breiner.  At the time, they said 
that in the whole 150 metre stretch of the street there was only one set of 
traffic lights.  They asked for equal status with Rua Campo Alegre which, 
they claimed “has a pedestrian crossing and set of lights every ten metres.” 



Victoria Carnation- My Life; My Accordion 
 
Pierre Boulez once asked me “Vicky, 
why did you take up the accordion and 
not, say, the double bass.” 
 
I replied as candidly as I could.  “Pierre, 
as you know, I nearly took up the 
double bass.  When I was about 10 and 
was living just off Highway 46 in 
Nebraska, a juggernaut truck turned 
over outside our house and spilled its 
load of two thousand double basses 
onto the sidewalk.  My family alone 
managed to pick up some 700 of them, 
and my father converted a large number 
of them into wardrobes and even sold a 
few to O’Reilly at the Funeral Parlor as 
ready-made coffins and I learned how to 
tune them.  However, they were so 
damned big that I simply couldn’t get 
ahold of the thing properly.  I couldn’t 
abide being dominated by something so 
big.  Besides, it’s a male preoccupation, 
wanting to have a big instrument.  I 
preferred to have something that I could 
hold in both hands, and squeeze and 

cuddle from time to time.  At first I 
tried the cat, but it didn’t produce a big 
enough variety of sounds, except when I 
put my fingers around its neck and 
squeezed especially hard, and the I 
discovered the accordion, and haven’t 
looked back since.  Well, I say I haven’t 
looked back, but I have really.  I mean, I 
look back all the time, you know, like 
when you knock an old lady down in the 
street and you look back to see if she 
managed to get up again without 
assistance, or to see if anybody is 
following you.  I look back all the time.  
But as far as the accordionis concerned, 
I have never had cause for regret about 
taking it up, and playing it for my family 
is one of my great pleasures in life.  It 
will be enhanced even further when my 
family share this feeling. 
 
“So why did you take up composing 
music that doesn’t have any tunes, 
Pierre?” 

 
 

Pot Holing Adventure Holidays 
The Turismo of Porto is pleased to announce the following new 
adventure holidays that will take place this year, in the very heart of the 
city.  The city has teamed up with expert speleologists to run a series of 
conducted walks through the extensive pot-holes and labyrinthine holes 
and tunnels in the city.  On offer are: 
“Deep Cave excitement” 
“Find the Metro” competition 
“New pot-holes appearing all the time” 
 
To join in the fun, go along to your local turismo (if it hasn’t slipped into 
the metro) and take along your own torch. 
 
Porto 2001 – Culture in Breiner 
 
Two events supporting Porto 2001, and being sponsored by the Brutish Newt and Sanivex Lavatory 
Cleaner, will occur in Breiner during the next month. 
 
15th, at 13.30:  Telhinhos and Osmaro will be presenting a glove puppet rendering of the complete works 
of Camões in the toilet next to room 10. 
 
23rd, at 20.30:  Goretti, Sónia and Sandra (qv) will be performing ‘Os Maias’ in a specially adapted, 12 hour 
spectacle on ice (in the library).. (Note:  this is the first in a series of events that will attempt to remove the 
“bookish” image of the library, resulting of course in the final removal of all the books).  



Colonel Mustard’s Page 
 
 
Am I alone in thinking that the good old days are gone forever?  Am I the only one who 
remembers fondly those endless sunny afternoons sipping Orange Pekoe while enjoying 
the singular pleasure of freshly baked scones dripping with real butter and honey from 
the apiary in the meadow?  Am I unique in my nostalgia for a time when the fine things 
in life were writ large upon a man’s heart and where women and servants knew their 
places?  Was it really only last year that all this was true?  Am I the only one who 
remembers how good it used to be?  I think not. 
 
Only yesterday I was walking along the corridor on what is now called ‘the first floor’ 
(only last June it was still referred to as ‘Footway between Admin Block B and Teaching 
Block 15’ –and what was wrong with that, I ask you?) when I saw an information notice 
that had been pinned on the notice board with just three pins, one of which was 
yellow!  Like any decent, normal Englishman I was shocked to the core and rooted to 
the spot and immediately set out to find a measuring implement that measured in decent, 
God-fearing feet and inches, not the cowardly, weasly metric system so beloved of 
Johnny Wog and his henchmen.  Imagine my horror when I found that the lower margin 
was 1/16th of an inch shorter than the left margin; I doubt you can, but rest assured that 
in my life as a soldier where I have seen many a thing that would bleach the soul of a 
lesser man, there was little that had prepared me for this moment. 
 
It is impossible, therefore, to portray the extent of the horror that I was to receive only 
minutes later, when I discovered that in the Teachers’ Room (previously Tactical 
Operations Room) there was evidence of blu-tack having been in use.  Blu-tack, let me 
remind you, originated in what the namby-pambies now call the Czech republic and, as if 
I needed to tell you, was where Semtex was invented.  Now it doesn’t take a Field 
Marshall to work out that not only is Blu-tack clearly a dangerous substance to have 
around the place, but it is clearly connected with subversives, republican types and 
hippies. 
 
Now my point is that just a year ago we had these things sorted out; we knew what we 
were doing and we knew what was right and what was wrong and, by God, we could 
spot the enemy coming.  But now?  Well let me tell you I spoke to the new management 
about these issues.  Where, I demanded, are the orders that give exemption from the 
articles of Procedure 32 (White Drawing Pins) and Procedure 51 (Blu-Tack Warning)?  
Well, that put the blighters in a corner I can tell you, and they could produce no evidence 
whatsoever for their preposterous stand, but then they had the cheek to try to tell me 
that they could do what they wanted and carried on acting as if Frank wasn’t their King 
and liege-lord at all. 
 
Now it is time for action.  I know I am not alone in my quest to rid ourselves of these 
liberal quislings of the Dark Powers, and I now ask you to join me in a campaign, nay, a 
glorious crusade to rid ourselves of these puppets of Beelzebub and restore the rightful 
inheritance of our King and Lord.  Long live order!  Long live the clip-board!  Long live 
Procedures!  Contact me through the offices of this miserable organ.  Do this “For God, 
Frankie and England”. 
 
Marmaduke Mildew Mustard (Col) 



Auntie Denise in the 
Kitchen 

 
This week:  Lemon Meringue Pie 
 
You will need: 
 
A clapped out old Singer sewing machine 
A pair of hobnailed boots 
Some of Julie’s nail clippings 
A plastic bowl. 
 
It is important to make sure that the cat has 
been thoroughly soaked in gin before 
attempting to creosote it.  Don’t forget to 
burn off the edges of the hessian bags 
before stuffing into your guests mouths.  
Lose your temper frequently, and throw it 
all away, claiming that you’ll never make 
that again.  Finally, blame it all on Richie’s 
quiet and placid nature. 
 
 
 
 

Dr T’s IT corner 
 
People are often confused about the best 

technique for holding their mouse. In 

answer to this sensitive question this 

month’s BRUTISH CUT-OUT-AND-

KEEP-IT GUIDE is:  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Please Note:  This page is an Elvira-free zone 

 
 
 

EXCITING NEW 

COMPETITION 
 
For the next 103 issues, the Brutish Newt 
will be giving its readers a chance to take 
part in a grand competition, which will 
culminate in an all-expenses paid week in 
luxurious pensão ‘Rei do Lixo’ in downtown 
Gondomar.  All you have to do is to 
correctly identify the baby photographs 
printed in each issue, and matching them 

with their mature, earnest and hardworking 
adult self, currently working at the Brutish 
Council in Portugal. 
If you know who the BC employee 
above is, then let us know immediately 
by e-mailing us on:  newt@mail.teleweb.pt 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Mouse Handling – The Power User Way 
 
1. to help regulate the firmness of your grip think of your mouse as a body part – for 

example a very pert buttock or an unfeasibly large testicle and cup it accordingly 
2.  when called on to help, always ask before grabbing someone else’s  
3. never squeeze harder than you think would bring tears to the eyes 
4. avoid twisting or jerking your mouse – a firm, but steady hand is needed 
5. keep the mouse away from messy substances that might clog the ball  
6. DO NOT fear your mouse – love it and it will love you 



 
 

 
 

Hallowe’en 
Special 

The Mystery Of 
The Darkened 

Room 
 

It was a dark and stormy Friday afternoon 
when Chief Inspector Sheepton gathered us 
all into the drawing room, which had, 
specially for the occasion, been shrouded in 
white sheets. 
An awesome hush descended over the 
assembled rabble, until all that could be 
heard was an incessant, yet strangely tuneful 
chirping which we eventually realised was 
coming from Osmaro in the corner. 
Marucha burst in, looking somewhat 
bemused, but after scanning the room 
quickly she instantly guessed what was going 
on – she had walked into a room full of 
people listening to someone talking. 
“I have called you all together to read you 
this very important letter” rasped the 
inspector and with a dry cough he pulled 
out a sheet from which he read these 
chilling words … ’Having a nice time here 
in Penamacor…’ 
“Ah, wrong letter” he croaked, clutching at 
his throat and gasping for water. 
Then, as if by magic, the words of the letter 
appeared above his head where they began 
to dance on the wall. We were just able to 
make out ‘downsizing’, ‘yuppies’, ‘quality’ 
and other frightening terms before suddenly 
the room was plunged into darkness. By the 
time the lights had been located and it had 
been established whose duty it was to 
switch them on when Osmaro was no 
longer in the building the illusive inspector 
was nowhere to be found. 
A sighting was later confirmed at Lisbon 
airport, where a tall figure dressed in grey, 
was spotted boarding LOT flight BC P00 to 
Warsaw - the pottery and ecclesiastical 
capital of Europe. Whilst back at the BC 

library the disappearance has been reported 
of all the texts relating to ceramics and old 
English churches. 
The mystery deepens….. 
 

 
 

A Colleague Buys a 
Rail Ticket 

 
“Hello, I’d like to buy a reserved ticket 
to Lisbon, please” 
“Certainly.  When is it for?” 
“I want to travel to Lisbon on the 26th, 
and return on the 28th” 
“That’s fine.  And you name please?” 
“Ida.  Ida Dolci” 
“Er, well I’m sure the journey will be 
pleasant, but I thought you wanted to 
come back on the 28th.” 
“I do” 
“So why do you only want a one way 
ticket?” 
“I don’t.  I want a return ticket to go 
down on the 26th and return on the 
28th.” 
“Ah, so that’s one return ticket for the 
26th, returning on the 28th, Ms..?” 
“Ida Dolci.” 
“I see.  So now you only want a single 
ticket?  Can you please make up your 
mind?!” 
“Look, buster, I want a trip to Lisbon 
on the 26th, returning on the 28th, and 
my name is Ida.  It’s my name – Ida.  
Oh, and Dolci.” 
“Ah, now I understand.  You’re Irish” 
“I beg your pardon” 
“Your name is Edna O’Endolssy and 
you want a return ticket to Lisburn” 
 
 
……………..after two hours Ida decided 
that she didn’t want to go to Lisbon at all. 
 
 
 



St Brut’s school. 
Michlemoss term 

The deputy head boy 
reports to the Newt: 

 
Well term got off to a 

cracking start and everything’s going exactly 
to plan….…although I’m not yet sure 
whose plan it is.  
Most of the teachers are OK, of course 
they’re all dead old and wrinkly and 
sometimes they shout at me if they don’t 
like the way I’ve coloured in their timetable, 
but they’ve been awfully chummy and are 
keen not to tire me out. (opens eyes very wide) 
They even invite me to go out to the juice 
bar after class with them – although I can’t 
always go if I’ve got double PE. 
Some of them are really young and trendy, 
they dye their hair and wear pink lipstick 
which matches their shoes and they know 
all the words to the Beatles songs – which is 
really cool ‘cos they’re my most favourite 
band of all time - after Slade. (nods earnestly 
looking thoughtful) 

Sometimes Jimmy, that’s the head boy, and 
I go out for tuck together. He tells me lots 
of really fab jokes and sometimes my coke 
comes out of my nose I’m laughing so hard. 
He’s kind of my bestest friend too so I 
often go along to his room because he’s SO 
lucky he’s got a drinks-machine in there. 
(grimaces and nods again) 
My room’s quite nice – but I’d like to put 
up my Noddy Holder posters and I  can’t 
because the girls’ netball team in the room 
next door would laugh at me. They are all 
right (for girls) except they listen to girlie 
pop music all day and have a jolly nice time 
so sometimes I have to go in there just to 
show them who’s boss to make them do 
stuff all over again that was actually fine in 
the first place. I don’t stay in there very long 
because they talk about girlie stuff like 
football and horses and so I usually go back 
to my room and do some more colouring in 
or make VERY IMPORTANT phone calls 
with the door closed a bit so no one can 
hear I’m actually calling my mum. 

---------------------------------------------------- -------------------------------------------------
New videos available in the BC 
library this autumn 
Bernardo The Wonder Champion 
This retelling of the classic Roald Dahl tale 
of the little boy who grew up to be 
European Veterans Champion will have you 
rolling around in agony begging for no  
more. Spoken simultaneously in Portuguese, 
Italian, Spanish and English.  
Starring Jaques Tati 

 
Michael Gordon Collins 
A gritty, and at times harrowing, tale of the 
English rebel responsible for the little 
known ‘Champagne Uprising’ in the sleepy 
Midlands town of Banbury. Watch out for 
the brutal scene in which the hero is held 
captive by the local police until he finally 
succumbs to their brutal torture and signs 
their confession.  
Starring Chris O´Donnell 

 
The Railway Children 
Deeply moving story of a man who buys a 
house on a railway line and finds that all the 
local children throw unwanted kittens into 
his garden.  
Starring Ralph Fiennes 

The Prime Of Ms Jeanne Paula 
A slightly eccentric lady uses 
unconventional teaching techniques on her 
young charges. Particularly spellbinding is 
the scene where she lays hands on the class 
and they all pass FCE the next day  
Starring Dame Jeanne Dench 

 
Dog Day Afternoon 
A man trapped in an endless cycle of 
phrasal verbs and past participles feels as if 
each day is exactly the same as the 
preceding ones. Only to realise, one 
morning that he is, in fact, working as an 
EFL teacher.  
Starring Andy McDowell & an amusing N 
American – which rules out Joe P. 

Britanic 
Epic story of the language school they said 
could never sink – watch in horror as 
everyone from the wealthy TACOS class to 
the lowly SET class passengers realise they 
are going down and are left to scramble for 
their lives, jumping ship into the pitifully 
inadequate lifeboats (the Bristol and 
Lancaster) which offer them temporary 
shelter in the choppy North Atlantic waters. 
There won’t be a dry seat in the house. 
Starring Leonardo de Mendes and Katina Lopes



 
 
 
 

A DAY IN THE LIFE OF…..  

…PATRICK 
 
…………well of course I usually get up after I wake 
up and not before because this would be somewhat 
illogical not to say uncomfortable to do it the other 
way round don’t you agree I’m sure you do and have 
your own experiences and then I grab a bite of 
breakfast though usually and here I have to admit that it isn’t always my breakfast that I 
grab a bite of but anyone who happens to be in biting distance if you know what I mean 
and then it’s out into the big bad world where its all waiting to happen and buzzing and 
there is this really interesting internet connection that I really must show you when 
you’ve got time oh later then that’ll be fine just fine and I get to work and do all sorts of 
things I don’t know it’s all such a whirl at times and then its lunchtime and for those of 
you who really thought I didn’t have lunch well hah hah weren’t you wrong so that’s one 
up to me I think and anyway it’s something to do after punching the print key 23 times 
on the computer and waiting for the print run to stop of for lucy to phone lisbon and 
turn off the computer which is all so amusing and then of course its straight into the 
afternoons fun and games not to mention the evening when it all happens and we all 
hang out though I’m not sure if that’s suggestive but hey I woudn’t know if it was 
anyway would I but it all results in really meaningful work with my students in the 
classroom if you understand my meaning without distorting it in anyway and the day 
passes this way like this and then its time for bed again and with a bit of luck I dream of 
fidel castros speeches speeded up to twice the speed and all in black and white and well 
of course I usually get up after I wake up and not before because this would be 
somewhat illogical not to say uncomfortable to do it the other way round don’t you agree 
I’m sure you do and have your own experiences and then I grab a bite of breakfast 
though usually and here I have to admit that it isn’t always my breakfast that I grab a bite 
of but anyone who happens to be in biting distance if you know what I mean and then 
it’s out into the big bad world ……………….. 

HELSINKI – PAADVO TIMETABLE CHANGE 
 
Please note changes to the Helsinki-Paadvo Train Timetable for November 24th 2000 
     (Previous) 
HELSINKI  

05.03 
  

Sorvaak  
05.13 

Nysted   
05.43 

Rooptoor  
05.49 

Uortoursuiv  
06.15 

Ooeiuste  
06.19 

Bloorte-Hvorn  
06.42 

Paadvo (Eis)  
06.59 

 06.58 
PAADVO  

07.03 
 07.04 

 
We apologise to passengers for the delay, which is caused by engineering works. 



 

Nibbling In Breiner 
An excerpt from Fitch’s forthcoming book ‘Nibbling Round the Edges’ which tells 
the story of one intrepid idiot’s journey round the borders of Portugal by car.  
In this excerpt he travels from room 14 in the garden, to the front door in 
Breiner. 
 
Somehow I always knew that it would be 
difficult to get the car into room 14.  Don’t 
tell me how I knew, I just did.  The fact that 
one of the locals was on hand helped 
matters considerably, though it was also a 
little confusing at first. 
 
“Bit big, that is” said Mr Blacksmith to me. 
“No” I retorted wittily “the door’s is too 
small” 
“It’s the standard size” he quipped 
“Not for a Golf” I chatted breezily. 
 
After this there followed 25 minutes and 36 
seconds of silence.  I know that, because I 
counted it, not having anything else to do.  
Eventually we decided that the easiest way 
to solve the problem was to pretend that it 
didn’t exist at all.  This is a fairly typical way 
that the Portuguese deal with complex 
matters, like getting out of bed in the 
morning, or making toast, and before I 
knew it I was inside the car and inside the 
classroom at the same time.  Neat!  Of 
course, reversing out was a bit tricky, and I 
only hope that Mr Blacksmith gets out of 
hospital and back onto his feet as soon as 
possible. 
 
Driving across the lawn was trickier than I 
had anticipated.  A pair of raptors circled on 
the thermals above the lawn, waiting, I felt, 
for me to make a mistake.  Small antelope 
skitted into the undergrowth, and I sensed 
that perhaps it was me who was the odd one 
out in this environment.  My goal was the 
back door, by the boys toilets, but to 
achieve this I had to go along a track – there 
is no other word for it – that looked as if it 
was constructed of paving stones placed in 
such a way that no-one could ever use them 
properly, except perhaps an 8 year old 
pigmy of the Onlanta tribe in central 
Congo.  Then I realised – these were 
actually paving stones, and they had been 
placed there by a gang of 8 year old 
Onlantans. 

 
Once I got through the slalom of students, 
their bric-a-brac and discarded worksheets, I 
passed the food dispensing machine.  Ah! I 
hadn’t eaten for…ooh!…… minutes, so I 
decided to investigate the regional cuisine.  
It has to be said that the Portuguese have a 
way of serving M&Ms that no other nation 
has yet come anywhere near to.  The way 
that the packets are presented – their bright 
yellow and brown livery flashing in the late 
afternoon sunlight – is a delight to behold.  
If only, I thought, if only the two televisions 
above the food dispensing machines could 
be tuned to something other than Sporting 
versus Berlenga and ‘Big Brother’, then I 
would be in eaters paradise. 
 
I got up the stairs eventually.  At times I 
didn’t think I would as the bends were 
alarmingly precipitous, and at times I felt I 
was driving up a fairly soggy spiral noodle, 
but the car, hugging the ground dangerously 
closely, almost too intimately at times I felt 
(was I experiencing pangs of jealousy? I 
wondered, alarmed) but soon the top was in 
sight, and I only had to pass the library to 
reach the open space that Breiner held I 
store for me.  Actually I was completely 
wrong here, because I could no more pass 
the library than I could Penamacor six 
weeks later. 
 
To see what happened next, buy the next edition of 
the Brutish Newt, or buy the book. 
 
 

 



Party time 
 
How will the BC staff be disguising 
themselves this Halloween? The BN went 
into the closet to find out what party outfits 
will be parading the streets of Porto this 
Oct 31st: 
 
Rosie, in a dramatic shift from tradition will 
be wearing all black  
Amelia will appear, rather romantically, in a 
wee cage 
Gordon refused to comment, but it was 
noted that his moose suit has just come 
back from the dry cleaners 
Michelle F has ironed a clean PCP T-shirt in 
readiness 
Lucem and Luceb will fool everyone by 
swapping Sporting scarves 
Mark will come as Mario Rinvolucri which 
will scare the ****out of most teachers 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Ida’s party attire is a common but 
sometimes deadly insect called a 
“missQuito” 
Denise has been quoted as saying “dressing 
up is for children” – but that hardly explains 
why a Toys R Us lorry was recently spotted 
unloading a job lot of tutus and nurses’ 
outfits outside her flat…..keep your eyes 
peeled 
Vicky has thrown something together out of 
a pile of decaying animal skins she found 
lying around the house 
Fitch will be almost unrecognisable as a big, 
adorable pumpkin 
Emilia will be swathed in bandages from toe 
to toe in a Mummy costume she picked up 
at the 300$ shop 
Eduarda will look very nice because she 
always does 
Martyn will go with the tried-and-tested and 
come as a Toby-jug .(and will presumably 
refrain from making ill advised Dr-Spock-
ears jokes in the future) 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Neither this page nor the previous page 
mention Elvira 

Toninho and Rosa’s PIMPAS 
band proudly presents: 

The Snogsville Song Fest Album 

Songs to get down to 

Due to a sharp increase in local demand 

Saunas R Us 
Is soon to open a branch in Granja 

 
Great deals on birch twigs! 

Unbeatable deal on  

BC bags 
All colours, but mainly maroon 

Not available in any shop 
Carry anything anytime anywhere 
Be the envy of all your colleagues 

To order yours 

Numerous unwanted back issues of H: and G: 

available from unwitting reader who thought she was 

subscribing to the on-line version of Home and 

Gardens magazine 

Contact j.sousa@britcounpt.org 



GRAND COMPETITION 
 

‘SORT THE STUFF’ IN THE NEW LIBRARY 

 
Whoops!  I mean in the 
‘Knowledge and Learning 
Centre’. 
 

Look at the stuff below 

which needs to be 

placed in the new area 

allocated for the BC 

library in Breiner.  

Where do you think 

these items will go 

best?  (All stuff is to 

scale) 
 
Lauren’s rabbits 
 
 
                   Rita’s stuff 
 
 
 
Goretti’s 
boudoir 
 
Paulina’s envelopes 

James’ Golden Orb Awards  
 
Mark’s teddy                                    Some books 

 
                                                        Some students 
                                                       
                                                    
 
                                                        Lots of computers 
 
Benilde’s overtime 
 
 
 
 
                                                Telinhos’s spare moustache 
 
 



 

 

BRUTISH NEWT 

 

A CHRISTMAS FANTASY 
 
It was Christmas time, and barely suppressed 
excitement, feverish activity and stifled giggles 
filled the Teachers’ Room.  Soon, Uncle James 
would come to lead the stimulated staff down 
the corridor to his study, where a great log fire 
was bound to be burning in the grate and there, 
under the tall, gracefully bedecked tree would 
surely be a plethora of exciting and mysterious 
wrapped shapes, each bearing the name of a 
member of staff. 
 
In the meantime, the staff room was a frantic 
whirl of activity as the incumbents prepared for 
the great feast ahead of them – Telinhos was 
checking the strings of fairy lights, nobly assisted 
by Osmaro, who checked each of the little bulbs 
individually by hitting them with a hammer, and 
Goretti was busily cataloguing the Christmas 
cards into the Dewey system; Marucha was 
stuffing a giant turkey with a shredded copy of a 
Microsoft Users manual and a tail-less computer 
mouse, while Emília was peeling potatoes with 
the paper guillotine and Eduarda was pealing the 
bells that were hanging in the sudden and 
surprising appearance of a campanile made 
entirely of the card board tubes from toilet rolls.  
Julie, meanwhile, was trying to dislodge a fruit 
and blancmange trifle that Patrick had 
mischievously flicked into the vent of the air-
conditioning unit. Amélia helpfully carried 
around a giant album of photographs, while Ida 
and Denise were cutting up Headway 
Intermediate Course books to make gaily 
coloured paper chains that could also double up 
as pair and group work activities.  At the far end 
of the room, all three Joes were taking it in turns 
to stir the giant bowl full of Christmas pudding 
mixture and, each unbeknownst to the other, 
were each pouring in liberal quantities of brandy 
when no-one was looking. Lucem completely 
misunderstood the season that was being 
celebrated, and was busily preparing an Easter 
Egg hunt for her colleagues in the snow filled 
garden, an activity which confused a local Robin, 
especially when it decided to nest a clutch.  Back 
in the staffroom, Vicky was assisting the festive 
preparations by playing a welcome medley of 
traditional Christmas songs and carols on her 
accordion, assisted by Jeanne who joined in 
singing under the mistaken belief that Vicky was 

playing a medley from the Sound of Music.  
Mark and Fitch, on the other hand, were 
engrossed in an animated conversation about the 
migratory habits of the Greater Crested Grebe, 
and did little to assist.  As usual.  A sonorous 
drone could be traced to the corner, where 
Martyn, the bottle slipping from his fingers, was 
gently drifting into the land of nod, a place 
where all  verbs are regular and all students are 
keen and attentive. 
 
Suddenly the door swung open, and cousin 
Michael excitedly popped his head round the 
door, shaking the remaining snow flakes off his 
ears as he did so. 
 
“Happy Christmas” he said looking around with 
a nervous smile, nodding his head “Uncle James 
is ready for us” he added, suddenly looking very 
serious indeed. 
 
The happy band trooped off down the corridor, 
Arminda hopping and skipping at the front, and 
Lauren, Elvira and Cecília giggling excitedly at 
the back as Osmaro playfully tapped Ferreira 
over the head with the hammer, something that 
Ferreira hardly seemed to notice. 
 
Uncle James was standing by his study door with 
a broad, expansive beam on his friendly 
countenance, his pipe held in his left hand, while 
his right hand brushed off tobacco ash from the 
sleeve of his leather-patched tweed jacket. 
 
“Welcome,” his deep, mellifluous voice warmed 
them “and Merry Christmas” 
With much ado about everything, brightly 
coloured paper and gay ribbons flew in the air as 
tiny, excited fingers scrabbled at the packaging 
and soon, in the twinkling of an eye in fact, all 
the bounty of Christmas was laid out on the 
floor, surrounded by the squeals of delight of 
the company.  Uncle James sat in a big leather 
armchair by the side of the crackling fire puffing 
on his pipe, and a look of sublime contentment 
spreading over his face.  Meanwhile cousin 
Michael darted about the room nervously, 
checking that everyone had got what they 
wanted, and that no-one had been left out. 
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A look of amazement spread one by one across 
the assembled company, and Uncle James 
sucked deeper on his pipe full of old shag (but 
he liked it that way).  Disbelief slowly changed to 
delight, and this in turn to eurphoric shouts of 
joy.  In each of the hands of the staff lay what 
they had only ever dreamt of before:  a pay 
award of 50%, back dated for 110 years.  And 
there was the cheque in each of their sweaty 
palms. 
 
In what concerns the end of this historia of 
Christmas, suddently I was awake and it was 
time for school.  It had only been a dream. 

 

 
Some old shags – Uncle James’ preference 
 

LETTER TO THE EDITOR 
 
Snodgrass -  
 
I would like to complain most vociferously. 
In the past, I have been most satisfied with 
the links to this so-called 'Brutish Newt' of 
yours. On entering the required address I 
would then be led to a most entertaining 
page, with articles such as 'Web page 
unavailable' keeping me enthralled. Rather 
as in a soap opera, the characters are 
addictive - particularly the evil 'intransient 
conditions' and his sidekick 'URL mis-
spelled'.  
 
Now however, those meddling kids in your 
office have updated this link and now all I 
manage to get is some kind of 'modern' 
offering with no mention whatsoever of 
Elvira. I trust you can put this right 
immediately. I want to know what happens 
next to my beloved 'intransient'.  
                                   Roberto Turncoat 
                                   (aka A well wisher. ) 
                                   Moscow 
 

‘Who’s That Baby?’  
Competition Number 2 
 
Once again the Newt invites readers to 
speculate on the member of staff pictured 
below in all their youth (alas now long 
gone). 
 
Only entries sent in by e-mail will be 

accepted.  Send to newt@mail.teleweb.pt 
 
(Winner of competition no 1 and a holiday 
in Gondomar was Goreti, who guessed that 
the picture was of Fitch) 
 
WIN A WEEK IN RIO TINTO.  GUESS 
WHO THIS BABY IS. 
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The Deputy Head Boy’s 

End of Term Report 
 
Wow - it’s nearly Christmas. Today I was 
sooooo excited I had double helpings of 
lunch and then I had to run up the stairs 
three at a time.  
It seems the term has been a runaway 
success and this is, of course, all down to 
the hard work of the teachers who battle on 
so bravely despite being paid so little and 
being driven so hard by the over-zealous 
netball team. If it were up to me we would 
all work a two-day week and go on cycling 
trips and scrummy picnics the rest of the 
time, but it isn’t so we’ll just have to buckle 
down…although the cycling trips are still on 
if anyone is interested.  
Despite making unreasonable demands on 
the first-years, like saying they have to learn 
to type in Braille in two days, produce at 
least three major works of literature by 
Christmas and discover two planetary 
systems per term and tell everyone about 
them via email, the girls’ netball team aren’t 
quite as dragonish as I first feared. In fact, 
sometimes they let me join them for lunch 
and I tell them all Jimmy’s old jokes – which 
they seem to like and then sometimes they do 
what I tell them to…unless it’s not really 
what they wanted to do. 
The best thing that happened this term is 
that we got a new uniform – instead of 
dreary grey suits we sixth formers are now 

allowed to wear black leather jackets. Mine 
is really neat, but not as cool as Jimmy’s 
because his is made from real Russian 
peasants & mine is synthetic Bulgarian 
migrants. Mark, who shouldn’t actually have 
one at all because he’s not even a prefect, 
has one made of purest top quality 
Taiwanese nylon-worms. Bev’s is believed 
to have been a close relative of Red Rum 
and Lucem, who’s missed the point as usual, 
is trying to produce her own leather from a 
range of plastic creatures she’s rearing on 
the top of her computer – so far she claims 
to have enough material for a child’s jerkin. 
Sometimes it’s so cold I have to keep my 
NEW jacket on even in class. Other people 
don’t seem to mind the freezing climate 
here – but I’m a sensitive type so I have the 
heating on full blast in my room in the hope 
that when attractive young women come in 
they will end up taking all their clothes off 
because it’s so unbearably hot. So far this 
has only worked with Rita. 
 
AND I WOULD LIKE TO POINT OUT 
THAT I HAVEN’T CALLED MY MUM 
ONCE THIS TERM – EVEN THOUGH 
SOME NOSY PEOPLE THINK THAT’S 
WHAT I’M DOING WHEN I’M IN MY 
ROOM WITH THE DOOR CLOSED. 
WHEN, IN FACT, I’M READING UP 
ON CURRENT TRENDS IN APPLIED 
LINGUISTICS TO IMPRESS PHD 
STUDENTS IN BRAGA …SO THERE!! 
 

 
Which of the following outrageous comments did Jimmy “the gob” Shipton NOT 

make this term: 
 
� No one wants to get off with Northerners – let alone have sex with them 
� The worksheet can be as wanky as you want as long as they’ve got one 
� I don’t know about you guys, but I don’t see many chickens in the course of a normal working day 
� That was the time I bit my boss’s wife’s finger 
� I don’t fool around with women’s breasts 
� Is that mohican black?  No, it’s aubergine, actually 
� I only idolised blokes when I was young 
� Ooo aaaahhhh! It’s scintillating  
� Before I got this job I never used to do funny things with animals 
� Have the meal on Saturday then, and sod the lot of you! 
� So Lucy, still churning out the drivel? 
� My fantasy has always been to learn to Tango 
� I’m a specialist in Mexican boy bands 
� She eats me under the table every time.
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Make a child deliriously happy this Christmas with a specially chosen 
hand-crafted BC toy. In stock this festive season you will find: 
 
Trippy Hippy Vicky Doll 
Dress her in all the grooviest 60 s and 70s 
fashions and sing along as she plays Bob 
Dylan’s hits on the accordion 
*Tassels not included 
 
Mr Potato Chip Head 
This fun-sized figure comes with fully 
detachable moustache and is compatible 
with most pre-war PCs  
*Will NOT run with Windows 95, 98 or 2000  
 
Barbeti 
No longer a blond bimbo, this 21st century 
Barbeti doll now comes in a set with the 
complete works of James Joyce  
*Free with each Barbeti a book on English 
ceramics 
 
 
 
The Dinosaur collection 
This special presentation eco-friendly pack 
of old wrinklies will keep children happy 

and quiet for hours. Made entirely from 
recycled household products. 
*Not suitable for diabetics. 
 
Fluffy–rotating-bunny 
The perfect toy for psychotic children – this 
anatomically correct toy can be dissected 
into zillions of tiny pieces and spun round 
until its head flies off 
*Keep rabbits away from Lauren 
 
Happy Patty Talker  
This wind-up talking toy is ideal for 
language development in young children 
and the hard of hearing. Simply start up the 
toy and it will articulate a selection of simple 
English phrases loudly and clearly. 
*Off switch not included 
 
The Screaming Bendy Toys 
Four non-gender specific figures who play, 
sing, dance and enjoy each others’ company 
in a very healthy way. Ideal for enquiring 
young minds. At present only available from 
outlets in Foz 
*Helping of curry not included

 

 

Strategy 2005 – the changes 
In line with the new ‘youthful’ image of the BC drastic measures will have to be 

taken. 
 

The first of these involves the change from the antiquated system of senior teachers 
to the more youth - friendly SPICE teachers. In Porto these will be: 
Gucci Spice – the style conscious one who dresses in the latest designer outfits with 
all the accessories and has a weakness for hunky footballers. Excellent at pouting. 
Footy Spice – the sporty one with a passion for balls who has a jaunty tattoo in an 
undisclosed location. Also the only one with any real singing talent. 
Horsy Spice – the blond flashy one who plays dumb but is really the mastermind of 
the group. Looks very cute in pig-tales. 
Nerdy Spice – the ginger one who is unnaturally fond of animals and computers 
 
Anyone wishing to join the group is advised they must show evidence of the 
following:  
� ability to sing and dance to the BC tune 
� willingness to perform for long hours 
� fondness for travel – may be required to tour far-flung locations on Saturday 

mornings 
� attraction to teenagers 
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How to tell if you are really British: 
 

This, as we all know, is the BRITISH Council – but how British is it???? 
Try this little ‘How British Am I?’ test to see if you are really a European or worse still a 

Colonial masquerading as a Brit? 
 
1. Is cricket: 
a) The most boring game invented since Gordon’s classic Great Grammar Compendium  
b) One of the key characters in Walt Disney’s classic ‘Bambi’s Bonk Fest’  
c) Martyn’s favourite warmer? 
 
2. Should beer be served: 
a) Warm, frothy & followed by 14 others and then chips with curry source 
b) By someone very cheery with a name tag called Jeanne 
c) In very small sips once a year on Nov 8th to be followed by a hideous 4-day hangover 
 
3. Blue Peter is: 
a) A porn channel for sailors 
b) The nautical flag meaning ‘Mine’s a vegetarian rissole!’ 
c) Where all your childhood Christmas present ideas were born? 
 
4. People living in Tunbridge Wells: 
a) Tend to live on collective farms and, like Joe M, are avid readers of the Socialist Worker  
b) Vent their anger by writing stiff letters to the Times 
c)  Voted for Buchanan by mistake  
 
5. The best way to keep a house warm is: 
a) Setting fire to your study to keep the flames of passion alive 
b) Smearing your marble tiles with goose fat 
c) Wall to wall shag pile from Homebase, floor to ceiling Laura Ashley floral print and knick-

knacks from the WI bazaar 
 
6 Finally what colour is your passport? 
If it is dark blue and bears the image of an eagle you are not in the least bit British – and may be 
asked to leave the country immediately –  not passing go – and most definitely not collecting 
£200 
 
If none of the above makes sense – you are not truly British. Sadly there is no cure, doctors tend 
to recommend an intravenous course of Viz and Captain Pugwash videos.  
 

Christmas Training Programme 
 
Has Your Tree Got Balls?  Tough, no-
nonsense Xmas activities for rowdy teens.  
Lauren 
 
Tinsel Town  Life in Valongo is not as 
glamorous as the media would have us believe.  
A woeful picture of neglect and abuse behind 
the glitter, especially at Christmas.  Emília 
 

The Fairy In Me  How to get out and about at 
Christmas, and translate this into meaningful, 
sharing classroom activities.    Joe P 
 
Have You Seen The Rain, Dear? A festival of 
festive season common homophones and 
homonyms   Neve Bewman 
 
Festive Cheer  A handbook of wine and 
liqueurs for use in the classroom during the 
festive season.  *Special Offer Case of 
Drambuie and ‘The Third Conditional’ checklist 
plus free red-nose       Telinhos 
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The Twelve Days of Christmas 
 
On the first day of Christmas 
Arminda sent to me 
A register from registry. 
 
On the second day of Christmas, 
Rosinda sent to me 
Two rubber gloves1 
And a register from registry 
 
On the third day of Christmas 
Lucinda sent to me 
Three red pens2 
Two rubber gloves 
And a register from registry 
 
On the fourth day of Christmas 
Mike Gordon sent to me 
Four dolly birds 
Three red pens 
Two rubber gloves 
And a register from registry 
 
On the fifth day of Christmas 
Fereira sent to me 
FIVE WRONG THINGS 
Four dolly birds 
Three red pens 
Two rubber gloves 
And a register from registry 
 
On the sixth day of Christmas 
Beverly sent to me 
Six ponies prancing 
FIVE WRONG THINGS 
Four dolly birds 
Three red pens 
Two rubber gloves 
And a register from registry 
 
On the seventh day of Christmas 
Oh Mark did send to me 
Seven Rinvolucris 
Six ponies prancing 
FIVE WRONG THINGS 
Four dolly birds 
Three red pens 
Two rubber gloves 
And a register from registry 
 
On the eighth day of Christmas 
Marucha sent to me 
Eight biscuits (raisin) 
Seven Rinvolucris 
Six ponies prancing 
FIVE WRONG THINGS 
Four dolly birds 
Three red pens 
Two rubber gloves 
And a register from registry 
 

                                                 
1Black 
2I prefered ‘M & M’s’ , but the rhythm is all 
wrong for this line - Ed 

On the ninth day of Christmas 
O’Connell sent to me 
Nine drummed up lessons 
Eight biscuits (raisin) 
Seven Rinvolucris 
Six ponies prancing 
FIVE WRONG THINGS 
Four dolly birds 
Three red pens 
Two rubber gloves 
And a register from registry 
 
 
On the tenth day of Christmas 
James Shipton sent to me 
Ten pipers piping ( Amazing Grace ... ) 
Nine drummed up lessons 
Eight biscuits (raisin) 
Seven Rinvolucris 
Six ponies prancing 
FIVE WRONG THINGS 
Four dolly birds 
Three red pens 
Two rubber gloves 
And a register from registry 
 
 
On the eleventh day of Christmas 
Mike Gordon sent to me 
Eleven ladies leaping (for a chance) 
Ten pipers piping (Amazing Grace ...) 
Nine drummed up lessons 
Eight biscuits (raisin) 
Seven Rinvolucris 
Six ponies prancing 
FIVE WRONG THINGS 
Four dolly birds 
Three red pens 
Two rubber gloves 
And a register from registry 
 
 
On the twelfth day of Christmas 
Goreti sent to me 
Twelve hearts a-beating3 
Eleven ladies leaping (for a chance) 
Ten pipers piping (Amazing grace) 
Nine drummed up lessons 
Eight biscuits (raisin) 
Seven Rinvolucris 
Six ponies prancing 
FIVE WRONG THINGS 
Four dolly birds 
Three red pens 
Two rubber gloves 
And a register from registry 
 
 
To be sung to the tune of ‘Yellow Submarine’ by Gustaf 
Mahler 

                                                 
3I just can’ t be newtish to Goreti ... – Mk 
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Press Release - A Sort 
of Session Thingsy by Fick 
and March.  Or was that 
Mitch and Fart, or Flinch 
and Bart, or Brunch and 
Tart, or Flitch and Cart, 
or ... ?? 
 
Mark’s worries about this session began 
when Fitch failed to turn up for the Lisbon 
session.  If Fitch was going to shit himself 
about a mere trip to Lisbon, how would he 
be performing in front of people he might 
actually know?  His worst fears were 
confirmed on the day of the Porto session, 
when Fitch turned up late, wearing a 
magnetic wristband, and with the whisky 
smell on his breath.  “My God!” thought 
Mark.  “Even his magnetic personality has 
gone.  He’s relying on ... on ... science!”  
Fitch, however, looked innocent, and 
claimed the alcohol on his breath was 
ethanol from his dentist, who had the 
previous day removed 71 of his teeth and 
filled 645 more.  He then went off 
nonchalantly towards the basement, ‘For a 
quick cup of something to fortify my 
nerves’, leaving Mark muttering darkly 
about whisky breath and dentists.  
 
Mark was then seen to run frantically up 
and down the stairs to the computer room 
several times, carrying multiple copies of 
news articles, more copies of more news 
articles, an overhead projector, 38 chairs 
(to add to the two that Osmaro had 
already put into the room the night before), 
and finally Emília, who had managed to 
get up the stairs with a broken toe, but 
couldn’t get down again. 
 
Five minutes before the talk began, Mark 
began to worry about where Fitch had 
gone to, and went to the basement in 
search of his companion, where he found 
him, nerve finally gone, mewling like a 
two-day-old puppy, sucking hopefully on 
an empty bottle of Ritchie’s, and clutching 
desperately to the M&M vending machine.  
Once separated from these, however, like 
the good Irishman he is, Fitch quickly 
revived, and was upstairs just in time to 
meet the hoards of fans as they swept in 
the main door and past Mark to greet him, 
leaving Mark looking more and more 
dejected, as he tried in vain to let 

someone (anyone) know that he was 
giving this session as well.  He finally told 
Paulina and Goreti, as they were the only 
ones who would listen, but it didn’t seem 
to make him feel any better. 
 
Actually getting 40 people into the 
computer room is a feat of spacial 
creativity for which Fitch and Mark will be 
remembered for a long time.  It left Fitch 
and Mark with a floor space of 
approximately 1.5mx75cm to share, which 
was fine, except that Mark, who is known 
for his exaggerated gestures, kept 
slapping Fitch across the right cheek, and 
when Fitch wanted to use the OHP, Mark 
found himself doing an impromptu 
shadow-puppet of a swan, which 
impressed no-one except himself, but 
caused Lucy Mardel, who had popped her 
head round the door in her role of M&M 
supplier to Fitch, to snort with laughter.  
Mark then magically disappeared from 
view, and was not to be seen for the rest 
of the session, though one sharp-eyed 
participant spotted him sitting under the 
table in the full lotus position, staring 
fixedly at a pretty ankle with a silver chain, 
and repeating ‘OM’ in a low voice.  Mark 
has since been seen giving Paddington-
like stares at Ida’s ankles whenever she 
wears a skirt.  Ida vigorously denies ever 
having been at the session, though she is 
vigorously4 less categorical about her use 
of ankle chains.   
 
The rest of the session went smoothly, 
and some participants even shook Mark’s 
hand before brushing him aside to get to 
Fitch and vie with the others in showering 
him with kisses, and offering him dinner, 
other favours, and free subscriptions to 
obscure Portuguese publications.  Overall 
a successful talk. 
 
1The use of ‘vigorously’ in sentences referring to Ida 
are a good example of redundancy in language - EFL 
Editor 

                                                 
 



 

Write to us with your contributions or comments to 

newt@mail.teleweb.pt 
Visit our Web Site – now with more than just back issues – on 

www.brutishnewt.homestead.com 
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A Day in 
the Life of 

Lucy 
Bravo 
 
 
Getting up in 
the morning 
isn’t usually a 
problem as I’ve 
nearly always 
spent the entire 
previous night 

on a chat-line with some mates in Brazil, so I 
never usually get to bed anyway.  I’ve found that 
I can cat-nap enough during the day to catch up 
on any lost sleep, and luckily in my job there are 
many opportunities, like meetings, for doing 
this. 
 
 
Some people think that I’m a little fussy when it 
comes to food, but that really isn’t true.  Take 
breakfast.  I usually have cornflakes (hand-made 
by my mother, I have to admit, no-one does it 
better) and as long as the milk is at exactly 8ºC 
and poured from the jug with the left hand, then 
that’s fine with me.  Likewise the toast – as long 
as the bread comes from the little padaria on the 
corner and was actually cooked by Sr Dias 
himself in the second bake batch between 5 and 
5.30 a.m. then I’m happy.  I must admit that I’m 
a little fussy about the butter I have on my toast, 
as I insist that it is the produce of either Daisy or 
Ermintrude (I really don’t mind which, I’m that 
unfussy) who live on the Simpson Farm 30 miles 
south of Harare in Zim, and this can be difficult 
to get at our local Pingo Doce on Rua Barão do 
Corvo, especially on a weekend. 
 
 
Once I get to work I usually go and have a chat 
with Rita first thing, to catch up with all the 
gossip and scandal.  What that woman gets up to 
every evening!  I can hardly believe the tales she 
tells me  Some of things she gets up to are 
beyond my pretty fertile imagination – I never 
knew some of the things could be done by 
people who weren’t double-jointed! – what a 
wild woman she is!  Then I usually catch up on 
my e-mails, but Figo still hasn’t written back, so 
there are going to be some harsh words the next 
time I see him on the pitch, I can tell you!  I 
have to go into a sulk at this point, and a cup of 

coffee helps with this important ritual.  After 
this I always hope that Michael will call a 
meeting so that I can get my head down for a 
bit, but if he doesn’t then I will shuffle some 
papers for a while and go and annoy the 
teachers, especially those who appear to be 
working.  (I have nothing to do with those, like  
Mark and Fitch, who just chat the day away, and 
are clearly underemployed). 
 
Sometimes I have my lunch alone, and 
sometimes I’m simply by myself.  I often choose 
a piece of fried hake as a fairly light lunch, as 
long as I can be assured that it was caught at a 
depth of no more than 80 metres of water, and 
was cooked at 182ºC in a 70:30 mix of sunflower 
to soya oils. 
  
 
The afternoon is much like the morning, except 
that instead of being entertained by Rita’s tales 
of misbegotten mediocrity, I often choose to 
think about the class I will be teaching later.  I 
like to get into the classroom – it gives me a 
sense of purpose, and power, and lets me get 
away from the frenetic pace of work in the 
Senior Teachers’ room.  It wears me out having 
to watch Bev rushing around like a headless 
chicken or horse, while the rest of us are trying 
to catch 40 winks.  39 would do.  In the 
classroom I can relax and, with luck, catch up on 
a bit of sleep while the students do some 
meaningless grammar exercise, which they have 
to mark themselves.  I really have to save myself 
for the evening. 
 
 
On a good evening it’s football.  Of course, it’s 
nothing like watching Man U play, but there are 
one, perhaps two half-way decent teams in 
Portugal acting as substitutes to the real team in 
the north of England.  When I go to a match I 
don’t necessarily know or care which teams are 
playing, as long as they’ve got long, dark, curly 
hair and sexy legs.  I’ve recently taken up playing 
the trumpet at matches. You might have heard 
me on TV.  If so, I promise I’ll learn something 
other than the ‘Grand March’ from Aida in the 
future. When I’m not blowing my own trumpet, 
I’m yelling with the best of them.  Hey, that’s 
wrong – I am the best of them!! – and I offer the 
ref all sorts of useful advice. 
 
 
Then it’s back home to log on to the internet 
and those Brazilian chums on the chat-line.  So, 
as you see, the life of a senior Teacher is even 
tougher than you had expected it to be. 
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AMAZING SECURITY COCK-UP 
 
Readers may be aware that recently the 
Civil Defence Authorities, Fire Brigade 
and the paratroop regiment had to be 
called to Breiner to deal with a 
‘potentially hazardous substance’.  Staff 
will also be aware that the emergency 
services responded to this crisis, at the 
behest of officials of the British Government 
and a personal appeal by USA Deputy 
President, Tony Blair, within five working 
days.  When asked why the services had 
responded only after five days, a spokesman 
for Protecção Civil said 
 
“Because it was an emergency.  Normally 
we’d wait until February before we even 
answered the phone.” 
 
What staff may not be aware of was the real 
cause of the alarm.  The regular post to the 
Brutish Newt offices was delivered rather 
later than usual, and was, as result, handed 
first to Michelle who happened to be passing 
in the hall, while Paulina was off on her 
regular latex glove fitting session in Supresa.  
Michelle, not knowing what to do, passed it 
on directly to newcomer, Senior Teacher 
(Notice Boards and White Drawing Pins) 
Richard, instead of going through the 
normal channels, which would have involved 
it being  dumped on the floor before being 
trampled over by Costa and Ferreira in size 
11s, opened the mail, thinking it was a 
personal fan mail.  Clouds of white dust 
billowed from the first envelope opened.  
Many readers will know that Michelle has 
been treating her problem of Athlete’s Foot 
with a white powder for some months now, 
and it is supposed that her fungicidal Foot 
Powder somehow found its way into the 
mail, and when Senior Teacher (NBWDP) 
Richard opened what turned out to be a 

letter from Ms L. Tina Draughts, begging for 
cash handout in lieu of salary, he found 
himself covered in a mysterious white 
powder. 
 
He was taken immediately to the emergency 
department of the local vetinary surgeon’s, 
who in turn rang the fire brigade.  The 
bombeiros arrived almost immediately, within 
sixteen hours, in fact, and sprayed Senior 
Teacher (NBWDP) with high pressure hoses 
for an hour.  Richard voluntarily returned 
the following day, requesting more of the 
same treatment, but asked if this time he 
could bring his rubber duck to keep him 
company. 
 
Members of the parachute regiment, who 
arrived in the garden a mere six days after 
the event, checked the building thoroughly, 
and found, rather disturbingly, quite a lot of 
white powder wrapped in small packets, 
along with a small collection of razor blades 
and short straws lengths, in the drawers of 
Senior Teacher (FHDYCTAJ).  Police said 
that they would be looking into the STs 
drawers in the near future. 
 
Michelle has since been taken away by the 
public health authorities and, according to a 
spokesperson ‘dealt with in the usual way’.  
(Flowers to J. Azigo, Undertakers, please) 
 

 An envelope similar to the 
offending article 



A DAY IN THE LIFE OF HOWARD
 
Honestly, the things that fellow makes me 
do!  Just because HE decided to live out of 
the city, in Espinho no less, WE have to get 
up at unearthly hours from time to time just 
so HE can get to work on time.  In his 
usual haste, it is ME who gets shoved into 
an uncomfortable bag, stuffed in with his 
Spanish poetry books, soggy hankies and 
half used packets of Imodium. A bag which 
gets dumped unceremoniously, I may say, 
on the floor if the train is crowded while 
HE goes and chats up girls who were daft 
enough to be travelling on the same train as 
him, and reading poetry – Spanish or not. 
      Once we get to work, I usually get 
forgotten about, again, while he farts around 
on the Internet for an hour or two, and 
eventually we get to class when, at last I’ve 
got something useful to do.  It’s hardly a 
secret these days that I’m the star of the 
show in room 12, and, as a matter of fact, I 
can hardly imagine what would go on if I 
weren’t there.  Well, of course, not all of us 
can be amazingly talented teachers, you 
can’t blame him, but I really think that HE 
was lucky to get me to go along and help 
him out.  Now, let’s be honest here.  I do 
the work, and HE occasionally helps.  
Mostly he gets in the way. 
      Mind you that isn’t to say that I don’t 
get taken advantage of.  HE has a nasty 
habit of shoving me into people’s faces, 
especially if HE thinks they are in need of a 
bit of comfort and sympathy, though why 
he thinks that shoving me in their faces will 
do any good, God only knows.  Then the 
students get a bit carried away with their 
enthusiasm for me, or I should say, they 
carry me away.  Only the other day they 
strung me up by my arms so that I was 
hanging from the whiteboard.  I imagine 
they did it all in jest.  I hope.  Unless, of 
course,  HE put them up to it. 
      Then we go home again, usually by 
train, and once again I travel with all the 
clutter.  I can’t say that life is all that I would 
desire.  I work hard and seem to get very 
little reward for it.  It’s a wonder, my 
mother says, that I manage to appear as 
cheerful as I do.  Stoicism, that’s the key.  
And plotting the day when I will get my 
own back.  Then HE’ll know who’s the 
boss! 

 

 
 
COMING SOON 
 
DAY OF PROTEST AND ACTION 

Mark’s Tummy Speaks Out 
 

Curious sounds and 
sudden stomach 
clutching debated. Join 
the peace rally in aid of 
alimentary justice for all 

 
 
 
NEW PUBLICATIONS 
A Divided Country (Undercover Books) 
Backstabbing for Beginners (Handbook 
Publications.  Ed. I. M. Wilde) 
The Favourite (R.U. More) 
 

FORTHCOMING WORKSHOPS 
Resolving Internal Conflict  (Nov 20-26 
(incl), Dec 3-15 (incl)  2002 (all).  Please note 
these sessions comprise ONE workshop split into 457 parts. 

Tea and Sympathy (Nov 25) 
Effective Whinging (Advanced level) 
(Dec 25th) 

 
NEW VIDEOS (Available in Library) 
• The Colour Pinky-Lilac 

• A Bodge Too Far 

• The Godmother VI 

• Gunfight at BC Corral 

• Sax, Flies and Audiotape 

• Mississippi Singeing 



NEW RULES 
 
It has been a year or two since new 
Procedures reared their ugly heads, but 
devotees of S & M will be delighted to learn 
that new Procedures are being formulated 
even as we go to press.  Recently 
intercepted on the electronic mail system 
within the Brutish Conchshell are following 
gems from management: 

• Noticeboards.  Staff should realise that 
noticeboards are of two types: Officious 
and Studenty.  It is a sackable offence 
to put Officious notices (e.g. ‘tuition 
fees going up’) onto Studenty 
noticeboards, and equally unacceptable 
to put Studenty notices (e.g. ‘In what 
concerns my summer’s vacations ..’) on 
the Officious noticeboard. 

• Staff should be aware that the following 
fixing appliances only should be used 
when fixing notices to the correct 
noticeboards:  drawing pins (no thumb 
tacks), which are white (polar; colour 
coded WH3265C); these should be 
between 2.3 and 3.1 mm in width and 
weigh not more than 15.7 mgs.  
Unfortunately the drawing pins 
supplied by the BC weigh 15.9 mgs, and 
so cannot be used.  Supply your own. 

• Fire practice drill will occur at totally 
random and unexpected times so as to 
simulate as practically as possible the 
real event.  These random events will 
occur at 11.38 a.m. every Saturday. 

• Management are concerned that the 
lockers in the teachers room are 
becoming non-uniform in aspect.  
From November 15th, all lockers should 
look the same from the outside, i.e. the 
name ‘John’ (regardless of the name of 
the user) should be affixed in letters 2.5 
cms high and 1.5 cms wide centrally in 
the allocated space for names, and all  
keys should be placed in the lockers at 
all times, vertically aligned and with a 10 
sq cm leatherette key-fob, BC design 
approved (choice of two colours).  For 
the moment, locker content is at the 
discretion of the locker use, but staff 
should be warned that senior 
management in London is seriously 
concerned about this, seeing it as a 
weak link in their campaign for 

uniformity – or Strategic Objectives – 
and this may change at short notice and 
locker content may be standardised. 

• From mid November (i.e. midday on 
November 15th) all staff should greet 
the Director with a slight dipping of the 
head, index finger touching the upper 
forehead, with the following salutation: 
‘Zur’.  For Americans and other 
colonials who may be unable to render 
the exact West Country yokel accent 
required, the salutation ‘My Laird’ will 
suffice until they have attended 
elecution classes on Yokel-speak.  This 
course will be run by Senior Teacher 
(West Country Dialects) Bev every 
Tuesday evening at milking time. 

A further note of alarm has been expressed 
by management concerning Procedures 
already in exisitence which are not being 
adhered to strictly.  These include: 
 
 - Venetian blind control (poor angle 
control)  See Procedure 37 
 - Correct finger usage in turning on 
electrical appliances  Proc. 132 

- Breathing regulation control 
(during panic attacks especially)  
Proc 953 

 
NOTE:  The next edition of the Brutish Newt 
will be devoted to a full explanation of all 1259 
Procedures currently in force at the BC. 

 

WELCOME, RICHARD 
Richard Kelly joins us this year as Senior 
Teacher (Drawing Pins).  He was born in a 
small town in the English Midlands in 1989, 
and was educated at St Saviour’s School for 
the Unsavoury, Luton, at Roedean and later 
at the University of Sandy and Potton, 
where he gained a First Class Honours in 
Social Farting.  After graduating Richard 
went on to become second grill chef at the 
Irish hamburger chain, O’Donald’s, 
advancing to senior griller and chipper 
before he took up his first teaching post at 
the Estuary School of English, know wot I 
mean?  It is a little known fact that Richard 
was twice the regional champion for 
needlecraft and represented his country in 
biscuit dunking in Moscow in 1999.  He 
claims as his hobbies playing his own 
trumpet and sock darning.  Staff need to be 
aware that Richard has to take his 
medication three times a day.



 

A Fridge Too Far 
 
De Management have decided that the 
best way to increase space in the Foz 
staffroom is to buy a fridge. Presumably 
the fridge will be placed outside and used 
as an annex to the staffroom for those 
teachers who do not "come up to scratch". 
Due to the thaw in relations between De 
Management and staff it has been decided 
that we will not be left out in the cold and 
will be able to give our opinion on what 
fridge to buy. So chill out, read the 
following descriptions and place your 
cross. 

  
This popular little number 
by AEG has an ice crusher 
and room for 6 teachers. 
Comes in various colours to 
match your staffroom. 
Place your cross here if 
this fridge chills your 
lettuce: ❏ 

 
A bit more upmarket this 
one, but hey, this is Foz 
after all. Only room for 4 
teachers but just look at that 
ice box! Need a cold beer? 
Put your cross here: ❏ 
 
 
 Look, this one's got wheels! 
Very manoeuvrable with a 
long extension cable this 
one can also be used to help 
teachers transport their 
books to their classroom. A 
remote control version will 
be on the market soon: ❏ 

 
Our final offering, this one 
can be described as the 
classic all rounder. Room for 
8 teachers at a squeeze, it 
also features a small box at 
the bottom for 
vegetables/white board 
markers. If this fridge does it 
for you put your cross here: ❏ 
 
 

 
 

 
Beefed Up 

Security Causes 
Problem 

 
Serious fears that security measures, put in 
place at the Brutish Conchshell since the 
trouble in Aveirostan, have become 
excessive were starkly demonstrated by our 
staff photographer, who caught the 
dramatic moment (above) when innocent 
local homeless talkaholic Pat Dancer was 
apprehended by one of the BC’s new 
security guards for looking ‘a damned sight 
too much like Osmaro ‘Plastic Bag’ Bin 
Liner for my liking’. 
 
Mr Dancer was later released into the care 
of a CP1 class who claimed he ‘was 
harmless enough’.  The security guard, Mr 
Aint A. Texan, from Nebraska, said 
unrepentantly ‘Gotta treat ‘em tough, damn 
pinko agitators.’ 
 
Mr Texan, according to reliable sources, has 
recently been promoted to the post of 
Obergruppenführer within the organisation.

 
 
 

VACANCIES 
Teacher of English wanted (must be able to 
speak English and write.  No ex-dancers please) 
Security Guard wanted  (Must be secure.  No 
Texans or ex-Military Intelligence types, please) 

Apply:  Brutish Conchshell 

Choose a tin opener Choose a tin opener Choose a tin opener Choose a tin opener 

for Maiafor Maiafor Maiafor Maia    
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  Bah! Humbug! Special Issue                                                        
 
 

THE SPIRIT OF CHRISTMAS 
 
Ever since Scrooge said of Christmas ‘Bah, 
Humbug!’ the debate about the meaning of 
Christmas has raged in Osmaro’s office, in 
the Smoking Room and outside the loo on the 
first floor.  The Brutish Newt decided to quiz 
members of the teaching and adminstrative 
staff about what the spirit of Christmas means 
to them. 
 

Lauren:  Obviously it is a time of peace and love, 
and a special time when we all like to know we are 
loved and cared for, don’t you think? If people 
weren’t so complicated it could be like this always 
and Christmas could last for 365 days a year, 
except leap years when we could have one day 
extra when we could really like each other even 
more. 
 

Michael:  Oh God!  Is it Christmas already?  I 
haven’t taken account of it on the timetable, have 
I?  I have?  Phew, that’s a relief! 
 

Joseph G:  The spirit of Christmas?  Peace and 
that other thing, I s’pose.  But, hey. Don’t let 
them sneak up on you just because you’re feeling 
all Christmassy.  Watch your back. 
 

Telinhos:  Whisky, mainly, though brandy is also 
good. 
 

Richard:  Cor, innit a bovver workin’ this awt?  
Dunno, weally, but I bet it ain’t arf as good as iz 
cwacked up to be.  Nah, I’m kiddin’.  Chwistmas?  
Pwetty good, I’d say. 
 

Marucha:  If Christmas hadn’t come towards me 
like the way it did then I don’t think that I would 
have reacted but it did, so it was quite clear that 
nothing I could say or do would satisfy any of the 
judges no matter what their preference for cheese 

or crackers and besides, if I have to work another 
sixteen hour shift, well, I won’t believe it is 
happening to me. 
 

Benilde:  Christmas?  Isn’t that when I get a 
whole hour to spend with my family? 
 

Ferreira:  O que? 
 

Vicky:  In Nebraska we hold dear the knowledge 
that the spirit of Christmas is about the family, 
grammar and shooting buffalo.  What was the 
question? 
 

Sónia:  In the library we know that the spirit of 
Christmas is all about sitting around the 
Christmas tree and looking fairly spaced out. 
 

James:  Christmas is a time to take stock of one’s 
personal moral accumulation, to reflect on the 
events of the year which is coming to an end, and 
to plot revenge. 
 

Lucy:  Have I told you about the new Christmas 
UCLES exams for incredibly old people with 
white beards?  No?  Well, there’s three levels 
‘Crutches’ for those who find it a bit difficult, 
‘Wheelchairs’ for those with a bit more cash and 
‘Sleighriders’ for those high flyers.  Let me give 
you a leaflet. 
 

Bev:  Can you send me an e-mail about it and I’ll 
check up on it as soon as I’ve finished sorting out 
the backlog of work that accumulated when I 
popped out for a coffee. 
 
Fitch:  Christmas?  Bah!  Humbug! 



SANTA’S SACK 
 
It would appear Santa’s little helpers haven’t 
been as helpful as we thought they would 
be.  If you have the image, as I had, of 
cheerful if slightly impish characters happily 
working away in Santa’s workshop 
somewhere in the far north (Melgaço, 
perhaps?) then think again. 
 
Little imps they certainly are!  It appears 
they’ve been complaining about the hours 
they work.  Is this because they have to 
work too much and for too long?  No, it 
was only when they found out that Rudolf 
only had to keep his nose shiny red for a 
few hours a day that the rebellion took root.  
Up until that point they had all felt quite 
happy, working away at filling Santa’s sack 
ready for the day when he would drop 
down every chimney, flu pipe, air-
conditioning duct and ventilation shaft in 
the whole world in less than 24 hours.  
Ignoring Rudolf’s claim that keeping his 
nose red was the least of his duties, they 
stormed in on Santa’s cabin claiming that he 
didn’t love them as much he did Rudolf.  
Santa was flabbergasted; indeed his flabber 
was so gasted that he had to sit down on a 
chair and cry a little before he was able to 
compose himself, which he did in the key of 
D minor. 
 
Santa’s little shirkers weren’t content with 
his explanations, and went on to explain 
that they was most grieved that they didn’t 
even have to work such long hours these 
days, though they received the same pay as 
before.  They thought they should have 
been consulted before being given time off 
for free.   
 
Santa drooped, and Rudolf’s nose may 
never glow quite as bright again.  They were 
both  willing to be given the sack.  Indeed, 
they said, they 
would welcome it. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

STOCKING 
PROCEDURES 
 British 
Council: 
Procedure 143, 
Stockings, 
Christmas; 
regulation and 
use of. 
 
Christmas Stockings are issued in 
standard sizes: A, K, P and Z.  Size ‘A’ 
will not exceed 20 cms or be less than 
15; Size ‘K’ 25 cms maximum, 20 cms 
minimum; Size ‘P’ 1 metre maximum,  
50 cms minimum;  Size ‘Z’ no maximum 
size, 1 metre minimum. 
 
Size ‘A’ shall be issued to administrative 
staff (below scale G) and teaching staff.   
Size ‘K’ shall be issued to admin staff 
(scale H) and senior teachers. 
Size ‘P’ shall be issued to all other 
admin staff and management up to 
country director level. 
Size ‘Z’ shall be issued to anyone who 
works for the BC in London or 
Manchester, or who personally knows 
any of the Spring Gardens staff.. 
 
Required fillings for stockings: 

‘A’  piece of coal, an orange, 

educational toy (price: less than €3); 
book (e.g. BC Procedures) 
‘K’ above, plus colouring book, clip 
on bow tie, pack of high-light pens, 
‘ABC of Finance’ (Puffin Books) 
‘P’ all above, plus MacModa suit 
(dark grey), M&S cotton shirt (blue or 
grey), mobile phone belt pouch, reading 
glasses on a string, ‘Standing Aloof’ BC 
management handbook. 
‘Z’ staff may submit their requests 
in writing up to one month before 
Christmas.  No individual gift costing 
more than £1000 may be ordered.  Total 
stocking content not to exceed £25,000. 

Rudolf – now red eyed. 



Bridget Scanlon's DiaryBridget Scanlon's DiaryBridget Scanlon's DiaryBridget Scanlon's Diary    
 
Friday 12th October 
Fags: 0 Weight: Mind yer own bleedin 
bizniss! Calories: What are vey? 
 
Corr Blimey Guv! De bleedin fotacopiu 
bust agen! I ain't neva ad such assle wiv a 
fotacopiu in all me bleedin life! N me avin ta 
do all dis fotacopying. Anyway, me old 
mukka Fitch elpt me awt. Dunno wot I'd do 
wivawt im. Eez a luv - sawt ov ve erf. Bit 
awd fa me vough, aw els yud neva know… 
Bu it wuz aw made wight when I sees me 
Main Man. Eez me Ugh Grant, if yer know 
wo I mean? Bu I ain't neva gonna write iz 
name ere coz ya neva know - some bastard 
might get me diary an publish de juicy bits 
in de Bru ish Newt or summat. Know wo I 
mean? I'd fu ing kiw em like, if vey eva did! 
Eniwayz, wot charns would I stan wiv ve 
boss, alvough I've toyed wiv ve idea ov 
sending im a flirty e-mail - it kinda worked 
in sum book or summat I read. Or was it a 
film?  
 
Saturday 13th October  
Fags: 0 Weight: Piss Awf! 
 
Jeezass! Nearly le it slip ova lunch (ewls n 
mash) abowt wo I fought abowt You Know 
Ooo! Bluddy buncha nosey parkers ere, 
innit? Me Office Ero weren't in today - lazy 
bugga. Mind you - spen me mawnin 
daydreamin bout Im tucked up in bed. 
Sawight for sum, innit? Me vat is (Eee Eee 
Eee). Anyway, taw me lil buggaz n ven wen 
ome. Nuff sed, innit? 
 
Sunday 21st October   
Jus mind yer own bleedin biziness bout 
evryfin, awight? 
 
Fitch len me vis book, wight (Eez a right 
booky sort, like, innit? Know wot I mean? 
Right?) n ya neva gess what. It's abowt 
vis girl called Bridget, like, n sheez like 
keepin a diery jus like me, right? Wot a 
bleedin coincidence innit? I fink I've 
seen ve film, vough. 
 
Friday 26th October 
 
Wen owt for a few Beverlies afta work. Me 
tall dark ansum stranga turned up as well 

and ee evan givs me a lift ome. Vere I was, 
expecting a bit ov anky panky in the frunt 
seat but nuffink appened. Ave decidid eez 
frigid, or gay, or bofe. An I waz well up for 
it as well. Maybe I'll neva find a boyfrend an 
end up being a TEFl teacha awl me bleedin 
life. Family's wots importan vough, innit?, as 
vey say in Eastenders. 
 
Friday 9th November   
Fags 3 (Packets) 
 
We ad vis fire drill fingy at school today. 
Wot a palava! Reminds me ov that 
film/book though wiv that silly tart Bridget 
and ve fireman's pole. Spent fifteen minutes 
lookin fa any firemen so I could inspect veir 
pole, but aw I could find were stuffy British 
Council management types. Bah! 
 
To be continued… 
 

 
 
 
 

The Snoop 
Eavesdropping and poking my nose in where it's not wanted! 

 

This edition: Joe P (names  
have not been changed to  
protect the innocent) was  
heard to announce his  
preference for Mariah Curry  
over Britney Speared. The  
staffroom was in uproar and  
Joe was banished to  
somewhere cold and far away  
- Canada. Now it's chance  
for the hot-blooded males  
of the BC Porto to have their 
 say. If Mariah wins, we'll bring  
Joe P back. Just put your cross under the girl of your 
choice. 

Joe "Beanstalk" P 

 

Britney Speared ❑ 

 
Mariah Curry ❑ 



 

Santa’s Sack (2) 
 
The Newt has recently come into the 
possession of another of Santa’s sacks – 
this time full of mail.  Here is a brief 
extract from the thousands of requests for 
Christmas goodies being asked for….. 
 
Dear Santa 
I've been a very good girl and I would like a 
house next to some stables and a couple of 
horses. Oh, hold on, I've got that. OK, I'd like 
a nice young scantily clad groom to replace my 
ageing model. He could give me a rub down 
after the horses. 
 
Dear Santa 
I've been a very good boy (although not 
everyone thinks this, the important ones do) 
and I want a real friend instead of my stupid 
cuddly toy and mobile phone. 
 
Dear Santa 
For Christmas I would like a decent timetable. 
I have been a very good child and really haven't 
complained much about my current timetable. 
If I don't get a decent timetable I'll call a 
meeting of the elves and blah blah blah. 
 
Dear Santa 
I've been very good and so I want a girlfriend 
(maximum half my age). 
 
Dear Santa 
I'm always a good girl and I want a job to carry 
on forever. 
 
Dear Santa 
I'm a good boy and I want a Diploma like the 
other teachers have. 
 
Dear Santa 
I've been a good girl and I'd like a cigarette 
factory. 
 
Dear Santa 
I've been a very good girl (really) and I would 
like a new DTCM. 
 
Oy! Sanna! 
I wanna tawk posh like. 
 
Dear Santa 
I'm a good boy and I'd like some platform 
shoes and a haircut. 

 
Dear Santa 
We've been very good boys and girls and we 
would like new teachers' reps. 
 
Dear Santa 
I've been a good boy and I want a full time 
contract (or any type of contract) at The British 
Council. 
 
Dear Santa 
Everyone knows I'm a good girl, you just have 
to ask them how good I was. 
 
Dear Santa 
I'd like to be able to stop being so nice to 
people. Maybe you could fix it for me to be 
able to frown occasionally and even just once 
or twice get a little angry. 
 
 
Dear Santa 
Look, if you want to bring me something just 
do it and don't bother me while I'm planning 
my lesson. 
 
Dear Santa 
I'm a good old boy and would like some new 
legs or failing that some young attractive 
women to carry me to and from Rua do Rosario. 
 
Dear Santa 
I've been doing my best to be a good boy and 
I'd like everyone to get on well this year so I 
can get on with my job. I hope this isn't too 
much to ask. 
 
Dear Santa 
I’ve been a good ol’ boy an’ me neck ain’t 
gonna get any redder so givus a noo rocket 
launcher fer Chrissake. 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FOR SALE 

Sledge (one careful user; high 

mileage) 
 

Mail sack (used) 

 
Reindeer (Dim nosed male, with 

mange. Going cheap) 
Sale forced due to modernisation 

Contact:  F. Christmas Box 

099 

 



 

 

Letters to the 

Editor 
 
 
Dear Sir, 
 
I was a student at the Brutish Conchshell until 
quite recently (which explains my brilliant use 
of your peculiar language).  Last week I was 
enjoying a flagon of bagaço with a friend of 
mine in a café near to your school and there 
were two of your teachers sitting at the next 
table.   
 
I am writing to complain about the totally 
inoffensive way that they sat there drinking tea 
and discussing a variety of intellectually 
stimulating topics in a reasonable and rational 
way.  Not once did they raise their voices or 
use anything other than the most appropriate 
and accurate forms of address and expression. 
 
I think it is disgusting that representatives of  
the Brutish Conchshell, and by association 
Great Brutain itself, should display such 
reasonable behaviour in a public place.  Don’t 
they realise that the world is looking on?  Don’t 
they know that what we expect from Brutish 
people is outrageous, drunken behaviour – a 
level of hooliganism only possible by 
representatives of your ignoble race. 
 
I hope you will take my complaint seriously. 
 Yours, 
 
Disgruntled of Foz 
 
 
Dear Disgruntled of Foz, 
 
I was shocked to hear about the sedate and 
sober behaviour in a public place of two of our 
representatives, and I thank you for bringing 
this matter to my attention. 
 
I would like to reassure you that it is not, and 
has never been, Brutish Conchshell policy to 
condone acts of public tea drinking and polite, 
intelligent conversation.  Indeed, we positively 
discourage our staff from acting in this way. 
 

 
You may therefore rest assured that this matter 
will be dealt with in an appropriate fashion.  It 
would help us considerably, therefore, if you 
were able to supply us with the names of the  
offenders, so we may arrange for them to be 
sent to a intoxification centre for suitable 
treatment. 
 Yours, 
 
E. Nibble 
Director 
 
 
Dear Editor, 
   When I gave up my job as senior-deputy-sub-
editor of the Skegness Gazette, with a readership of 
over 14,000, to become a teacher of English with 
the Brutish Conchshell, little did I realise that I 
would be walking into a veritable hornets nest of 
intrigue, conspiracy and cloak-and-dagger politics. 
 
Have I done the right thing by joining such an 
organisation? 
 
Yours 
 
(Ms) Nye Eve 

 
Dear Ms Eve, 
   Welcome to the wonderful world of real work 
where the learning curves are steep and no one is 
going to take too much pity on you if you fall by the 
wayside.  Life is tough and, hey!, who ever said it 
was otherwise. 
 
Nothing is a mistake.  Everything is valuable.  
Learn.  Or die. 
 
 Lots of love 
 
Ed 

 
 
REMEMBER! If you want to have a letter published in the 
Brutish Newt, you should include 10,000$00 in the envelope 
 



 

A Day in the Life 
of Santa 
 
 

Of course, I’m only Santa for one day a 
year, but what a day that is!  The rest of the 
year, though, my multiple personalities 
explore different facets of the current time 
continuum and our existential and 
exostential concurrence.   So no day is ever 
the same.   Indeed, I frequently feel as if 
I’m having eight days in one single day – 
even more extreme, you’ll have to agree, 
than the Beatles’ ‘8 Days a Week’.  For 
example, I get up at 6 am, 7 am, 7.30 am, 
8.15 am, 8.30 am, 8.32 am, 9 am and 11.35 
am, all at the same time.  Naturally this 
makes breakfast a bit tricky, so I usually 
wait until lunchtime before I eat anything, 
but even then it can be difficult. For 
example, I love sardines but I detest all 
fish, if cabrito is on the menu, then I will 
always order it, even though I never eat 
meat;  there is nothing more I enjoy than a 
good Italian meal, though I can’t stand 
pasta, tomato, cheese or garlic.  I enjoy a 
good glass of wine, but I simply can’t drink 
anything alcoholic.  When I order grilled 
chicken, which I never do because I don’t 
like it, I have to have it with piri-piri sauce, 
even though I can only stand the blandest 
tastes in food. 
 
In the afternoon I try to get down to some 
serious work…..hang on, I do that in the 
morning …….no, how can I do that if I’m 
still sleeping?……but I get up early …… 
how can I if I have to work until 3 every 
morning?…..but I never go to bed 
late…… 
 
(At this point the audio tape sent to the Brutish 
Newt offices became incomprehensible.) 
 
 

AMAZING NEW COMPETITION 
 
See the Santas?  Well, simply 
allocate them their correct names to 
win super bumper hamper full of 
Christmas goodies.* 
 
 

Nebraskan Filly     Nebraskan Filly     Nebraskan Filly     Nebraskan Filly                                                                                 

Deputy DormouseDeputy DormouseDeputy DormouseDeputy Dormouse    

Mayan Blood Fest   Mayan Blood Fest   Mayan Blood Fest   Mayan Blood Fest                                                                               

Cockney CroonerCockney CroonerCockney CroonerCockney Crooner    

Baby Tubbs         Baby Tubbs         Baby Tubbs         Baby Tubbs                                                                                                                             

Uncle FunkleUncle FunkleUncle FunkleUncle Funkle    

Cuddly Bunny       Cuddly Bunny       Cuddly Bunny       Cuddly Bunny                                                                                                                       

Mad AxemanMad AxemanMad AxemanMad Axeman    

Cool SherbeCool SherbeCool SherbeCool Sherbert      rt      rt      rt                                                                          

Scatty AnnieScatty AnnieScatty AnnieScatty Annie 
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WoMD Shock Discovery at Breiner Site 
 

Rumours that WoMD (Workbooks of Mass 
Distraction) were being hidden in the 
Breiner staffroom gathered fuel yesterday 
after inspectors from BCN Books were 
denied entry to the site by officious security 
guards in uniforms. However, sources close 
to the Cedofeita centre claim that stockpiles 
of mind-bogglingly tedious series such as 
“Streamline” , “World Class”  and “A New 
Cambridge English Course”  were destroyed 
in the early 1990s, contradicting eye-
witness reports that truck loads of old 

Headway 
Intermediates 
had been 
secretly shipped 
to neighbouring 
academies for 
safe keeping 

during the inspection periods. 
 

Senior Teacher Beverlina Scrumpyperson 
admitted that such publications may have 
once existed but were never intended for 
mass distraction in the classroom. “They 
were bought en masse to be used for other 
purposes, such as thermal heating and 
propping up wonky tables”  she told the 
Newt. 
It is widely believed that the heads of the 
barbaric Conchshell regime, who for years 
allegedly inflicted the tortuous course 
books as well as video nasties such as “The 

Lost Secret”  and “A Weekend Away With 
Sérgio”  on unsuspecting lower 
intermediate groups, have either fled or 
are seeking refuge in their radically 
redefined job titles. Reconstructed 
Conchshell chief Mark Mywords declined 
to comment on the situation and added 
that in any case he now only responded to 
the name Deidre. Director of Very Large 
Paperclips and Pithy Memos, Lorraine 
Alsace, denied rumours that student 
reports had been “sexed up”  to please 
parents in a thinly veiled exercise in 
customer service orientation, and added 
that claims that the regime could inflict 
peer-observation schemes at 45 minutes 
notice had been greatly exaggerated. She 
also refuted allegations that she had been 
involved in the departmental leak which 
ultimately led to former mobile-phone 
text message gonk, Mark Apfelstadt, 
throwing himself under a massive weight 
in transit in a futile attempt to alter his 
inter-dimensional status.(see inside for 
details).

 

Memo to All Staff: 
 
Please note that from now on the micro-
biology and experimental chemistry 
laboratories will be known as Classrooms 
12, 13 and 14 respectively, and the long-
range missile detection system will be 
referred to in public as the TV satellite dish 



Porta-Can-Dos 
 
Carolynch Aardvark, newly arrived at 
the Brutish Conchsell, recently 
unveiled the new Conchshell of Uropp 
system for a standardised approach to 
linguistic ability assessments from one 
country to another.  Brutish Conchshell 
will be adopting these standards 
retrospectively, back to 1968, and one 
of the first tasks of the underemployed 
staff of the BC will be to reassess all 
BC students who have ever attended – 
or who might ever have thought about 
attending – Brutish language classes 
since April 16th 1968. 
 
In essence, the new standards boil 
down to two basic elements:  a 
portfolio and a series of ‘ can do’  
statements.  Students will be obliged to 
carry a portfolio with them whenever 
they travel abroad, even on family 
holidays.  This portfolio will consist of 
a number of items, some chosen by the 
student themselves but most by diktat 
from Strasburg, which must include 
left-overs from meals eaten at foreign 
restaurants, menus, bus tickets and 
parking fines picked up in foreign 
cities as proof of extensive travel, as 
well as the more normal certificates of 
competence picked up at sleazy back-
street schools of language (“psst, 
wanna quick Italian job, sonny?”), and 
a complete collection of all language 
tests taken (originals only, plus 
marking key).  It is also advised that 
carrying copies of Cervantes in 
Walloon, Shakespeare in Catalan and 
Camões in Lapp will assist safe 
passage, though it is warned that the 
language police may well try to trick 
travellers with spot checks. 
 
The ‘can do’  statements are a personal 
assessment of linguistic ability in a 
variety of situations.  They are best 
summed up within a single context, of 

which the following is an English 
language example: 
              
The Pub 
A1 I can order a glass of beer or a 

soft drink. 
A2 I can order a variety of 

alcoholic beverages and 
distinguish between Heineken, 
Stella and Grolsch. 

B1 I can order a round for my 
mates at the table over there.  

B2 I can join in noisy conversation 
and annoying singing with my 
mates at the table. 

C1 I can argue with the question 
master on Pub Quiz night, and 
heckle members of the 
opposing team. 

C3 I can offer to duff up the 
barman at closing time, and can 
insult the Chinese owner of the 
local chippie while ordering 
pie, mash and mushy peas 
before chucking up in the 
gutter. 

 
Spot the Nose Competition 
Below are 3 noses belonging to 
BC teaching staff.  Correctly 
name the sniffers and win a 
genuine, used ballpoint pen. 
 
 

 



Flying Woman Upsets 
Applecart 
 
 
Whilst sitting at the back of public 
donkey cart in a meditative trance, 
Marcus Applecart, our resident 
itinerant Buddhist, was unexpectedly 
struck recently by a flying woman.  
The incident happened when the 
donkey driver pulled up suddenly to 
avoid a piece of stationary tarmac on 
the road, causing the woman, D. 
Esmerelda Pesado, to leave her 
precarious perch on a sack of used 
port-wine corks, and fly one and  half 
metres across the back of the cart into 
the arms of Mr Applecart, which were 
held out in a suitable yoga-like 
position.  The resounding crack of D. 
Esmerelda’s corsets rending asunder 
under the force all but drowned out the 
snickety sound of Mr Applecart’s puny 
twig-like appendages snapping.  Mr 
Applecart was taken to hospital by 
ambulance where he was diagnosed as 
having a broken arm and rattled self-
esteem.  Mr Applecart, 42, of no fixed 
abode, is a self-employed bear hugger. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Dynamic Duo Win 
Award 
 
Legendary ledger lurkers, Brunnhilde 
Marten and Isolde Monsoon recently 
won the coveted ‘Toughie’  award.  
This rarely achieved honour  is 
bestowed only once or twice every few 
decades by the ‘Toughie’  Committee 
sitting in their palatial Winter Gardens 
HQ in Londinium.  It is given only to 
the hardest, toughest cookies in the 
frog-eat-frog world of accountancy, 
and most award seekers have to settle 
for the lesser garlands of ‘OK, We 
Suppose’  Medal, ‘Get Your Act 
Together’  Scroll and ‘Gedowdahere 
Ya Wimp’  Slap in the Face.  Brutish 
Newt reporter, Justyn Forkyks, unable 
to find Brunnhilde due to dense smoke 
billowing from her office, looked for 
Isolde, who was found sheltering under 
a pile of paper. She agreed to answer 
some of the Newt’s questions. 
N: How does it feel to have won this 
award? 
I:   The cheques will be ready on 
Friday. 
N: It is quite a unique honour, isn’ t it? 
I:   Come back on Friday and I’ ll issue 
them then. 
N: Did it take much hard work on your 
part? 
I:   It hasn’ t been possible to get them 
signed yet. 
N: Would you put your success down 
to a team effort? 
I:   The cheques will be ready on 
Friday. 
 
 

 

 

 

 

Fire Drill Goes Badly Wrong 
 
Staff attending the recent demonstration 
of use of fire extinguishers by 
Temporary BV Nuno Fogo-no-Rabo 
were alarmed when – instead of the pile 
of innocent old truck tyres bursting into 
flame, Lauren’s frock caught fire.  The 
flames from Lauren’s magnesium-coated 
skirts quickly flared (luckily fashionable 
again) and soon Tim and Jackie had 
sparks flying out of their nether regions.  
Within 15 seconds half the teaching staff 
were writhing on the floor in the hot 
embrace as flames of naked passion 
engulfed the ravenous desires born of 
pent-up emotions long held down by the 
unpitying hand of authoritarianism, and 
before long the assembled crowd were 
consumed by a fervid ardour that ripped 
the ……..(contd page 19) 

RECALL ELECTION RESULT SURPRISE 
In a surprise defeat for the incumbent 
Guvn’r, film star and macho body builder 
Tony Dunkelbedrohlicherlucas has become 
the supremo of the Brutish Conchshell’s 
richest and most populous satellite, Foz.  
Asked what his strategy for turning round 
the enormous budget deficit faced by the 
satellite since the EDP scandal in 2002, 
Oberster Führer Dunkelbedrohlicherlucas 
said: „Erhalten Sie zurück in Ihre 
Hundehütten, bevor Sie meiner Peitsche 
glauben“ 
 



Mark’s Howard 

In the first of a regular series about our 
illustrious new leader, we are this month 
featuring the ancestral home of Mark 
Howard. 

Castle Howard is one of Britain's finest 
stately homes, located in the beautiful 
Howardian Hills, fifteen miles northeast of 
the famous city of York. Built in 1699, 

Castle Howard is, today, still the private 
home of the Howard family. As a major 
tourist attraction the house receives 
hundreds of thousands of visitors annually 
from all over the world, who come to enjoy 
a variety of delights. 

Much of Mark’s extensive private income 
comes from the visitors who tour the 
estate.  An endearing eccentricity is 
Mark’s determination to return to his home 
to see Mater and Pater every summer, 
and dress up as chimpanzee wearing a 
French military uniform of 1805.  This is in 
memory of an incident in the Napoleonic 
Wars that everyone else has forgotten. 

http://www.castlehoward.co.uk/index.shtml 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Breiner Tours 

In a bid to raise more cash for the 
Bermuda Fund, Mr Mark Howard launched 
a new initiative at both the Breiner and 
Maia offices last week.  Visitors will be 
able to see ‘behind the scenes’ at these 
thriving centres of industry, catching a 
glimpse of the wonderful machinery that 
keeps the Brutish Conchshell working as it 
does.  For example, in Maia, for just €30, 
Teresa will show visitors how to unjam the 
photocopier, how to flush the toilet and 
how to get stuck in the lift.  For the more 
deluxe visit to Breiner, visitors will be given  
a guided tour by none other than Osmaro 
for their €55, and he will show them how to 
unjam the photocopiers, how to flush the 
toilets and how to get stuck in the smoking 
room with only Patrick to talk to.  He will 
also leave them waiting on the stairs while 
he goes to ‘get something from the 
garage’ and forget that they are there 
while he goes off for lunch.  For an 
additional fee, Goreti will show them what 
is on the top shelf in the library.  Visitors, 
however, will not yet be able to visit the 
teachers room.  Mark is seeking veterinary  
advice on suitable pre-packaged food for 
sale for those who wish to feed the 
teachers before this option will be 
available (for a small additional fee). 

Plans to establish guided tours of Foz will 
be put into effect just as soon as a method 
of cutting OBS out of any funds raised is 
devised. 

 

Nebraska News  

Readers 

will be 

thrilled to 

hear that 

our very 

own 

Victoria 

Carnation won the Nebraskan State 

‘Design A Number Plate’ competition.  

The snazzy red on blue sign was put 

together out of an old lesson plan and 

some left-over YLs in room 3. Victoria is 

a native of the Panhandle region of 

Nebraska, where left-handed accordion 

playing is mandatory. Victoria is not a 

vegetarian. 

Patrick Carse 
 
We regret to inform readers that 
Patrick’s regular ‘How To Get From’  
column will not be appearing this 
month. It appears that Patrick is lost 
somewhere on the N319 road, north of 
the city.  A search party was sent out to  
comb the Serra da Freita, south of the 
city, in the hope of not finding him.  So 
far their expectations have been 
realised.  Expedition leader Michelle 
Maya said that this was down to the 
search party being equipped with 
blindfolds. “Can’ t be too careful,”  she 
said to reporters. “We want to 
eliminate the danger of stumbling 
across him.”  



Country Guide 
 
As a helpful guide to those who are new to the country, the Newt offers the 
following handy cut-out guide and phrase book. 
 
 

���� 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

A Useful First Phrase Book 
 
 
1. In the restaurant 
 
I’d like a bottle of water, please.  
Meio litro de bagaceira, por favor 
 
I’d like my steak very rare, please.  
E aquele bife, queime-o , esturrique-o 
   
Is the fish fresh?    
Deus! Que cheiro é este 
 
Can I have some more potatoes please? 
Nunca vi ninguem tao gordo como você 
 
May I have the bill, please?   
E não lhe pago nem um centavo 
  
 

 
 
 
2. In the car 
 

Excuse me, officer, is this the way to 
Gondomar?  
Hei, seu bêbado, desapareça-me já daqui 
 
The car is making a strange noise.  
A minha mulher está a dar à luz 
 
Fill it up with unleaded, please.   
Este carro só gasta gasoleo 
 
I am sorry.  The accident was my fault.  
Raios o partam, você não vê por onde passa? 

 
There is no need to get angry.   
Aposto que até a sua mae tentou afogá-lo 
quando você nasceu 

(continued on page 45) 

Series of 
small, 
insignificant 
villages 

‘Mouros’ 
south of 
this line 

Here be 
dragons 

The end of 
time 

Matt 
commutes 
from here 
every 
Saturday 

Odd 
people 
live here 

Patrick lost 
around here 

Mark A’s 
ex-
girlfriends 

Work – 
avoid this 
place 

Lots of 
horses 

English, Germans 
and French (avoid) 

Joe P spotted 
here 

Tim’s 
real job 



EXAM PAGE
 
 
Errata- 
Changes to FCE Diagnostic Test 
 
In what concerns FCE, the co-
ordinator, Emilina Dafydd – in a 
rare admission of error – wishes it to 
be known that Question 4 of the 
recent FCE Diagnostic test was 
printed in error, and the following 
should be substituted. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Testing Times 
Lorraine Alasace reminds all teachers of 
the new requirements for testing 
students.  To maintain an equitable and 
transparent means of continuous 
assessment, all teachers should be aware 
that this means continuous testing.  
While co-ordinators have provided the 
first 25 hours of test materials for all 
levels, the remaining 65 hours per class 
per year are the responsibility of the 
individual class teacher.  Teachers 
should further note that any deviation  

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
from this will be considered unethical, 
and any attempt to actually teach new 
skills or language will be treated as a 
sackable offence. 

 

4.  Complete the following sentences by choosing the best word or words A, 
B, C or D to fill the gaps. 
 
 1.  There is too _____ air in the tyres for safety 
      A many B great  C much D eggs 
 

2. It is unlikely that Cedric will reach the ______ diapason with his knees. 
A swelling B swooning C sweltering D swaggering 

 
3. Her father said that he would be back shortly after he had creosoted the 

neighbour’s _______. 
A  cat B stoat  C illusions D sameness 
 

4. He goin look fo de work, he say, you mother an me give him we blessin. 
A fe B stoopen C granda D smooth 
 

5. We Gardena in geardagum, þeodcyninga, ______ gefrunon, hu ða 
æþelingas ellen fremedon. 
A gearctnig  B þrym  C ðanað D banana 

Change of Name 
All staff should note that all exams 
previously known as UCLES (under no 
Circumstances Learn English Syntax) 
exams changed their name to ESOL 
(English for Sad Old Ladies) last year, 
and plan to change their name every 9 
months from now on, on whenever 
Universities in the UK start to catch up 
on earlier changes, whichever is the 
earlier. 
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Christmas Rota Shock���� 
‘Yule’ be working 

 
New  rules from Supremo Mark 
‘Gotcha’ Howard today revealed that no 
one below the rank of Supremo would be 
having Christmas off this year.  In fact, all 
the pre-Christmas programmes have been 
increased to take account of the fact that 
management want to see an end to empty 
classrooms and office spaces and Howard’s 
drive to implement what he reads as ‘a clear 
contractual obligation by staff to work 35 
hours a day’. 

 
Not all is gloom and doom, though, as staff 
can choose which duties they undertake, as 
long as something called ‘weighting’ is taken 
into account, an initiative which Howard 
jokes shouldn’t be confused “with ‘waiting’ 
because ‘waiting’ implies idleness while 
‘weighting’ implies full use of time.”  (This 
item was explained to Brutish Newt staff 
over the phone. We may have missed 
something here.) An indication of how this 
might work is shown by the following 
sample programme for staff for the coming 
Christmas period (each job is repeated daily 
and each lasts for 6 hours): 

 

Every member of staff should achieve a 
weighting of at least 100 over a three day 
period, this being calculated by adding 
together the points allocated to each chosen 
task over any three day period.  Each three 
day period is calculated on a rolling basis 
(for more information staff are advised to 
refer to Procedures 54 and 55 available by 
applying in person to ‘The Keeper of the 
Procedures’, Gate of Doom, Castle Forlorn, 
Rockall) 

 
 

Stuff the Turkey (English 
for caterers) 

2 Mission Impossible 
(English for US 
President) 

3 Word Peace 1 (Leading 
carol singing mission to 
Mecca) 

4 

Carol singing for tone 
deaf turkeys 

1 New Testament 1 
(Translation classes: 
Geordie to Mirandês) 

3 World Peace 2 (Achieving it: 
single session at UN HQ)* 

12 

Talking turkey  1 
(English for Turkeys) 

2 New Testament 2 
(Translation classes: 
Dub to Dubya) 

2 Dealing with Foz Mums’ 
complaints (100 per hour) 

3 

Talking Turkey 2 
(English for Turks) 

1 Holly without Tears 
(Decoration hanging for 
under 5s) 

2 Mission Improbable 
(Conversation with Mr 
Applecart) 

8 

*session ends when goal achieved 

 

Runner Up – Perfect Employee Award 

Points Points Points 



Unprecedented Security 
as Big Wig Flies In 
The biggest security operation ever carried 
out in Foz was recently put into effect when 
President Mark W Howard visited the 
satellite for a three day visit to see discuss 
the conflict in Maia, the state of his personal 
bank account and other matters of 
international importance, with his pet 
poodle, curiously named Aardvark.  Critics 
have dismissed this visit as nothing more 
than a photo opportunity to boost his 
flagging popularity in Winter Gardens 
where, according to a recent Gallop poll, 
‘Tubya’ was trailing some 10 points behind 
his strongest rival, a sackful of potatoes 
called Pentland White. 
 
President Mark did not get all his own way 
with security, however, and his security 
advisors were frustrated not have been able 
to fly Black-Chicken helicopters over the 
OBS palace compound, where the President 
was staying, 24 hours a day, and were said to 
be furious when Foz security refused to 
upgrade the steel on the lockers to 45 cm 
howitzer shell-proof thickness.  However, 
the 500 black-suited, shade-wearing clones 
who were assigned for his protection were 
all accommodated in a specially built block 
called Alacatraz. 
 
The President was kept well away from 
noisy protestors who were demonstrating 
against the allegedly illegal occupation of 
Maia by teachers armed with the latest in 
course books and methodology.  An effigy 
of Mario Rinvolucri was ceremoniously 
pulled down outside Pizza Hut to the cheers 
of thousands of onlookers, a symbolic act 
which, it has been said, ‘Tubya’ wouldn’t 
have understood even if he’d seen it. 
 
The visit ended with a visit to a typical local 
tasca so that the President could meet the 
‘ordinary folks’ of the area.  Sr and Sra Silva, 
owners of ‘Os Amigos’ were ready to serve 
up a traditional meal of tripas for lunch for 
the dignitaries, but a few days before, they 
claimed, they had been visited by members 
of the security team who had informed 
them that one or two changes needed to be 
made ‘to bring it up to scratch’.  In fact, the 

table at which they were to sit was the only 
object to survive the ‘minor’ changes, and 
the 12 table restaurant was rebuilt in record 
time and is now capable of serving fifty 
covers (at an average of 100 euros per head) 
per sitting from the new stainless steel 
kitchen by the 30 staff flown in especially.  
Sr and Sra Silva were allowed to watch the 
President and his pet poodle dine on filet 
mignon through the smoked glass window, 
before being led away ‘for a nice holiday 
somewhere on the east coast of Cuba’ said a 
spokeperson before she was lead away by 
black-suited minions.  A second 
spokesperson declined to comment. 

 
 

Mark’s Howard 
The second in our highly irregular series 
depicting the background of our illustrious 
leader concentrates on his relationship with 
the new leader of the Conservative Party, 
Michael Howard.  The Newt can reveal 
exclusively that they are, in fact, half 
brothers, with older Michael having been 
born with a silver spoon almost in his 
mouth, 
unlike 
young Mark 
who had to 
suck on 
plastic.  
However, 
there the 
differences 
end, 
because 
they are so 
much alike 
in character that you might mistake them 
for brothers….oh, yes, right…..For 
example, when Michael Howard sacked 
Prison Service Director Derek Lewis he 
(famously) failed to answer a direct question 
about it from Jeremy Paxman 14 times on 
Newsnight. The Newt asks readers – how 
often have you managed to get a straight 
answer out of young Mark? Then there was 
Michael’s former deputy Anne Widdecombe 
who said there was "something of the night" 
about him.  Sound familiar? 
 

 



Lunchtime Dust Up in the 
Blue Sea 
A celebratory feast turned into a bun 
fight recently when an order turned out 
to be not a bit fishy!  Members of the 
renowned Blue Sea Lunch Club were 
settling down to celebrate the recent 
exclusion of the erstwhile member from 
Trofa and Penafiel due to a devious 
piece of timetabling when laughter 
turned to shrieks of outrage as honorary 
visitor Caro Aardvark spotted 
Fernando’s lunch order of Cozido. She 
screamed “What the -------* is that?”  
(*flipping heck).  Ms Aardvark had, it 
appeared, been under the impression 
that fish was the order of the day, and 
took offence at having Fernando tweek 
his pigs ear at her before he suggestively 
dangled his meaty shank from across the 
table.  Grabbing the nearest heavy 
object, Ms Aardvark tried to hurl Joe G 
across the table at Fernando but her 
hand slipped on Joe’s Russian gypsy 
charm and both plunged face first into 
Matt’s first course, literally landing them 
in the soup.  The ensuing pandemonium 
required three officers from the PSP to 
break up before evicting the lunch party 
onto Cedofeita with a caution 
 

 
 

 

                  

                  
 
Who knows whose nose? 
 

                    

News from the Pews 

No one Nose Nuffink 
Latest 
Due to the total lack of 
recognition from last editions 
‘spot the schnozzle’ competition, 
the Newt is offering the same 
pictures again – but with a bit 
more of the olfactory organs 
showing than before – plus we’re 
adding one more for good luck. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Hirsute Treasure Trove 
 
The Reverend Peter Blackburn was recently 
 found to be in possession of a small King’s 
 Ransom secreted in his fulsome beard.   
Amongst items recovered by the Lincolnshire  
police were three Ruben’s paintings, the  
Swedish Crown Jewels, a circus juggling troupe, 
 a flock of hungry vultures and Shergar. 
  Forensic experts are sifting through the 
 fourteen large sacks also recovered, and readers 
 of the Brutish Newt are invited to guess what 
 the contents are. 

 

 



Spa Wars – Return of the 
Jaded 
 
In the latest in the series (number 401 
of 96510) Daft Guerra and Obi Worn-
Out Kenn-odi duel their way across the 
barren, blasted landscape of the Sen-Yor 
Tea-Chaiz Rum before coffee at Su-Pre-
Sa. 
Joining in 
this 
predictable 
romp 
through the 
galaxy and 
much of 
Greater 
Porto is 
Yoda (as 
usual 
muttering 
in a series of numbers that no one can 
be bothered to decipher, or else his 
mantra “Fallen arm broken is”), who 
challenges Jubba the Slutt to a pizza 
eating competition, judged by Laurel 
and Hardy duo R2D2 and CP3O.  
Sullen, swarthy hero Luke Dumbwalker 
(the cheeky chappy with a chip on his 
shoulder) gives super-hero Han 
Solipsism the run around until Princess 
‘you’ve got to be kidding’ Michelle bites 
Luke’s ear off. 
One of Lucas’ less successful 
productions. 
On at a cinema near you now, if you 
want to avoid it (which you should). 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

“Teacher” kills old codger 
Members of the teaching fraternity were 
shocked to hear a frank admission by one of 
their own at a recent little French girls’ 
party.  Ex go-go dancer and part time 
member of the human race, Partick ‘Dancer’ 
Thistle, told the gawping throng about how 
he once senselessly attacked an old age 
pensioner who was innocently playing with 
a one-armed bandit in the bar of a club in 
Grimsby.  The pensioner later died in 
hospital and wasn’t even well enough to 
attend his own funeral the following week.  
The one-armed bandit was said to have 
been most upset ‘He was a harmless old 
codger,’ said Dave ‘Gimpy’ Thugg. ‘We wuz 
in the army togevver and we’d always played 
together.’  Partick appeared remorseless 
about the incident and only stopped telling 
the tale on the third repeat when the Rev. 
Blackburn stuck a fork in his hand. 
 

Joe “Two Please” Pereira 
Pigs Out 
At the recent francesinha-fest, held in the 
sumptuous Regency Rooms in Breiner,   Fernando
‘Look, No Hair’ Simpson came a spluttering third 
in the stuff-it-down-your-face part of the evening, 
only managing one and a quarter of Chef

 
 

Fernando’s (no   relation) protein packed, wet 
sandwiches.  Each of Chef F’s francesinha’s 
weighed in a   at one and a half kilo’s, consisting of 
750 gms of mixed meats including kangaroo 
steaks, 500 gms of cheese and 250 gms of bread, 
each swimming in 750 mls of   pungent beer and 
cockroach sauce.  New Paul came in a slick second, 
smoothly   finishing off one and a half elephantine 
helpings, but the champion of the evening 
was disgusting Joe P, who slurped, chomped and 
slavered his way through two of the monsters, 
spraying hot sauce over the six closest onlookers as he 
did so.  The INEM team who arrived later said that he 
would probably recover if given an immediate 
stomach pump followed by three weeks on   a salad 
farm run by Trappist monks in Huddersfield.  Partick 
Thistle offered to do   the stomach pump for free, and 
had to be restrained from jumping on the bloated

  P. Mr of
 

stomach

Dippy Old Boot Has Loose 
Screw 
 
     

This story has been censored 
through concern for public 
safety  

By order: Maria Emília Davis 

Arts Page 

Sergio 
failed to 
get a part 
in the 
latest     
production 

 



   
     The 

snow had 
started to 
fall shortly 
after dark, 
just as 

Slob Scratchitt poked his nose out of doors. 
Poor Slob had just been given five minutes to 
run the three kilometres to his house and back 
again, so that he could tell his wife and 
children that duty - once again - had called, 
and that he would not be able to join them for 
their traditional Christmas feast of roast 
sparrow plus all the trimmings from the old 
Ford Escort parked at the end of the street.  
He pulled up the collar of his thin coat against 
the biting wind and set off in a 
sprint that had snowflakes whirling 
in his wake.  From an upstairs 
window, peeking through a gap in 
the heavy curtains, was the face of 
his scourge & employer, Ms 
Lorainezer Scrooge, who, even as 
she spied the rapidly disappearing 
figure of her employee, was 
regretting her uncustomary charity 
in allowing Slob a full five minutes 
off from work to see his mangey 
wife and mankey kids, and the 
grammatical structure of the 
sentence she was currently 
appearing in.  The thought of 
Christmas popped into her head, unbidden. 
     “Bah! Humbug!” she muttered. 
     Scrooge turned her back on the wintry 
scene and made her way back to the cheery, 
open fire roaring in the corner of her study, 
and bent down to shovel another small child 
onto it.  Pulling on her long, woollen overcoat 
and fingerless mittens, she made her way 
along the frigid corridor to the room where 
the rest of her employees were huddled 
together for warmth.  A vicious wind was 
howling through the broken panes of the 
window. 
     “Where’s Partick?” barked Scrooge. 
     “Why, Ms Scrooge,” said a small 
Nebraskan playing an accordion softly, “he 
must’ve fallen out of the window again.” 
     “Well go and get him back in again and 
stuff him back into the hole,” ordered 
Lorainezer Scrooge in her most dismissive, 
world-weary voice.  “Do you need me to tell 
you that?” she added, ignoring her own 
injunction that no one should leave the room 
unless they had specific written instructions 

from herself. “Guerra! Lucas!  Go and get 
him.” 
     The two obedient staff scuttled out of the 
room, and one minute later were back in the 
room, carrying a rigid, literally frozen stiff 
figure between them.  They pushed the 
hapless creature back into the hole, and 
immediately the howling wind dropped to an 
icy draft which moaned past stiff Partick.  
     “Guerra!  Lucas!”  she glared at them.   
“Authorization?” she enquired in a menacing 
tone. 
     “Hey, ya’all,” started plucky Guerra, “ya 
tole us ta….”  
     He was cut short by a thunderous 
“Authorisation?”  Scrooge’s hand was 

outstretched.  “I see.  No 
authority.  Double shifts for 
you two.” 
     “But we’re already 
working 24 hours a day,” 
began Lucas. 
     “See how kind I am to 
you,” snarled Scrooge. “Let’s 
make that 36, shall we?” 
     Just then the front door 
clicked shut.  Scrooge took 
the watch from her waistcoat 
pocket and glanced at it, and 
smiled an evil smile.  “30 
seconds late,” she whispered 
to herself, and turned to face 

the panting, white faced Slob Scratchitt. 
 
                    +++++++ 
 

Later that night (as you, dear reader, will have 
already anticipated) Ms Lorainezer Scrooge, 

unscrupulous proprietor of the ‘Inglish-Я-Us’ 
Emporium, was visited by the traditional three 
ghosts that float around at Christmastide: the 
Ghost of Christmas Passé, who insisted on 
being referred to as Sérgio; the Ghost of 
Christmas Presents, known to her friends as 
Rosie of the Shopping Basket; the Ghost of 
Christmas Futures, whose speculation on 
Middle Eastern penguin futures might have 
given rise to the name of Tricky Vicky. 
     “Hoo, hoo, hoo!” remarked Sérgio in a 
rather predictable way, “well, now haven’t you 
been the naughty girl, then?” and he 
proceeded to show Scrooge a Power point 
presentation of the previous few years 
Christmasses, and Scrooge’s part in them.  
First she was shown the Christmas evening 
when, to prevent the staff going home to their 
loved ones, or (for those who didn’t have any 

SEASONAL PULL-OUT SUPPLEMENT 
 

       A 
Christmas 
    Carol 



loved ones) their  families she had nailed each 
of them through their feet to the floor.  Next 
she relived the time when she had forced all 

the smallest children from ‘Inglish-Я-Us’ to 
accompany her on a Carol singing tour of the 
area.  They collected so much money from 
householders keen to send them away from 
their doors that both Joãozinho and Zé Pedro 
passed out under the weight of the bags of 
cash they had to carry, and were left 
abandoned in the snow. The surviving 
children (those not required for kindling) were 
then locked in room 4 with a single packet of 
Oreos between the 23 of them for the rest of 
Christmas while Scrooge went upstairs into 
her crackling log-and-infant fire where she 
spent the next three days counting the money 
they had collected with a bottle or two of 
Captain Morgan’s rum for company.  Finally, 
Lorainezer Scrooge was shown the Christmas 
of only one year previously, where she had 
called a staff meeting, having carefully spread 
the chairs and tables with a rapid setting 
powerful epoxy glue.  Once the staff had 
become set, she commenced to sing 
Christmas carols to them in her untutored 
contralto for three hours, 
made all the worse that not 
only was she tone deaf, but 
had no idea what the words of 
the carols were supposed to 
be, replacing every second 
syllable with ‘la!’, alternating 
with ‘eee!’  As she had 
predicted, she became bored 
shortly into the fourth hour, 
but had taken the precaution 
of recording her performance, 
which she then diligently 
played back to the immobilised workforce 
while she consumed a generous turkey dinner 
by himself, in front of them. 
     Scrooge was feeling not a little 
uncomfortable by these memories after Ghost 
Sérgio had disappeared through the wall, but 
her maudlin reverie was interrupted by the 
arrival of Ghost Rosie, hot-foot from the 
Shopping Centre, and bearing gifts, none of 
which were for Scrooge. “Right,” she said, 
dispensing with the need to go Hoo or Woo 
or rattle any chains as she was in something of 
a hurry and wanted to get back in time for the 
beginning of the Sales.  Ignoring the data 
projector, she made straight for the PC, 
explaining that she had linked up a small 
camera in the house of Slob Scratchitt’s 
family.  They watched as Slob’s wife tried to 
explain to her children why their father 
wouldn’t be with them at Christmas, again, 

that year.  For their part, the children tried to 
phone their father on the mobile phone so 
generously donated by Ms Scrooge, not 
realising that ‘kind’ Ms Scrooge had removed 
the SIM cards and replaced them with 
medium yield uranium coated foil, a weapon 
that even the US administration had decided 
was too cruel to use. 
     After this, Lorainezer Scrooge was feeling 
the pangs of what other people would 
recognise as guilt, but which she thought was 
indigestion, which could be remedied by 
another glass of rum, but hardly had she 
started to pour herself a much needed drink 
when the voice of Tricky Vicky, the Ghost of 
Christmas Futures, could be heard.  Well, it 
could only just be heard above the dreadful 
screechings and wailings, the howling and 
pitiful crying of tormented spirits; yes, she was 
playing her accordion again. 
     “There is nothing to show you of the 
Christmas Futures,” she explained “because 
there is no future and no futures, which just 
shows how wrong Fukuyama was.” 
     “No future?” spluttered Scrooge “but how 
can that be?  What is the point of having 

collected all this loot 
together if I can’t spend 
eternity counting it?” 
     “Tough call, that,” said 
the Ghost with a distinctly 
Nebraskan accent “but it’s 
got a lot to do with the fact 
that your bizarre behaviour 
has interfered with the 
space-time continuum at 
exactly the point when time, 
space and Christmas 
intersect, and has caused it 

to spin off into another dimension in which 
neither you nor Christmas actually exist any 
more.  Sorry about that.”  And she was gone. 
     Scrooge sat and contemplated all she had 
seen and heard – the trouble she’d caused in 
the past, the grief she was currently causing 
and the grim prediction for the future she’d 
just seen.  What could she do?  She knew that 
the future she’d been shown was merely one 
of the possible futures – she’d always been a 
keen fan of Sci Fi – and that her current 
actions would affect what happened 
tomorrow.  She sat, she thought; she slurped, 
she thought some more.  Then she stood up 
with a decisive air.  She put on her coat and 
strode towards the door purposefully. 
     “There’s only one thing I can do,” she said 
triumphantly. “And that……….” 
 
(Continued next year.  Or not) 



Isolde’s Christmas Recipe 
 
The Conchshell’s curvy accountant, 
Isolde Monsoon, this week revealed one 
of accountancy’s recipes for a successful 
Christmas: cooking the books!  For 

some time 
hungry 
members of 
staff have been 
intrigued by 
the delicious 
smells wafting 
down the 
corridor from 
her office but 
had failed to 
discover their 
sauce!  Now 
the Newt can 
reveal all and 

starting this week is to publish a series 
of mouth-watering dishes cooked up by 
ingenious Is. 
 
1.  Ledger flambé.  For this pre-audit 
platter you will need a small, young 
ledger (about 6 months old), and 
preferably one that has been allowed to 
graze freely outside of the filing cabinet.  
You will also need about 250 gms each 
of decaffeinated invoices, shredded 
adding machine roll and yellow post-its, 
plus a teaspoon of photocopy toner and 
a sprinkle of nutmeg.  For the flambé 
itself you will need a coffee cup of 
lighter fluid.  Stuff the rolled up invoices 
and shredded roll into the ledger, which 
should then be left on top of the 
photocopier (open) for about an hour, 
when the edges should start to turn up 
and turn brown.  Mix the diced post-its 
with the toner and nutmeg in a small 
bucket and flush down the loo.  Before 
the auditors arrive, drink the fluid and 
ask Brunnhilde for a light. Some 
auditors like this served with a piri-piri 
sauce, so have it ready in case. 

 

Santa Claus Isn’t Coming to 
Town 
You better watch out 
You better not cry 
 Better not pout 
I’m telling you why 
Teachers can’t stand a whining little sh.. 
 

They’re making a list 
They’re failing some 

Going to give you bad marks,  
all just for fun 

Cos teachers can’t stand whining little  
sods 
 

They see you when you’re not working 
They know when you’re asleep 
But behind that nice smiling 
They think that you’re a creep 
 
Oh! You’d better watch out 
You better not cry 
Better not pout 
I’m telling you why 
Teachers can’t stand whining little sh..s 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 Doesn’t time fly?  Sixty years ago this month the 
Brutish Conchshell (then known as the Brutish 
Inchworm) moved into the premises it still 
occupies in Rua de Brainier and what is more – 
and this surprises many people – has never even 
been threatened with, let alone served with an 
eviction order. 
     The Brutish Newt is therefore commemorating 
this auspicious event with a look back at some of 
the exciting events that have occurred during BC’s 
stewardship of the noble premises. 

Year Staff Events 
1943 Mother of 8, Emília joins 

the staff, and starts 
complaining about the year 

Premises moved into.  All 
teaching materials contained in 
three hessian bags, carried by 

Alan Dawber. 
Blackboards introduced as ‘the 

revolutionary way forward’.  Clay 
tablets given to state schools 

1958 
 
 
 
 
1959 

Eduarda nearly loses job after 
wearing ra-.ra skirt to work 

 
 
 
 
 
Electricity introduced to Brainier. 
Teachers, led by Mrs Grump, 
reject it as being too modern. 

1963 
1966 
1968 

 
Peter Blackburn ordained as Vicar in Waiting to the 
Greek Royal family 
Joe P given his first computer, a 3MB matchbox 

Mod and Rocker fights in the 
garden lead to temporary 
suspension of Osmaro 

1974 
 
 
 
1976 
 
 
1978 

Mr Caetaeno resigns as Director 
 
 
 
 
Joe P finds out how to turn on his 3MB matchbox 
 

 

 
Joe G utters his first, and last word in English.  Sadly the 
word is not recorded. The library gets its first book, 

‘Peter Rabbit’, which is promptly 
loaned out and lost by Nuno. 

1988 Rosie Posie (2⅓) starts 
work as book turner 

BBC computers all the rage. Joe 
P asked to help out.  Claims he 
only watches CNN 

1995 Joe P gets upgrade to 5MB.  Tries to plug in Granny 
Smith.  Granny Smith slaps his face. 

 

SIXTY YEARS OF BEING 
BRAINIER 
 

Inaugural meeting of Brutish Inchworm. Some surprising 
faces in this 1943 audience. 
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Boss on Freebie Binge 

 
Just six months into the already cushy 
little number known as Director , Por to, 
and Mr Mark Howdy has spent a shocking 
total of just 20 hours at his desk out of a 
possible 890.  Staff at the Brutish 
Conchshell (some of whom have difficulty 
recognising Mr Howdy due to never 
having met him) have commented on the 
number of days at a time that their boss is 
away from the office, imagining him hard 
at work in some BC office somewhere 
else.  Little did they suspect that Mark 
‘Whodatt?’  Howdy was in fact living the 
life of Reilly at the tax-payer’s expense.  
The Newt has incontrovertible evidence 
that Mr Howdy was: 

• Booked in the Rio Tinto Hilton 
between October 5th and 28th 

• Seen at the Little Chef, 
Middlesboro’  on November 15th 

• Seen shopping in Walmart, 
Pissedup, Nebraska on December 
10th & 11th  

• At home all day December 25th 
• Booked in Pensão Falido, 

Gondomar between January 15th 
& 20th  

• Spotted eating a hotdog in Faro 
on February 18th 

• Found sleeping at 4.00 a.m. on 
Sunday March 7th 

What is shockingly more, the Newt can 
report (after staking out Mr Howdy’s door 
for all of the 20 hours he was actually in 
his office) that for 15 of those 20 hours the 
door was closed “ for meetings”  or, more 
frequently, “ to get on with paper work” .   

Armed with the latest surveillance gear 
not once did the Newt staff come up with 
any evidence whatsoever of the bean 
counting he claimed to be doing (indeed 
the Newt says: “We counted no beans in, 
and we counted no beans out” ) but instead 
picked up the unmistakable sounds of 
gentle snoring for no less than 75% of the 
time otherwise unaccounted for. 
 
The Newt demands to know: how did this 
man get to know the standard working 
practices of the Brutish Conchshell in such 
a short space of time?  Staff spokesperson 
Brunhilde Stoat said “ It’ s unforgivable.  
We rely on the new staff to do at least four 
or five months work before they cotton on 
to how things work here.  After all, 
without that occasional input, where 
would we be? The last thing we want is for 
someone to match our usual workload 
from virtually day one.”  

Mark “Whodatt?” Howdy saw  

the opportunities immediately 

The Skivers Guide to Indolence 
 
Written by the pre-eminent experts in the field from their hideaway in Rua de Breiner in sleepy 
downtown Porto-sur-Mer, this handy guide to making sure you never have to do another day’s 
work yet still receive a full salary is essential reading for those who can be bothered to read it.  
Sadly for many, it is not yet available in  edible and easily digestible form, but the authors say 

they are working on it. 



 

 We never knowingly tell the truth 

Porto   Hooligans   
on Rampage   in   

L isbon 
‘ Joe’  blames ‘Joe’  in tit for  tat row 

 
Disgraceful scenes of debauchery, profligacy 
and concupiscence, unseen since the day when 
Swindon played Arsenal for the Cup, filled the 
normally calm and placid streets of the little 
village of Lisbon recently.  For one long day 
and one riotous night hordes of teachers from 
the gritty northern city of tripe eaters and 
binho berde streamed in dishevelled mobs 
through the quiet alleys and leafy avenues.  
They came in three tribes – the Tacos, or 
dinosaurs (the oldest, most firmly established 
and grumpiest of the clans), the EnElCees (a 
malodorous bunch of ne’er do wells and 
misfits) and the Sets (skittish, unreliable and 
secretive nomads, said to live in dark woods 
and dank caves, out of preference).  How they 
howled.  How they hollered.  How they 
belched. 
 

Supposedly sent to the sleepy brook-side 
hamlet for a peace council with some closely 
related tribes, the wild northerners rent the 
night air with clamours for more ale, more 
wine and more whisky or, in the case of one 
Set with unreliable eyes and a drawling accent, 
more whiskey.  Indeed it was this latter 
individual who started the brawl that caused 
the normally sedate Lauren Plum to set fire to 
Sérgio’s trousers which in turn led to the 
inflagration which reduced six houses to ashes.  
The householders, of course, blamed Sérgio 
who in turn blamed Lauren who, as is to be 
expected, blamed Joe, who himself blamed 
another Joe who in turn blamed yet another 
Joe.  And here was the crux of the matter for 
the police:  which Joe was which and who was 
the guilty party? 
 
The Newt Says: It’s time we got rid of all 
these scrounging Joes.  They’re nothing but 
trouble ever since they arrived and should 
never have been allowed in the place to begin 
with.  The Brutish Conchshell was a decent, 
hardworking place until these work-shy 
malingers were let in.  Send them back to 
where they come from!

 
 
 
 
 

Face to Face with the New Boy 
Time to meet Brutish Conchshell 
newcomer Raymond ‘Celtic Tiger’  
Cur.  Raymond – known to his friends 
as Raymond – has joined us from a 
posting in the Middle East, where he 
was working as a Weapon of Mass 
Destruction near Baghdad before the 
expiry of a McDonald’s franchise 
permit led to armed intervention by the 
US Army and a small poodle.  
Raymond remembers his exciting 
escape from the threatened city: “ I 
farther maun avow, wi Leezie's lass, 
three times I trow.  But, that Friday I 
was fou, when I cam near th plane, or else, Thou kens, that he's sae gifted: if sae, Thy han' maun 
e'en be borne”.  The Newt recognises that few readers will understand Auld Gibberish 
(Raymond’s native tongue) and an approximate translation would be:  “ I had a valid ticket and I 
got on a plane at the airport. Gate 14.  It was a Boeing 777.  I sat in seat 23F.  The plane was due 
to leave at 12.30, but it didn’ t get off the ground until 12.33 because of a slight westerly wind.”   
The Newt says: Thank God we don’ t all have to go through that!  Before that, Raymond 
worked as a topless waiter in the Scunthorpe Municipal Baths Café.  
Raymond, who has been employed by the Conchshell as Communications and Surveillance 
Officer, says he is available 24 hours a day.  What he is available for he wouldn’ t, or couldn’ t say. 

Is this the last Brutish? 
 
Super Slim version courtesy of no-time-at-all.  If you want to see your least favourite 
rag continue, you’ll need to contribute.  Articles (electronic only) by May 30th please. 
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The Howard Connection 
 
Our illustr ious leader  has his fingers in more than one pie.  Indeed, a whole bakers-
worth of pies is revealed in this exclusive, ten-part ser ies exposing the true wealth of the 
Howard family. 
 
Par t Three - The Hotel Connection 

 
Rooms start at £300 a night for a double (shared) with no bathroom.  Breakfast £300 extra. (Full Scottish) 
 

 

A Message from Our Sponsors 
By Our  Special Correspondent
Most on-target members of the human 
resources component of our 
operational expedient procedure will 
have noted the clear sign-posting of 
management’s blue-sky thinking 
concerning output in areas connecting 
bi-cultural impact with ongoing 
synergy. However, departmental 
concern is expressed at the excessive 
impact that some cultural footprints are 
having vis-à-vis corporate outturns 
blah blah blah blah bleah bleah bleah 
(at which point our special 
correspondent felt extremely nauseous 
and had to be excused) 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

Conference 
Call for papers 

Maintaining the Standards – The Singularity of 

Double Speak 
 

Thi s conf er ence,  whi ch wi l l  t ake 
pl ace i n a sui t abl y pr est i gi ous and 

expensi ve hot el  i n some exot i c 
l ocat i on,  wi l l  l ook at  devel opi ng 

t he i nt er - l oquaci ousness  of  
conf r èr al i sm i n t he wor k- pl ace,  and 

wi l l  ai m t o bui l d a new t hesaur us of  
excl usi v i t y.  

 
Those pr oposi ng t o submi t  paper s 

shoul d do so i n abst r act s not  
exceedi ng 150 wor ds.   

Compr ehensi bi l i t y wi l l  be negat i vel y 
r ewar ded 

 
e-mail: gobbledegook@crap.org.uk 
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And you thought you knew them…. 
 
�Think Cr istina got 
marr ied and then 
honeymooned in 
Mexico?  Just shows 
how little you know.  In 
fact, Cristina took holy 
vows and donned the veil in 
March, joining the Holy 
Order of The Sisters of 
Compassion as a novice 
nun.  In a sense she got 
married – to the church.  
Her ‘honeymoon’  was in the 
Order’s convent in Las 
Vegas, where she is training 
to be one of the world’s first 
‘Roulette Nuns’ .  She is 
now known as Sister 
Croupier of the Slot 
Machine. 
 
�Eduarda’s plans for 
retirement include taking an 
extended course of  para-
gliding to complement her 
passion for speleology.  
Ernie, to keep her company, 
has bought a new goldfish 
which he intends to train ‘ to 
ride restored Bonneville 
motorbikes’ .  We wish them 
both ‘good luck’ . 

 
�Isabel is experimenting 
with a specialised form of 
bee-keeping and is trying to 
get her little apiarian friends 
to make chocolate and 
peppermint flavoured 
honey. 
 
�Mark Applecart is going 
to remain calm. 
 
�Michelle has drawn up a 
new list of names for the 
baby.  She changes the list 
every six hours. At the time 
of going to press, the list 
included Tiger Lily, Jarrão, 
Yellow Plum, 
Wheelbarrow, Maria 
Conceituosamente, Timothy 
Alice, Amber and Little. 
 
�Joe P has become a 
vegan.  He now espouses 
only the consumption of 
bean shoots grown by 
himself on damp blotting 
paper (the blotting paper 
must be of organic origin) 
and wheat seed grown in 
decalcified 

chalk fields. Joe has lost 16 
kilos during the past week.  
He claims it is the only way 
to live in the Global Village. 
 
�Bev has applied to do 
Loraine’s job, as well as her 
own.  She said “Neither of 
us have got enough to do, so 
I thought if we put the two 
jobs together I might be 
able to stop twiddling my 
thumbs for a bit of the 
week.”   Bev is currently 
seeking advice from the 
illustrious veterinary 
psychologist Dr Hay 
O’Dobbin. 
 
�The Reverend Peter 
Blackburn conducts 
Eucharist every Sunday 
morning at Pizza Hut, Av de 
Brasil, Foz.  Rev Peter 
regularly leads prayers 
asking for God to intercede 
and show Microsoft Users 
the road to redemption. 

 

Romeo Gunnysack’s 
Outrageous Claim 
 
Visiting author Romeo Gunnysack claimed, in 
an interview to the Brutish Newt, that 
“Portugal, the Brutish Conchshell and rissoís 
are all inventions of the Sri Lankans” .  Mr 
Gunnysack, whose is currently touring 
Portugal as a guest of the Brutish Conchshell, 
made this claim after attending a banquet held 
in his honour at McDonald’s, Carrefour (Gaia) 
and was clutching a half-drained bottle of 7-Up 
as he met the press.  “These are all Sinhala 
words,”  he continued “  and it is well known 
that the famous Lankan sailor, Christopher 
Colombo”  – after whom the capital of the 
island nation is named – “discovered Madeira 
(both the cake and the drink) and later went on 
to build the Brutish Conchshell out of 
matchsticks.”  

     Romeo Gunnysack has published four 
books: ‘The Mooning Monk’ , ‘Reefer’  (which 
was shortlisted for the Essex County Library 
‘Under-10s Best Story’  competition in 1946), 
‘Sandblasting for Beginners’  (published by 
B&Q) and his latest novel ‘Heavens Above!’  
(a satirical look at the humour of Tibetan 
monks in exile). 
     Mr Gunnysack will be escorted from the 
country by a special detachment of armed 
police on Saturday. 

 

Romeo 
Gunnysack 
lectures a 
bald-headed 
git on Sri 
Lanka’s pre-
eminence in 
world affairs 
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Security at Breiner in the Red 
Student Abuse Allegations Investigated 

 
Due to the worsening 
security situation in war-
torn Trofa, the security 
guards at the Brutish 
Conchshell have been 
equipped with 
sophisticated equipment 
to combat potential 
threats to the peace and 
tranquillity that usually 
pervade these halls of 
learning.  Banished are 
the elastic band catapults 
and hard-stares that were 
once the sum of their 
armoury. Well, they can 
keep the hard-stares, 
though who would see 
them under the darkened 
perspex of their Mark III  
Defendo-visor™ laser 
adapted body armour 
and matching handbags?   

 
 
 
Gone are the threatening 
swing of a bunch of keys, 

and in their place are the 
British Army SA80 rifles, 
bought in a job lot by Sr 
‘Fingers’ Telinhos from 
Quartermaster Sergeant 
‘Dusty’ Miller “for a song”.  
The Brutish Newt tried to 
interview Corporal 
Ferreira at the front desk 
as he peered from behind 
his pile of sandbags into 
the traffic-ridden street 
where every car was a 
potential bomb; every 
pedestrian a potential 
terrorist.  Our valiant 
defender was not to be 
distracted from his job, 
and he peered, beady 
eyed, down the black 
barrel of his loaded rifle 
at a granny bringing her 
seven year old grandson 
for a VYL class.  Little 
more was gained from 
Lance-Corporal Costa, 
emptying clip after clip of 
shells into room 14.  His 
eyes were grimly glinting; 
his demeanour 
unrepentantly 
aggressive; his tie a 
tasteless shade of lilac. 
 

….. 
 
A management 
spokesperson speaking 
from the recently 
renamed Pentagon 
Room (because of its four 
walls) denied claims in 
the international press 
that students were being 
abused.  “It’s quite 

normal for students to be 
asked to use the present 
perfect,” he or she 
explained. “The use of 
phrasal verbs in a 
confined space is allowed 
by the Geneva 
Convention.”  He or she 
went on to admit, 
however, that none of the 
Conchshell staff had 
actually read the Geneva 
Convention.  One 
anonymous member of 
the teaching staff, Peter 
Blackburn, claimed that it 
was a skiing guide.  Joe 
Mendes, speaking under 
the understanding that 
his name would never be 
revealed, claimed it was 
a meeting of 
watchmakers.  All staff 
denied putting plastic 
bags over the heads of 
students while they 
declined irregular verbs.  
“This has been blown out 
of all proportion,” said the 
spokesperson. “What 
teachers get up to in the 
privacy of their own 
dugouts with their own 
shopping bags is up to 
them.” 

Director Marcus Howdie 
arrives for work 

Ferreira & Costa help an injured 
colleague on Friday evening 
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The Mark Howard Family Spot 
Number 4 

History and Background Info 
by Mark Howard 

Information: 
Age: 24 
Height: 5'6" 
Weight: 190 
Residence: Swindon, Boise, ID 
Years Bodybuilding: 1 year 
Favorite Body Parts: Quads, Hams & Chest. 
Favorite Supplements: Cytoplex, Isodyne & Glutamine. 
Hobbies: Rugby for five years (two Seasons per year). 
Favorite Bodybuilders: Tom Platz, Mark Appleby, Robby Robinson & Shawn Ray  

“I didn’t do nuffink” 
 
Some of our colleagues are in a 
surprising state of denial: 
 
- Michelle claims that not only is she not 
pregnant, but she’s still a virgin. 
 
- Not only are neither Joe P or Joe M 
related to each other, but neither of them 
have any relations, they say. 
 
- Emília says that she doesn’t like animals. 
 
- Lauren claims never to have bitten the 
head off a hamster. 
 
- Joana says her library smile isn’t at all false. 
 
- Isabel doesn’t like the colour blue. 

 
J o s ep h  G’ s  In c r ed i b l y   
En l i g h t en i n g  Co l u m n  

 
- Eduarda says she doesn’t plan to nag 
Ernie. 
 
- Fitch says it isn’t true that he changed jobs 
because Loraine found out he couldn’t 
teach. 
 
- Benilde insists that the tests that showed 
she was technically innumerate didn’t add 
up. 
 
- Telinhos claims that he didn’t deliberately 
crash Mark’s computer last week. 
 
- Goreti is emphatic that it is untrue that she 
has never read a book in her life. 
 
- Cristina says that she will never, ever get 
married. 
 

 
 

St r a t e j i  Ka v r a mı  
S t r a t e j i  
k a v r a mı n ı n  
Os ma n l ı c a  d a  
k a r ş ı l ı ğ ı  
“ Se v k u l c e y ş ”  
d e y i mi d i r .  As k e r i  
b i r  s ö z c ü k  v e  
k a v r a md ı r .  Sö z l ü k  
a n l a mı ;  “ As k e r i  
b i r l i k l e r i n  h a r b e  
h a z ı r  
b u l u n d u r u l ma s ı ,  
g e r e k e n  y e r l e r i n  
k a r a r l a ş t ı r ı l ı p  b u  
b i r l i k l e r i n  
o r a l a r a  s e v k  e t me  
i ş i  v e  b u  i ş i  
a r a ş t ı r a n  i l i m”  v e  
“ As k e r i  b i r l i k l e r i  

e n  u y g u n  t a r z d a  
y e t i ş t i r me  v e  
g e r e k t i ğ i n d e  
h a r e k e t  e t t i r me  
s a n a t ı ” d ı r .  
St r a t e j i  k a v r a mı  
ü z e r i n d e  ü n l ü  
s t r a t e j i  
u s t a l a r ı n ı n  v e  
k o mu t a n l a r ı n ı n  
f a r k l ı  d ü ş ü n c e l e r i  
b u  d ü ş ü n c e l e r e  
d a y a n a n  y a k l a ş ı m 
v e  u y g u l a ma l a r ı  v e  
t a n ı ml a r ı  v a r d ı r .  

Cl a u s e wi c h ’ e  
g ö r e  s t r a t e j i ,  
“ Ha r b i  k a z a n ma k  
i ç i n  mu h a r e b e l e r i  
k u l l a n ma  

s a n a t ı d ı r . ”  
Na p o l e o n  
s t r a t e j i y i  “ Ha r b i n  
y ü k s e k  s e v i y e d e  
s e v k  v e  
i d a r e s i d i r . ”  -  
“ Ha r b i n  y ü k s e k  
k ı s mı d ı r . ”  
ş e k l i n d e  
t a n ı ml a ma k t a d ı r .  
F e l d  Ma r a ş a l  
Wa s e l ,  s t r a t e j i y e  
“ S t r a t e j i ,  mu h a r i p  
b i r l i k l e r i  
mu h a r e b e  a l a n ı n a  
e l v e r i ş l i  b i r  
ş e k i l d e  g e t i r me  
s a n a t ı d ı r . ”  
Di y e r e k .   
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Profile 

This month’s 
profile looks, painfully, at the life of 
Mr Bonhomie himself, Fernando 
Bastard. 
 
Early days: Fernando was born in a lonely 
yurt in the Govï-Altay district of SW 
Mongolia, much to the surprise of his 
mother whose only companion for the 
previous three years had been a grumpy 
old goat.  Until he was three years old, he 
had the daily task of carrying six kilos of 
yak yoghurt on his head to market in 
nearby Bayaan-Ovoo, some 50 kms away. 
School:  Fernando attended the school at 
Tsagaauchuluut when the goat moved 
there to escape the nagging of his mother.  
Fernando was the school pencil sharpener 
until he was 12, when he graduated to 
rubber-outer (2nd class). 
First job: on leaving school with a handful 
of certificates stolen from the caretaker’s 
room, Fernando went to work in a local 
factory as elastic band elasticity tester. 
Qualifications: Fed up with the hum-drum 
job of elasticity tester, in spite of the 
flexible nature of the work, Fernando took 
himself to night school to improve his 
qualifications.  After 26 years he emerged 
triumphantly with a certificate in left 
handed glass blowing and dwarf throwing.  
To date, it is reckoned, Fernando is the 
only qualified left handed dwarf thrower 
east of Washington. 
Last Job: Before moving to the Brutish 
Conchshell, Fernando had obtained a post 
in Trofa due to a clerical error, the clerk 
mistaking Tsagaauchuluut for Trofa on the 
bus pass, an understandable error.  
Fernando was now an experienced flea 
circus trainer, and landed the plum job at 
Mr Pulga’s circus on the outskirts of Trofa 
where he successfully taught three 
generations of fleas to play the slide 
trombone. 
Likes: Fernando likes francesinhas, but 
not those made with yaks yoghurt or 
where the cheese has a particular 
elasticity. 

Dislikes: Fernando dislikes anyone who 
makes smart-arse comments about his 
shiny pate and those who make up spoof 
profiles of decent members of society.* 
 
*Luckily for the Newt, Fernando does not qualify as 
one of these. 

PAY SCALES – THE NEW 
INTEGRATED LOOK 

As recently explained by our High Commander, the 
new pay scales, due to be implemented internationally, 
are designed to give the work of our network teachers 
more kudos, though less escudos. 
 
Qualification/skill  Increment 
 
Certificate     0 
Diploma     1 
MA     -1 
PhD     -2 
Knight of the Realm    2 
Crowned Head of State (Europe)   5 
Crowned Head of State (Asia)   3 
President of USA     ineligible 
Piss Artist (weekend/part time)   1 
Piss artist (full time)    2 
Gutless wimp     3 
Hard headed negotiator   -5 
Scottish     10 
 
Worked examples: 
A newly qualified teacher with a certificate 
only will be laced on point 0 of the scale (zero 
pay) 
An experienced King of Belgium with four 
years experience and an MA in applied 
linguistics will start on point 5 (plus get to use 
Luxembourg on weekends) 
A gutless wimp from Glasgow who gets pissed 
every weekend and has the diploma will 
nominally get put on point 14, (in Portugal this 
is equivalent to €54,000 p.a.)but in reality will 
get €10,000 because they are a gutless wimp 
and wont dare to complain 
The President of the USA will not be 
employed because a) a minimum qualification 
is the ability to speak English and b) although 
we are a charity, we aren’t that kind of charity. 
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Passwords Galore! 
 
One of the annoying things 
about the Brutish Newt 
computer profile system 
(set up by those funny 
people from GIT) is that 
we all have to change our 
passwords just about once a 
week.  This causes many 
problems for some of our 
teachers, and some 
problems for many of 
them, not least because 
there are only a limited 
number of things you can 
do with the ‘basic’ 
password that each person 
assigns themselves.  This 
‘basic’ password is the 
event, person or happening 
in a person’s life that 
underpins all passwords.  
For example, all of Lauren’s 
passwords for her 
computer use are based on 
the word ‘fluffy’, because 
this is the name of the very 
first ickle lickle bunny 
wabbit that she garrotted 
when she was just 7 years 
old.  Hence Lauren’s 

passwords are invariably 
based on the word, or 
concept of ‘fluffy’ – ‘yffulf’, 
‘ffulfy’, ‘filthy’, ‘fluffy1’, 
‘fluffy2’ etc.   
 
The Brutish Newt is not 
revealing any secrets by 
printing Lauren’s passwords 
as she has a tendency of 
saying out loud the ‘secret’ 
password as she types it in, 
as she does every other 
code.  Hence it is public 
knowledge that her 
photocopy code is 66 7329, 
and her PIN code for her 
multibanco card (BPI) is 
4356. 
 
Other people have different 
ways of remembering 
codes.  For example, Isabel 
uses only numbers when 
deciding her codes, and her 
current favourite is using 
the most number of times 
she sang out of tune to 
‘Evanescence’ in one week 
– 0053.  Contessa Ferrari 

also uses numbers, though 
this is based on the amount 
of dollars in her Swiss Bank 
account and can 
subsequently be used 18 
times with a four digit 
number before getting to 
the end of the sequence. 
 
Can you work out who 
these GIT computer 
passwords belong to? 
 
lotsofbeans 
pmpdrulesok 
arsenal6rest0 
banjomania 
pAswOrD 
666999 
 
And what do you think the 
passwords for these 
individuals would be? 
 
Manuela 
Goreti 
Tony 
Carolyn 
Lucy 
Telinhos 

 

Patrick Buys a Road Map 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

All I need now is some kind soul who can 
show me how to open it and sort of 
indicate which way is up and which way is 
down and I reckon I’ll be able to take it 
from there, you know, and soon have us on 
our way to Penafiel, unless, of course, 
you’d rather go to Trofa.  I really don’t 
mind.  So, does anyone have the right kind 
of experience to open one of these things?  
Please?  Pretty please? 
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Pay Negotiations 
 
The protracted pay negotiations between 
staff and management at the Brutish 
Conchshell went into their tenth month with 
no sign of agreement on the horizon.  At first 
sight it might appear that there was no great 
bridge to make between the two sides, as 
management were talking about an overall 
figure of 2% while staff were asking for a 
minimum of 2.5%.  However, it was revealed 
today to Newt reporters that the 
management offer is based on a perception 
of the status of the Brutish Conchshell that is 
rarely perceived by the staff there, and vice 
versa. 
 
“We are a charity, and registered as such,” 
intoned Marcus O’Howdy, management 
drone, 1st class, after the latest talks broke 
down. “The fact that we are only asking 2% 
is a sign of our understanding of the 
hardships faced in the past by staff,” he 
went on in his monotonous Wiltshire and 
unitary authority drawl. 
 
“Hulle wees mal, my vriend. Nee luister na 
hulle!” explained the staff reps carefully, and 

went on to explain the problem in detail.  Not 
being able to understand a word they said, 
the staff reporter went to do some research 
in the local bar, where he found this 
explanation, lying at the bottom of the fifth 
glass of Super Bock and explains it thus: as 
BC is a charity, management are asking 
staff to contribute 2% of their salary p.a. to 
the running of the organisation.  For their 
part, the staff, realising that the BC has been 
increasing its profits every year since 1938 
at an average of 1.5% per minute, were 
acutely aware that BC directors slept on 
beds of gold, and bathed in pitchers of ewes 
milk, and were therefore asking a modest 
2.5% of the total profit accrued over the past 
60 years for each and every member of 
staff.  As one disgruntled staff member 
explained in broken English (for he was from 
Scotland) they had the pitchers, but where 
were the ewes? 
 
The negotiations continue.  The Embassy 
has declined to comment. 

 

ConHols – Our 
Gullible 
Colleagues 
 
Think the people you 
work with are pretty 
smart cookies?  Think 
again!  Revealed today 
in a shock report, we 
now disclose that some 
of those you thought 
you knew have been 
sold some pretty dodgy 
holidays this year.  Just 
what were they 
thinking of? 
 
The Reverend Peter 
Blackburn was sold a 
retreat in the holy city of 
Falujah. 

 
Tony paid a packet for a 
bird watching trip to Rio 
Tinto 
 
They saw Célia coming and 
sold her an expensive 
snorkelling holiday in 
Morecombe 
 
Sérgio paid dearly for his 
forthcoming wine- tasting 
trip to Lapland 
 
Mat paid a packet and is 
going yachting, she thinks, 
in central Yemen. 
 
Vicky and her family have 
mortgaged their house to 
go buffalo hunting on 
Porto Santo 
 

Jackie is looking forward to 
her no-costs-barred 
canoeing trip on the Ross 
Sea 
 
Raymond thinks he got a 
good deal on a cheese 
sampling week in Mini-
Preço 
 
Carolyn borrowed heavily 
to pay for her summer 
skiing trip to Holland 
 
Bev sold her dog and 
horses to pay for ‘the 
holiday of a lifetime’ by 
rally driving on the Channel 
Island of Sark 
 
Reports that most of the holidays 
were sold by a company calling 
itself ‘Newtish Tours’ is pure 
coincidence - Ed 
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Sports Page 

UEFA CUP 
A handy look at the game that has 

gripped the nation 
by the Newt’s sports correspondent 

Flinch O’Crumble 

 
Hello all you sporty type people out there.  I 
thought I’d start by giving you a quick run down 
of the game that the teams that are taking part in 
the Euro 2004 UEFA Cup tournament actually 
play. UEFA is an acronym, and it stands 
for….for….hang on, it’s here somewhere…..well, 
it’s got something to do with football – that’s the 
‘F’.  I believe the ‘A’ is for ‘Art’ and I might be 
wrong but I’m sure I read somewhere (the Isis 
Literary Gazette, I believe) that the ‘U’ was a 
reference to ‘Uileann’ pipes, the ancient Irish 
Gaelic form.  This, of course, challenges the ‘F’ 
which could in this circumstance refer to ‘failt’, the 
root of the Irish word for ‘welcome’.  Whatever it 
means, it is happening in June and July 2004. 
 
The tournament involves lots of grown men 
running around a field kicking a black and white 
thing about as well as each other, and an important 
part of the ‘game’ is when they all shout at the man 
in dressed in black who runs around with a whistle 
in his mouth.  Occasionally the man in black takes 
out a coloured card which seems to enrage the 
other men even more, especially the red card.  This 
usually has at least one of the other men going off 
the pitch to sulk.  The purpose of the game is hard 
to decipher, but seems to be based around the 
desire of some of the men wearing the same 
coloured shirts to hug and kiss, and to roll around 
on the ground.  Exactly why they do this is 
difficult to understand, but seems to have 
something to do with the lazy man on the field.  
There are two of these lazy men.  They don’t 
bother to dress properly, and they don’t run 

around the field like the other men.  Mostly they 
stay in a little house (which is very poorly 
constructed and appears to be useless at keeping 
the wind out) and then jump about or roll on the 
ground when the men from the other side come 
close. Sometimes the man in black blows his 
whistle and the men stop running around for a 
little while, and wave a each other for a few 
moments.  Then the man in black blows his 
whistle again and they all run around again.  Quite 
often one of the men falls over for no apparent 
reason and looks as if he is in agony.  Everyone 
gathers around and looks, and push each other 
about.  Sometimes an auxiliary person or persons 
come onto the field and touch them with a 
sponge.  Then the player on the ground gets up 
and runs around and everything starts again, and 
the man in black looks at his watch, probably 
because he’s left something in the oven. 
 
They do this for 45 minutes and then stop and go 
away.  When they come back they stand at the 
opposite and of the field to see if that feels better, 
and then run around, fall over, push and shout all 
over again. 
 
Each group of men (a ‘team’) wears the same 
coloured shirt and socks (except the lazy man.  
Why do they let him get away with it?)  Around 
the field are the supporters and they wear the same 
colours as one of the teams. Or the other.  They 
appear to be grouped at either end of the field.  
They shout and groan loudly and clearly have a 
miserable time while the ‘game’ is going on, 
judging by the expressions on their faces and the 
words they shout. 
 
The game is over when the man in black says so 
and the winner is the team that has rolled around 
the most on the ground, and hugged and kissed 
the most. 
 
Next week: Flinch explains the off-side rule to his pet 
rabbit. 

 
Not realising that a desk lay underneath 
what she assumed was the result of a gas 
bottle explosion, Dona Rosa started to 
clear this office space using a JCB and a 
14 ton truck.  After six hours work she 
discovered two children from C2 who 
had been lost for three days and had 
been living entirely on scraps of belgas 
and paper clips. 
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HEALTH & SAFETY 
We at the Newt feel it necessary from time to time to remind our readers of essential Health 
and Safety Measures currently in force.  They are for your own good.  Nag…nag….nag….. 
 
1. Respect the work space of other staff. Do not try to sit on the same seat at the same time as a 
colleague unless you have been introduced formally.  Holders of Portuguese citizenship only 
may sit on the table nearest windows. 
 
2. When entering and leaving a room, do so by means of the door, which may be operated by 
pushing or pulling the handle and thereby activating the hinges to effect the ‘open/close’ 
mode.  Exiting via the window is solely for forced ejection of unruly students and those named 
Nuno.  In this case please open the window first as Jules has been complaining of shards of 
glass cutting off the end of her tab while she sneaks a quick one while the her students are 
supposedly  doing a grammar exercise from the book. 
 

3. Please use the floors a) for standing on and b) for walking on.  Avoid the 
holes, the cables stretched across the floor and walk around rather than attempting to walk 
through the furniture (Deceased staff can ignore this item) 
  

4. Do not spit at the Security guards when entering or leaving the building.  The library is 
provided for this purpose. 
  

5. Do not overload the top drawers of filing cabinets with heavy objects like lorry batteries, 
spent uranium fuel rods and the contents of Raymond’s pockets. 
  

6. Do not set fire to the carpets while other members of staff are still chewing on them. 
  

7. If paper is jammed in the photocopier, do not try to remove it by hand.  Use the 3 kg  
crowbar  provided for this purpose, together with copious quantities of linseed oil. 
  

8. Please note that the Director’s chair is solely mechanical, and does not need to be plugged 
in. 
  

9. Do not leave your marbles on the stairs between classes as you are likely to lose them. 
  

10. Use the toilets for the purpose for which they are provided only.  Do not tether Welsh 
mountain sheep to the cistern.  The lavatory bowl is currently unsuitable for the breeding of 
piranhas or locusts. 
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Eduarda’s First Final Tour Page 
 

Everyone will know that Eduarda is doing her final tour of ‘o britânico’ even as these words are mistyped.  
What not everyone will realise is that Eduarda has been working with the Brutish Conchshell even before it 

actually was the Brutish Conchshell – an amazing feat.  In fact, Eduarda started teaching small children how to 
speak English when English itself was in its infancy and the world was yet to hear of Geoffrey Chaucer, let 

alone Will Shakespeare.  As luck would have it, the Brutish Newt was around for most of that time, and below 
we offer a few extracts from earlier editions as a tribute to Eduarda’s fabulous contribution, and for being a 

good sport. 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Roger is to spend a fortnight in 
Giggleswick wondering why. 
 
Eduarda is going on a heckling course 
at a leading centre for heckling in 
London. 
 
Lauren has booked a trip to Florida to 
engage in Alligator swamp wrestling. 
 
 
McENGLISH:  Course in the correct 
pronunciation of English.  Sponsored jointly 
by Glen Livett Distillery and Sinn Fein. 

*** 
 

PEOPLE IN THE NEWS 

 
Eduarda  has successfully finished a 
course at Tripoli University recently, and 
is now a fully qualified gun-runner.  
Congratulations to her. 
 
Marucha  will be in Amsterdam next 
week to give evidence to the High Court 
concerning her alleged involvement in the 
smuggling of sex-slaves from Poland and 
the Ukraine to the Netherlands.  We wish 
her the best of luck. 
 

Eduarda’s students prepare for a 
visit from Will Shakespeare 
himself 

1067 1598 

June 1998 

Hag Em:  Eh, Ed, throw another eye of newt 
                 into that cup-a soup, will you? 
Hag Ed:   I remember when we didn't have to do this. 
Em What's that then? 
Ed: Putting in eyes of newt on a Saturday 
Em: Mmm.  Or more than twice a year. 
Ed: 'S right.  Things are definitely going  
             downhill since……I don't know when 
Em:  Since that Macbeth feller moved into 
 yon castle. 
Ed: Which castle? 
Hag Maru:  Three Mexicans, that's who.  I saw 
 them myself. 
Em: What are you stirring that cauldron with, Hag 

Ed? 
Ed: This stick I found. 
Em: Wot stick?  Lemme see ….. Ooh, blimey, now 

you've done it! 
Ed: Done what? 
Em: It's not a stick.  It's Hag Maru's wooden leg 

that your usin' 
Ed: Oh 'eck! Look, the end's dissolved in the cup-

a-soup 
Maru: If you don't think so, just ask them. 
Em: See if you can do the same to her other leg.If 
they're the same length p'raps she won't notice. 
Ed But…….. 
Em: Don't argue.  Look.  Stick it in like this.  There, 

see.  The end of that's dissolved too. 
Ed: …….she only had one wooden leg. 
Em: Ooer.  It came off quite easy though. 
Maru: Especially when radishes bloom in Spring. 
Em: Never  mind.  I know a really grumpy spell. 
Ed: Bet it's not as grumpy as it used to be. 

 

The 
Haggling 
Hags made 
their first 
appearance 
in June 1999 

May 1997 
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Senior Management in ‘Sorry’  Shock 
 

In a shocking admission of culpability in 
the missing WMD (worksheets of mass 
distraction) scandal, reliable sources 
close to the Senior Management of the 
Brutish Conchshell came close to 
admitting that some members of the 
Senior Management Team (SMT) had 
not only heard of the word ‘sorry’  but 
some even admitted to 
knowing what it meant.  
Most readers will be 
aware that last year the 
SMT decided that the 
only way to control 
renegade teaching going 
on in the huts under the 
guise of WMD, which 
some observers claimed 
then did not even exist, 
was to launch a pre-
emptive timetable change 
to remove the threat to the 
main teaching centre (the 
WMD) and make ‘ the 
place safe’ .  Most 
commentators now agree 
that Dr Hans Biscuits and his team of 
experts who had reported that ‘ the 
WMDs probably no longer exist’  were 
correct in their original assessment and 
that, even if they had existed in the first 
place, the so-called WMDs certainly 
were not present in the huts now.  Has 

this made the SMT retract its bellicose 
cries when it changed the timetable so 
dramatically, citing WMDs as the 
reason?  Of course not.  In fact until 
today the Brutish Newt was beginning to 
think that the ’S’  word was missing from 
their vocabulary.  Indeed, the SMTs 
usual spokesperson, the curiously 

simian-shaped and gimlet-
eyed Mark Arbusto has never 
in his life been known to 
retract a single statement, 
admit to a single error or 
commit himself to any kind 
of reappraisal.  However, 
junior spokesperson Patricia 
Nonentity admitted in a 
hastily assembled press 
conference that Mr Arbusto 
does indeed know what the 
‘S’  word means, and she 
went on to claim that he 
demands it of other members 
of the SMT at regular 
intervals.  When asked if she 
herself was in fact 

apologising for the non-existence of 
WMDs Ms Nonentity explained that 
while she felt she could be sorry for 
people who had difficulty in saying sorry 
when people demanded the ‘S’  word 
from them and that some people might 
think that……. (contd page 86)

 
 
 
 

Did this man say “I’m sorry”? 

To Rent: 
Two Flying Pigs (one clockwise, one anticlockwise). Prices from €1 per 100 revolutions. 
Bomb making equipment (hourly rates, payable in advance) 
Complete set of mediaeval flags, torture equipment, and 12th century lesson plans (offers) 

Apply former owner, Room 14 



Brutish Newt – Our Guarantee: “We never knowingly tell the truth”  

Can Do Statements 
Part Three of our popular series 
 
In Par t 3, we look at the kind of ‘can do’  
statements that teachers at different levels 
should be able to carry out by the end of 
their  academic year . (Refer to the article on 
‘Class Codes’  to guide you through this) 
 
Class A1.1.XJ2.2.2C4.2 
 
By the end of the academic year, teachers of this 
class should be able to say: 
- I can remember my class code (except on 

Saturday mornings) 
- I can throw a wobbly on demand 
- I can cut up meaningless pieces of paper 

and glue them together 
- I can no longer hold intelligent 

conversations with adults 
 
Class A2.1.2.YA2.2.1JP.1 
 
- I can sleep for up to 2 hours at night 
- I can still feed myself, with some assistance 
- I can remember how good life used to be 
- I can drink two bottles of wine at night 

without it affecting me 
 
Class B1.2.2.XH3.1.2LD.2 
- I can spend hours at a time in out-of-body 

experiences 
- I can see a civil law suit before it becomes 

real 
- I can concentrate for up to 20 seconds at a 

time 
- I can clearly hear the approaching sound of 

the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse 

Class Codes 

To coincide with the recently adopted and 
fully integrated CEF measures for 
determining language learning competency 
across linguistically determinated cultural 
and lexical prolixisms and cointentionated 
meta-parameters, the Brutish Conchshell has 
decided to adopt the following simplified 
class code system.  A basic description of 

the thinking behind each class code is given 
to assist the teacher in remembering clearly 
each level that they teach, and for Registry 
to allow more space than the standard 7 
digits for class-code reference in future. 
Before giving the complete set of class 
codes, therefore, we are giving below a 
sample, plus explanation. 
Previous C2 This class was previously known 
as ‘C2’ , which meant it was delineated as level 
two (2) for Crianças (C) which is foreign for 
Children (C).  Most teachers at this level felt 
hopelessly compromised by the shortness of the 
class name, even when it was wrapped up in the 
hubris of time and date, e.g. C2-17F 
  To simplify the matter, the Committee for 
Naming Things has decided the following items 
needed to be taken into consideration: CEF level 
to a 10th degree (see appendix IV), plus time plus 
date plus location plus elevation plus 
concentration time/value formulae set against 
restrictions such as teacher’s height and 
predilection for strong spirits.  The total formula 
for an old C2 class meeting at 5.30 on a Friday 
evening in Foz would therefore be made up of: 
 
A – basic CEF level 
1.1.1.2.2 – subdivision of CEF basic level 
XJ.C4 – registry details 
1735/2025 – time of start & end of class 
1842-20 – time and duration of break 
52/5 – day of week (variants in Leap Years) 
41.1445 - Latitude 
-8.6139 – Longitude 
12.567 – elevation (metres) 
12.45>17.432 – range of concentration p/min 
6.01 – if taught by Tall Paul 
74% - ditto 
 
Hence, Tall Paul teaching this C2 class from 
17.30 on a Friday in Foz would result in the clear 
and precise class code of: 
 
A1.1.1.XJ2.2.2C4.2\1735/2025\1842-
20\52/5\41.1445*-8.6139 
\12.567\12.45>17.432\6.01\74 
 
On the other hand, a YL4 class being taught in 
Breiner, for example, would result in a class 
code which..                      (continued on page 125) 
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New Staff 
Unfortunately - for them - we have had to 
“welcome” some new staff this term.  We hope 
that they will stay longer than the average 3 
months before disappearing mysteriously to 
some Eastern location, and certainly longer than 
the late Richard (‘Mad Dicky’ ) Pevenshame who 
lasted only six and half hours with us. 
 
It must be said that none of the three new 
members of staff are especially handy with either 
carbon rods or high pressure argon welding, but 
no doubt we’ ll learn how to cope. 
 
The three unfortunates are Paul, who last worked 
as a manager of a termite farm in Eastern 
Transvaal (he was in charge of the labour 
intensive milking process); Greg, whose recent 
experience with sub-atomic particle physics with 
the Tashkent Science Academy (Nuneaton 
Branch) will be extremely handy when working 
with the smaller children; and Andrew, whose 
years of experience as a punka wallah in the 
Palace of the Maharaja of Tirupati have made 
him an ideal candidate for teaching pre-foetal 
English. 
 
Each of them has brought a unique form of 
transport with them to Porto, and in a spirit of 
fun they invite readers to guess which of the 
following favoured forms of getting from A to B 
belong to which of our gallant new intake. 

 

 
 

 

Holiday Highs 
Problems on the road 
Most colleagues had warned Lauren that going 
backpacking in Gaia was a bad idea for a 
holiday, but she was not to be dissuaded.  It was 
unfortunate, too, that she should be on the road at 

the same time that the evil Gimli dwarf twins 
escaped from Bondini’s Circus.  What was, 
perhaps, surprising, was that Lauren should 
become the leader of this little gang, and their 
well-reported reign of terror on petrol stations up 
and down the A1 only ended when GNR Cabo 
Joaquim Silva tracked them down to their lair in 
Miramar, where the complete stolen collection of 
GALP’s promotional fluffy toys was discovered.  
Lauren is currently serving a Community Order 
Service working with deprived children in Foz. 
 
Peter is one of those people who just will not be 
told what to do.  Subsequently his friends were 
not surprised when he ran into trouble while 
sight-seeing in Sadr City, Baghdad.  His guest 
house turned out to be less than comfortable, and 
his hosts insisted that he wore bright orange 
jump suits day in, day out, as his rather grainy 
holiday snaps will testify.  Apparently they threw 
him out after he insisted on debating with them, 
again, the superiority of the Apple Tri-234 over 
the less robust and problem flawed PC XP543.  
He had to return the jumpsuit as well as the 
rather large kitchen knife he had ‘borrowed’ . 
 

Hurricane triple-whammy 
Attempts to take out the Contessa and her 
Toy Boy while on holiday missed the mark 
on no less than three occasions last summer! 
While Contessa Ferreira and the Lanky Git 
might have thought they were doing OK by 
booking a Caribbean holiday last summer, 
what they hadn’ t taken into account was the 
notorious Doná-Feetch gang and the 
contract that had been taken out on them.  
Having arranged for an incredible three 
hurricanes to strike while the guile-less 
couple dozed on hot sandy beaches, the gang 
were miffed to note that all three storms 
only clipped the island, hardly disturbing 
their beach-towels, let alone hurling them 
mercilessly into the raging waters of 
the…erm…merciless Caribbean Sea, as 
planned. 
 
However, they claim that they will be ready 
next year, and have been practising with a 
variety of geo-physical as well as climatic 
features, and were recently seen hard at 
work in the Mount St Helens region in NW 
USA. 
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News from Foz 
Dear Fuzzbods, 
 
Our new class BB1.1 (beginner barbers, number 
one all round) will 
start in room 101 this Friday at 6.30 am. 
 
If you have misplaced a student, please check the 
moat before 
reporting them missing. 
 
YBO (the great unwashed) meets to discuss the 
issue of the week: "How 
'Head & Shoulders' revolutionized my social 
life." 
 
Due to an unexplained leak of radiation from the 
all weather pitch 
teachers are requested to wear their name badge 
at all times. It 
contains a carefully disguised indicator. 
Warning: If dipped into 
Bongo juice the reading will be completely false. 
 
That's all for today, Yippee! 
 
 

News from Maia 
Algernon XR2i Snodgrass, who has been 
observed skulking round the Maia Premises on 
and off during the last four decades, cleared his 
email box last week, freeing up approx 90Gb of 
server space. Director M Hopefulle commented: 
"I  don't know where we'll be in Maia next 
week, but we'll be able to put all our lesson plans 
on the G drive". 
 
Snoggers has meanwhile sloped off to the 
Algarve to deliver a seminar on beachcombing 
for bimbos (course code BB-0.0) 
 

Library News 
Electronic Amanuensis - 1st 
Edition 
With hints that the library service at the 
Brutish Conchshell has finally reached the 
late 20th century, and is gamefully striving to 
enter the 21st century, we note that the first 

edition of the Electronic Amanuensis has 
been successfully launched.  This useful 
digest of news and information from the 
world of information and, just occasionally, 
books, combines all you need to know from 
the ISM newsletter (nominated the most 
boring newsletter ever) to Tellytubies 
Weekly.  Packing a punch of information, 
this is bound to turn off teachers(,) who are 
well known for not wanting to be well 
informed.  What makes it especially good, 
of course, is its frequent reference to BritLit. 

 
Spot the Books 
In a new effort to encourage library users to 
actually come in and pick up books, the 
library and infidelity service (LISC) is to run 
a small competition, with fabulous rewards.  
The aim is to direct competitors by means of 
some cunning clues to the location of the 
three remaining books that the library has in 
its possession.  The lucky winners get to 
take the books home for up to a month, and 
they can read them too if they so desire.  To 
enter, send in applications to The Smiley 
Librarian, a.k.a. Joana Sorriso, c/o LISC 
(near the front door) by the end of 
September 2002. 

 
TREPS Election trial 

run by Diebold 
The elections for teachers’  reps at the Brutish 
Conchshell this year have been carried out by the 
giant US company ‘Diebold’ , who are providing 
no less than 70% of the computerised election 
software and hardware for the American 
Presidential election this year.  Company 
spokesperson, Gerry Mander, claimed that they 
were using the local TREP election to refine 
their software to “make sure we come up with 
the right selection” he winked.  In a trial run of 
the disenfranchisement software, anyone whose 
name did not originate from the Cornish uplands 
was automatically disqualified.  Diebold were 
said to ‘be ‘delighted’  about the success of 
election.  When asked their reaction to the new 
system most of the staff we spoke to said ‘What 
election?’  
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Unsuccessful 

Training Courses 
Recently Attended 
Some colleagues have not got all they 
might out of recent training courses that 
they were sent on, at great expense. We 
report 
Cr istina –  “Avoiding pregnancy at 
home and work”    
Mark Applecar t – “The hermitage – 
caves, celibacy and the single man”  
Carolyn – Pilgrim’s ‘silent way’  
teaching method 
Emília – “The complete makeover: 
elegance and charm at a stroke.”  
Fernando – “How to prevent hair loss: a 
guide to maintaining virility”  
Patr ick – “A Point of Interest: making 
yourself worth talking to”  

Joe P – “Someone else’s problem: 
complete guide on avoiding 
responsibilities of fatherhood”  
 

Horses for Courses 
The well established Bev Newman Horse-
riding School near Ponte de Lima never 
ceases in its efforts to come up with 
experimental ways of riding Equus caballus.  
In the latest of its zany horse riding efforts, a 
brick wall plays a major part in the 
proceedings, as does an attempt by the rider 
to fly unaided by wings or any local 
Pegasus.  The integrated rider-wall 
technique is still in its infancy, and requires 
some fine-tuning, admitted stable boss Bev 
from her hospital bed in Viana. 

 
 

 
Submit your captions 
to the editor by  31 
October 

Caption Competition 
What is being said and what is being thought? 
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Joe’s ‘ Instant 
Clarity’  Page 

Josef von Guerra was recently asked 
what his position was on the raging 
debate currently engulfing the lower 
corridors of Breiner: Oreos, Belgas 
or Hobos?  He responds with his 
usual direct and pithy prose 
“Links abound between these three 
different subjects – Weberian social 
action oreos, Clausewitzian strategic 
belgas and the non-linear hobo 
classroom.  All three either deal with 
or are social systems dominated by 
social action and chocolate.  Each 
concerns the understanding of 
empirical reality as it is, not in proscribing 
how it should be, or whether the biscuit is 
exposed or not.  Weber’s goal is a 
“conceptual ordering of empirical and e-
additives reality”  by way of consistent and 
testable methodology.  Clausewitz’s use of 
taste and rejection theory, as described in the 
introductory quotation, is also about 
conceptual ordering of a complex social 
reality by using theory to understand it.   
 
Yet to me the most obvious reason is that 
the interweaving of Weberian social action 
oreos, Clausewitzian strategic belgas and the 
non-linear nature of hobos simply works.  
Clausewitz writes, “Nothing is more 
important in life than finding the right 
standpoint for tasting and chewing biscuits, 
and then stuffing the packets into any 
available orifice.  One point and one only 
yields an integrated view of all phenomena; 
and only by holding to the point of view can 
one avoid inconsistency.”1   
 
In my view the point of view necessary for 
“seeing and judging chocolate events”  
within the ELT classroom is through the 
lens of Weberian social oreos.   

                                                 
1 Carl von Clausewitz, On War, Book 8, Chapter 
6 

 
When questioned about the relevance of 
empirical reality and in attempts not to 
proscribe it in relationship to biscuits, Josef 
von Guerra’s attitude was understandably 
Prussian: 
 
“What we are saying is that reality is far too 

complex to understand.  At the 
same time empirical study is 
also limited since we judge 
what we see in terms of 
concepts which colour what 
we do see, which I guess is 
Plato's theory of forms.  
Anyway the conceptual 
framework and methodology 
provide us with nomological 
knowledge from which we can 
make theoretical predictions.  

We compare a small, subjective slice of 
reality as we see it with our ideal type 
constructions and draw deductions, we are 
not judging reality per say, but comparing it 
with theoretical concepts of high precision 
which are unreal”  
 
Note to readers: we are talking about 
biscuits/ cookies/ bolachas 
 

New boys Greig Sibelius and Andy 
Land Rover have composed their 
own track record so far. Sibelius 
has been blogging madly ever since 
arriving in Porto. Having blogged 
his way over three continents, he 
is going for the world record before 
GTI2 renders all previous blogs 
obsolete in the great Megabyte 
Makeover. Meanwhile Rover is 
plotting a course for a lonely spot 
on the Galician coast, where he 
hopes to (…message from carrier 
pigeon unclear from this point on) 
 

Josef  X. von Guerra 
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CONFERENCE SPECIAL 
 
 
 
 
 
One Country, One Team 
The official slogan of the conference 
‘One Country, One Team’, was turned 
into a rousing Conchshell Anthem by the 
star of the show, Ian ‘La Scala’ Mc 
Milan.  The Newt has confirmation that 
the anthem must now be sung on the 
following occasions: 

• At the beginning of each working 
day 

• To start every BC meeting 
consisting of more than three 
people 

• As a prayer at the beginning of 
every meal taken in the company 
of other BC staff 

• At the beginning and end of 
every class lasting more than 5 
minutes 

• At Christmas and end of year 
festivities 

• At airports to greet visitors to the 
BC 

• At the commencement of train 
journeys where the ticket has 
been purchased BC 

• Every time the names ‘David 
Green’ or Neil Kinnock’ are 
mentioned. 

To remind members of staff of the 
words, the Newt is printing them below 
in a handy cut-and-save supplement. 

 
 
The Brutish Conchshell 
Anthem 
 
One Country, One Team 
One Country, One Team 
One Country, One Team 
                                        Huh! 
 
Underpants and steam 
Adverbs and cream 
Management is mean 
Salaries are lean 
 
One Country, One Team 
One Country, One Team 
One Country, One Team 
                                        Huh! 

 
Don’t appear too keen 
Machiavellian scheme 
Nightmarish dream 
Catastrophic theme 
 
One Country, One Team 
One Country, One Team 
One Country, One Team 
                                        Huh! 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

The Brutish Conchshell’s first ever national conference was held recently in the Hotel Sanita 
in the sleepy riverside village of Lisbun.  The Brutish Newt decided to send its top reporters 
to cover the entire event. 
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A Cascade of Joes  
One of the offshoots of the training 
programme has been the inevitable rush 
of ‘cascade’ training that ensues.  This 
is to be referred to officially in future as 
a ‘flow’ of cascade training, though 
many recipients will consider it to be a 
flood, being inundated as they are by 
the multiple eddies springing from a 
variety of sources. 
 
The involvement of various Joes in 
training initiatives (in particular ICT) 
means that inevitably a group of training 
Joes has become known as ‘a cascade 
of Joes’ and the Newt has been reliably 
informed by the Oxbridge University 
Press that ‘cascade’ is to be included in 
the next edition of the Greater Oxbridge 
Dictionary and Colouring Book as the 

official collective noun for a group of 
Joes. (Note: an impassioned meeting of 
Australian marsupials in Alice Springs 
has made sure that this will not be 
included in the Antipodean version of 
the dictionary, where it will continue to 
be called ‘a hop’ of joeys). 
 
A recent attempt to include the number 
of Pauls now evident at the Brutish 
Conchshell in the collective term 
‘cascade’ has been dismissed by a team 
of academics meeting Rittos’ Fish and 
Veal bar in downtown Cedofeita as 
“preposterous”.  The proper name for a 
group of Pauls, according to Professor 
Bevequus of the University of Fornelos 
is “a pall of Pauls”, which are usually 
referred to in the abstract as “an 
appalling pall of pauls”. 

 
Ian McMillan’s serious side 
Mr McMillan, who was narrowly pipped at the post for nomination this year as poet 
laureate to follow Andrew Motion when it was discovered that Mr Motion wasn’t actually 
dead (only his poetry), has revealed to the Newt something of 
his serious side, and devotion to many worthy causes.  
Unfortunately cub reporter Brenda O’Blog couldn’t remember 
what this was when she awoke from a rhyme and alcohol 
induced period of rambling unconsciousness, but found this 
poem pinned to her jumper in the poet’s own hand. 
 
July is the lady in blue    Skirt and shoes 
July is the man in blue    Trousers and hats 
Sky as blue as   All those things 
across the ancient valley    the church bell rings 
 
 
Knox Scale 
Second only to the Richter scale in 
measuring impact and devastation, the 
international standard Knox scale of 
Workshop Engagement, Performance 
and Testosterone (WEPT) was fully in 
evidence at the Conference.  The Knox 
WEPT standards measure participant’s 
reaction to workshops – their content 
and delivery – on a scale of 1 to 10, with 
1 being described as ‘benign; 
participants feel refreshed and 
invigorated to carry out their duties as a 

result of the session’ to level 10, which 
is ‘malign: intense rage and anger, 
frustration and impotence caused by 
content of workshop.’  As a matter of 
historical record, the only time when this 
scale was officially exceeded, with a 
staggering WEPT rating of 12 being 
shown on a range of measuring devices, 
was during the BC Portugal Conference 
in Lisbon in February, 2005.  Many 
participants from this workshop are still 
undergoing professional help and 



Our pledge: “We never knowingly print the truth.” 

support from a dedicated team of specialists. 
 
Seismic arm waving 
Many members of staff will have noticed 
the manic waving of arms above her 
head, not to mention the waggling 
hands placed on the head of BC 
Portugal Director, Rosemary 
Geologicalfault, during one of Ian ‘I wish 
I was making this up’  McMilan’s 
sessions.  The Newt would like to put 
this into context and point out that 
Rosemary frequently waves her arms 

above her head and waggles her hands, 
especially at Senior management 
meetings, and always when in the 
presence of some TCM Managers, and 
is not an activity confined to events with 
visiting poets.  She is receiving the very 
best in medical care, and is expected to 
make a partial recovery within years of 
leaving Portugal. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Above: Managers arrive for the staff conference.  
Left: happy non-managerial workers from Brutish 
Conchshell arriving at conference 

Porto staff celebrate with Ian ‘ee 
by gum’ McMilan 

Right: Goreti was 
one of the event’s 
hostesses 

Bev assesses the 
workshop on Project 
Development 
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The Conductor 
Due to a misunderstanding 
between twin brothers, the 

conducting of a group of 
oral poets at the recent 
conference went seriously 
awry.  By asking long-lost 
twin Fitch to conduct one 
half of the hall, brother Ian 
was unintentionally 
wreaking havoc and as a 
result one half of the hall 
broke down in wails of 
confusion while trying to 
chant the newly formed 
and catchily entitled 
‘British Council in Portugal 
Anthem and Hymn of 
Praise in Anticipation of 
2010’.  It seems that Mr 
Fitch, who had, according 
to his brother, been 
kidnapped by Circus Folk 
as a baby, had thought he 
was being asked to 
conduct the group as in 
taking fares from them as 
they waited to travel to the 
land of enlightenment, and 

his cries of “one euro forty” 
were misunderstood as 
attempts to lead the group 
in community singing.  Mr 
Fitch is currently helping 
the police with enquiries 
concerning the non-issue 
of tickets for monies 
received at an earlier 
conference in London. 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Dinner and show 
The organisers of the dinner and 
entertainment would like it known that 
they feel complaints about the evening 
by conference delegates were unfair 
and, in some cases, unfounded.  Said 
organiser Patsy Scam “Apart from the 

entertainment, food, wine and company, 
everything went as well as we had 
expected”.  She went on to say that the 
organisers were disappointed that 
Carlos Cruz hadn’t been available to 
entertain the children, but felt that Dave 
and Mark did well as the make-shift 

Checking in and out 
It won’t have escaped many people’s attention that Lauren 
was refused admission to the hotel as she had failed to 
produce her ID card on demand.  What many people 
probably won’t have realised is that Lauren spent the night 
of the conference sharing a cardboard box with Nuno 
O’Copo in the doorway of Banco Espirito Santo, next door 
to the hotel.  Lauren would like to thank the kind passers-
by, including conference delegates who failed to 
recognised their colleague, who dropped coins into her tin 
mug.  She was puzzled by Carolyn’s donation of a broken 
pair of shoes, three empty vodka bottles and a plastic tulip. 
 

Down and Out in Porto and Lisbon, 
Nuno O’Copo and Jorge O’Rwell 
(hidden) wait for the caviar handout 
from conference delegates 

Mr Fitch shortly before 
medication time 
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theatre troupe.  “As for the food and 
drink,” continued Patsy from her 
Seychellois bolthole “we made sure the 
tins were opened by professional chefs, 

and the wine contained only the best 
quality chemicals, some of which are 
actually approved by the EU as 
colouring agents.” 

 
 

 
OTHER NEWS 
Things overheard in the teachers room 1 
 
The Rev.Blackbeard is having a discussion with Jesus Peartree about the best 
operating systems for computers.  
 
Rev B   Well there is a small firm in Glossop which belongs 

to a man whose brother sang in a choir I once 
heard and they produced a Flotsam 98 system. 

J.P.      Does it play movies? 
Rev.B   The interesting thing about it was it is based on the 

Jetsam 97 system and the people who wrote that 
were from Shrewsbury.. 

J.P.     Did that play movies’ 
Rev .B   Well anyway I think it would be a good back-up 

system for the BC and I will mention it to Osama 
Been Missing. 

J.P.     Will we be able to watch movies? 
Rev.B    Ah Mark(BOSS). We were just discussing the 

operating systems.. 
Mark  Mark my words Grr.Osama...Snazzle frazzle 

razzle..huff 
Rev.B    Who produces that...? 

 

Part of the furniture speaks out 
 

Of course, it’s stimulating to be part of what 
has always been such a technologically 
advanced organisation. I can remember back 
to when the British Council first came to Porto, 
the first electric light bulbs were installed and 
the Banda copying machine was replaced by 
our very own photocopier. The glee in the 
staffroom over crumpets toasted beside the 
log fire! Housed variously in what are now the 
“smoking” room, Dona Rosa’s den, front, back 
and side offices and, occasionally, the corridor 
outside the Teachers’ Room, the first 
challenge was to locate it each morning. (To 
this day, no-one has been able to officially 
account for its mysterious disappearance 
during the Cuban Missile Crisis). Then came 
the first training sessions, and we were taught 

how to gradually crank up the device to an 
astounding 12 copies an hour. More changes 
were afoot. Singsongs around the piano and 
jolly impromptu panto performances gave way 
to the convenience of a cassette recorder. 
(Yes, one whole one per building!) Back in the 
old days the gardener would ‘give the place a 
lick of paint’ over the summer; now it’s a 
‘makeover’ and designer colours - Rm 5 Dolce 
& Gobboner, Rm 8 Christian Lacrosse, Rm 9 
Yohji Yohohomoto, just to name a few. Then 
BBC Micros arrived on the scene and we had 
our first taste of the joys to come, as “upgrade” 
followed upgrade until GIT 2u2 became the 
order of the day.  
     Of course, the final frontier is Foz, at the 
forefront of pioneering research and where 

Rev Blackbeard, before 
commital proceedings. 
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any daring, challenge-loving ELT professional 
is headed these days. Housing Lauren’s 
extensive and world-renowned collection of 
flashcards for foetuses and featuring the 
“cosiest” Teachers’ Room in the Conchshell 

network (swinging cats NOT welcome), Foz is 
a dream come true for intrepid adventure 
seekers. New teachers (“Cubs”, as they are 
called) are issued with essential equipment on 
Day 1 (we’re counting) as follows: 

 
 
 
 
 

 
* Huskies supplied by Fitzfrantic Enterprises Ltd. 
** Courtesy of criminososunidos.com 

 
 
Teachers are trained in survival techniques, 
abseiling, paragliding, white-water rafting 
and given handy tips on puddle avoidance 
by veteran inmates. Furthermore, there are 
rumours that the BC is about to invest in a 
trained St. Bernard so that hard-pressed 
teachers need no longer transport rations 

and water supplies to the farthest-flung 
outposts of the Conchshell to sustain 
themselves during those all-too-short breaks 
from scaling the chalkface. Instead, Bongos 
and Belgas will come to them! It seems such 
a long time since the days of tea and toast 
by the fire, what will they think of next? 

 
 

Item    Qty 
Map    1 
Compass   1 
Portable GPS device  1 
Team of huskies* 1 (6 dogs, 1 sledge, 3 x nº of days worked x nº of students + (x-

y²) where x=time of class and y = Paulo’s birthdate tins of 
dogfood.)  
TO BE SIGNED OUT 

Big Sack 6 (to carry learner folders, calendars and course objectives; see 
huskies above) 

Stout boots 1 pair 
Waterproof socks 2 pairs 
Oilskins 1 set (one size fits all) 
Swiss Army Knife 1 
Lock-Picker** 1 
Badge 1; (without this electronic tagging device you simply won’t get 

beyond the perimeter fence, so don’t even think about losing it, 
Buster). 

Rations 1 pkt Belgas and a cup of coffee if Tony’s in the mood 
Soft Toys as many as you can handle 
Valium q.b. 
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Residents of Breyner Road, Dun Early 
Road. Michael Bombadier and adjoining 
Rosary Street were horrified recently to 
learn that Nuno Nabo ( of no fixed 
abode) had been given only ‘a warning’ 
at the local magistrates court for a crime 
that has left respected grammarians and 
professional pedants requiring medical 
treatment and expensive acupuncturist 
bills.  “We’re going to fight this,” said 75 
year old Prof. Alain d’Auber as he 
choked back a hairball. “It’s a 
scaaandal,” agreed bed-ridden Dr 
Raimondo Err. “The wee man should 
have his jewels plucked and stuffed 
doon his ain throat.” 
Nuno Nabo was arrested by police last 
October in what the prosecution had 
seen as a shut and close case, and lawyer 
Dr. Pedro Intrujável had claimed at the 
opening of the trial that Nabo’s crime 
would ‘ ring high the land of insociates 
and find its baseness in the deep of 
slough.’  Criminal pathologists and 
pathological criminals have been 
competing with each other to 
comprehend the deeper, nay the 
primary meaning of what Intrujável 
had to say. 
Fourteen witnesses, one of them sober, 
stated in court that Nabo had said, 
clearly and in full hearing of everyone 
of everyone assembled in Fernando’s 
Delicatessen and Omelette Emporium 
“ I aren’ t not never going in whatever 
way to do that.”   While the general 
public might just see a misdemeanour 
in the double negative, specialists 
claim that the placing of the adverb 

clause constituted the criminal act of 
implied split infinitive, though this was 
hotly contested by Nabo’s mother, 
Mae Nabo (née Batata) who claimed in 
court that Nabo junior had never, ever 
touched a spliff. 
Dr Err said that they would be 
contesting the court’ s decision ‘by 
hook or by crook’  and that they would 
‘ leave no stone unturned’  in redressing 
what they say is a gross miscarriage of 
justice.  Asked for their expert 
appraisal, Brutish Conchshell 
representative Marcus Aurelius 
Applecart said “We ain’ t not got no 
fucking clue, pal” . 

 
 

Reporter: A. N. L. Retentive 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   Brutal Attack Goes Unpunished 

JOBS FOR THE BOYS 
ALL LEGIT & ABOVE BOARD 

 
Wanted:  Immigrant Workers with a 
smattering of English.  Are you a qualified 
doctor, engineer or accountant? Are you 
from the Ukraine, Romania or Bulgaria?  
Are you fed up with being given the run 
around on building sites for just 50 euros a 
day (yes, yes, we know that is a month’s 
wages back home, but listen). Do you want 
to earn up to 250 euros a month (before tax) 
as an English teacher? Da? Contakt cu 
instankt princpii il direktori Dr Markuu 
How-Yardy por un intrivesta imediati. Then 
we can dump some of the dozy bastardii cue 
enţei nossa klasskwartaş 
 
Contact Brutish Box No 213 
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Green Days 
The enthusiasm with which the popular 
‘green’ days have been greeted by teachers 
has surprised management. Spokesperson 
for the local management team, Lorrie 
Connecticut, said “We certainly didn’t 
expect them to be queuing outside the 
doors from 2 a.m. just to be sure of a seat 
but that is what happened.”  Excited 
Green Day hopeful Victoria Carnation 
said to Brutish Newt reporter Ima Frawd 
that she hoped that she’d get a place ‘this 
time because I’ve tried six times now and 
been unlucky but I feel that I’m going to 
get a place and actually take part in a 
Green Day at last.  Today’s my lucky day.”   
Victoria is said to be doing well in St 

John’s Hospital following an unfortunate 
incident with a crane and a hopper full of 
used Intermediate text books, which 
happened shortly before the doors opened 
to let in the lucky winners of this years 
Green Day lotto.  Successful applicant 
Mickey Baste, on leaving the Green Day 
event was asked what she got out of it.  
She looked nonplussed (not easy when 
wearing plus4s) before admitting she’d 
fallen asleep after the opening address 
(Rua do Breiner,155) but admitted that 
after waiting for 16 hours in the rain for a 
ticket she had been exhausted.  Brutish 
Newt later discovered that Mickey Baste 
was one of the trainers. 

 
Coming Soon:  Blues Days 
Not content with 
offering staff green, pink 
and grey days, the Brutish 
Conchshell is venturing 
on a voyage into the 
subconscious by offering 
teachers ‘blues days’ by 
which they mean days in 
which the staff member 
“can become as 
miserable as they really 
need to be” according to 
Senior Spokesperson Bev 

Whiphand.  It seems that 
staff had been turning up 
to work ‘as miserable as 
sin on almost any day of 
the week’ and 
management decided to 
take control of the 
situation.  The aim of the 
project, says Bev, is to 
concentrate miserable-
ness  into just three or 
four days a week instead 
of the full six working 

days of the week.  
Management claim they 
will be seeing results by 
means of an upturn in 
productivity by the year 
2012.  Independent 
analysts claim that this is 
a very optimistic figure 
and suggest that the year 
2257 is a more accurate 
prediction. 

 

 
More Testing 
It seems that more testing, not less, is 
needed at the Brutish Conchshell.  While 
some wimpy teachers have been 
complaining that the amount of testing 
now required to be carried out during a 
full academic year is unrealistic, 
management have hit back with the 
startling evidence produced by 
independent analysts ‘Loraine Kennedy 
Associates’ that proves that not enough 
testing is being done.  Far from it, says 
Lorraine Keenlady (no relation) “for we 
now know for a fact that teachers are  

allowing enough slack in their 
programming for students to actually learn 
something.”  It seems that instead of 
keeping students constantly at the ‘testing’ 
stage, some teachers have been taking 
time off and teaching their charges a thing 
or two. “What would happen,” says 
Keenlady “if we allowed this to continue?  
Students would start to pass their exams 
by acquiring knowledge.  The next thing 
you know they’d be leaving us because 
they learned all we can teach. Who would 
be paying the bills then?” she ventured. 
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Not many people know that 
Lucy keeps her red and blue socks in separate drawers, in separate rooms. 
Greg once had a passionate affair with a terrapin. 
Joe P’s hobbies include pressing wild flowers 
Raymond’s mum still shows visitors his ballet tutu that he 
wore until he was 32 
Mark A sings every night to a stick insect called Algernon 
Fernando is unable to stand on one leg 
Paulina used to imitate Ronald Reagan as a party trick 
Joe G used to be Ronald Reagan 
Amélia’s nest of scorpions once escaped in the Arrábida 
Shopping Centre 

 
 
 

Loraine talks sense 
Of course 
there has 
always been an 
element of 
doubt sewn 
into the fabric 

of 
interpersonal 

and inter-managerial 
synergies when faced with 
the fractured interfaces that 
precede even the most 
simple or even the simplest 
of tasks if that task or 
multiple functioning 
actions, if you’d rather, I’m 
easy, ha ha ha, has in 
anyway a base of 
unstructured outputs which 
don’t correlate with the 
initial concept especially if 
that concept was drawn 
erroneously, as it so often 
is, I’m sad to say, right, and 
which has mistakenly 
ordered its own synapses in 
such a way – and I find this 
quite mind boggling – that 
the very taste and smell of 
what is supposed to have 

been, or speaking from 
another point of view, what 
will have been being,  the 
very essence of its own 
existence; now I know you 
know what I’m on about 
here because I can see that 
you still haven’t fallen 
asleep and that your eyelid 
reactions are more or less in 
accordance with the 
structured plan that I 
prepared earlier and while 
retinal activity is responsive 
both to light and sudden 
sound stimulus then I know 
that our interpersonal 
relationship is functioning 
along a more or less 
correctly predestined path 
which, although I don’t 
actually believe in 
predestination, is something 
that can be assessed with 
uncanny accuracy as long as 
certain principles are 
adhered to. By which of 
course I mean the doubt, 
which is sewn into the 
fabric of interpersonal and 

inter-managerial synergies 
when faced with the 
fractured interfaces that 
precede even the most 
simple or even the simplest 
of tasks if that task or 
multiple functioning 
actions, if you’d rather, I’m 
easy, ha ha ha, has in 
anyway a base of 
unstructured outputs which 
don’t correlate with the 
initial concept especially if 
that concept was drawn 
erroneously, as it so often 
is, I’m sad to say, right, and 
which has mistakenly 
ordered its own synapses in 
such a way – and I find this 
quite mind boggling – that 
the very taste and smell of 
what is supposed to have 
been, or speaking from 
another point of view, what 
will have been being,  the 
very essence of its own 
existence.  Now, what was 
the question? 

Carolyne: a tidy desk is the sign of a tiny mind 

Secrets Revealed 
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Rosie’s Charity Shop 
Not many people know, and even fewer want 
to know, that our own beloved Contessa 
Rosinda Ferrari runs a small charity shop in 
Gondomar.  The object of her charitable 
work is to provide much needed funding for 
hard-pressed language teachers from a luso-
canadienne background, and she does this by 
selling unwanted goods in her 
Avenida das Defeituoso fronted 
shop which, she says, she acquired 
for a song.  Quite which song she 
doesn’t explain but it is 
understood that it was supplied as 
an enticement for her to stop 
singing during a particularly 
raucous karaoke evening in a bar 
in nearby Valongo.  Entering the 
shop is like walking into an Aladdin’s cave, 
assuming that Aladdin had suffered from 
sensory deprivation at the hands of the Forty 
Thieves, who clearly won’t find much here to 
steal.  The third-hand fishing nets which 

drape the walls are not actually for sale, nor 
are the desiccated fish still trapped, but piled 
up against the walls are bric-a-brac from a 
variety of plumbing sources (heavy duty 
drainage equipment, used sewer plant filters, 
40 inch storm drain covers) as well as a 
strange collection of aircraft discarded 

material, such as  
TAP Air Portugal 
napkins (used), 
Lufthansa wet-wipes 
(used) and Air France 
plastic forks (tineless) 
but more 
extraordinarily the 
flight recorder from 
Franciso Sá 

Carneiro’s last flight, and a recording, 
supposedly from Apollo 11 saying that they 
had missed the target and was it alright for 
them to land in Arkansas instead.  
The Contessa was unavailable for comment. 

 
Library Changes 
It is an open secret that there are to be some 
physical changes to the library this summer.  
The library (L Institute of Books and Reading 
Articles for Readers and Yobs) is going to be 
‘opened up’, according to librarian Gorjeta 
Continuo.  This means that the arch between 
the two rooms that make up the library is to 
be demolished revealing, Gorjeta hopes, the 
wonders of the Rococo architecture beneath – 
a fact that will undoubtedly surprise the 19th 
century architects.  Then the back wall 
between the library and Registry will be 
demolished and, according to Gorjeta, this 
will open up vistas of distant lagoons with 
grazing flamingos and majestic sea eagles in 
flight.  Registrars Armada and Manual Ah will 
be relocated in the garage, which Osama will 
prepare by clearing away the pile of boxes full 
of discarded BritLit freebies, like the sole 
surviving copy of Salman Rushdie’s 
unpublished novel ‘What the Window Cleaner 
Saw in Mecca’ , a collection of hitherto 
unknown handwritten poems by Dylan 

Thomas and a video of James Joyce appearing 
on MTV. 
In the library, smiley assistant Joana Stylistic 
has refused to wear the skimpy black crepe 
top and thong that Gorjeta had asked for, 
settling instead for an even wider smile.  
Mafalda will still be appearing from time to 
time, but will no longer be wearing her black 
leather leotard and matching whip but has 
opted for twin set and pearls. 
Visitors will be interested to note that the 
section for books will be reduced to a single 
shelf of graded readers for six year olds, and 
the rest will be taken up by a franchise 
agreement between the Brutish Conchshell 
and Blockbusters, who have promised to 
stock the shelves with cultural items of great 
value.  The reduction in the number of books 
has been the result of Gorjeta’s admission at a 
reading group meeting that she cannot, in 
fact, read a word and had been hoping that 
‘My First Goat’ would sustain the reading 
group for a year, finally admitting that she had 
problems with Ian McEwan’s ‘Atonement’. 
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Summer Frolics 
 
Lauren Draughts has decided on a radical 
holiday once again this year, and is going 
shark riding in Bermuda.  Unlike swimming 
with dolphins, shark riding usually leaves one 
of the protagonists extremely unhappy.  
Lauren says she is looking forward to getting 
her teeth into the shark, and dreams of 
swimming up triumphantly through a 
bubbling sea of blood.  The Newt wishes her 
well. 
 
Emília has signed up for the summer as 
resident DJ at ‘Hot Mommas’ in sleepy Ibiza 
where, she says, she’ll be ‘the shock jock on 
the rock’ and looks forward to wild nights of 
entertaining vodka-swilling white-shoed 
residents of Braintree.  The Newt wishes her 
well. 
 
Patrick has gallantly joined a geographical 
survey team funded by the Royal 
Geographical Society, which plans to leave the 
steps of the society on July 1st and, in just 80 
days, try to find the so-called mythical route 
between 0840W and 0822W.  The Newt 
wishes him something. 
 
Andrew has decided to spend his summer 
studying.  He has enrolled at the Institute for 
Lugubriousness, run by monks from the 
Order of Woebegone Brethren, who promise 

to return him to a true level of mournfulness 
which, says Andrew, he has been missing ever 
since he arrived in Porto.  The Newt wishes 
him a suitably dirge-like summer. 
 
Rev Peter, it will come as no surprise to hear, 
has decided to spend the summer practicing 
his yodelling skills in the company of the 
famed Swiss Yodelling Trio who, until an 
unfortunate accident with a barbers pole last 
Easter, were a quartet.  The remaining 
brothers have said that Peter has all the right 
requirements to join their sadly depleted band 
for the summer touring season: “A full beard 
and Swiss bloodymindedness” complimented 
Manfred.  The Newt wishes Peter harmony. 
 
Carolyne is going on a retreat for August.  
She’s signed up for the California-based 
‘Peluches-R-Us’ contact group which, she 
says, will help her to develop better relations 
with her cuddly toys.  “I haven’t had enough 
real contact with them,” she said “I’ve been 
far too busy.” She hopes that this intensive 
course just outside San Francisco will help her 
to overcome her feelings of guilt at leaving the 
‘fluffies’ alone over the weekends and 
holidays.  “Of course,” she explained, I’ll be 
taking most of them with me.”  The Newt 
wishes her fluffiness. 

Brutish 
Conchshell 
Director 
Marcus 
Howdy 
learns to hold 
a book. 

 

 
 
It gives me such enormous pleasure to speak 
directly to you, knowing what a valuable 
contribution you in Puerto Rico…er Porto Santo 
… erm… Porto…really?  Where’s that?.... well, 
wherever, what a marvellous contribution to the 
work of the Brutish Conchshell worldwide you are 
doing.  Even last week, as I was executing 
another fine watercolour painting, which I will be 

Continued in another life 
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Match the Sayings 
Readers are invited to try and match the quotations below with the personalities listed.  The first correct 
answer to be opened at the Brutish Newt offices is guaranteed to win absolutely nothing at all. 

 
 

 
 

  
 

 
 
Life’s too short for chess and not long enough for women 
A classic is something everyone wants to have read and nobody wants to read 
Every bean must be counted twice 
 
The best laid schemes o’ mice an’ data bases / Gang aft a-gley 
Get moving or you’re target practice 
Tirez le rideau, la farce est jouée 
 
I have not got a single enemy I would not want 
This could have occurred nowhere but in England where men and sea interpenetrate, so to speak 
War is nothing more than the continuation of Reaganism by other means 
 
Bomb them till they squeal 
There had been nothing but kisses, secret rides on his motorbike, and a feeling of delicious rebellion 
Everything should be made as simple as possible, but not simpler 
 
 
 
 

Caption 
Clearly internationally 
acclaimed author (left) has 
made a smart put-down 
remark to smart-alec on the 
right.  But what was it?  
Fabulous visit to Brutish Newt 
offices for first smart answer out of 
the bag. 
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TIMETABLE NIGHTMARE 
CHAOS IN THE TEACHERS’ ROOM AS EMILIA 

SEARCHES FOR LUPA 
 
Six days after classes started, the 
timetable was finally published.  It is 
thought this was done to prevent hordes 
of delinquent YLs from roaming the 
corridors of Breiner and Foz in search of a 
teacher. But does it bring enlightenment or 
deeper confusion?  First, some of the 
older teachers (and we respectfully wish 
to emphasise the word ‘old’ here, so there 
really are some decrepit types on the staff 
role these days) still find the class codes 
confusing.  Emilia (mentioned twice 
already) started to prepare a CAE class 
for her CA1s before discovering that her 
supposed world-weary mid teens were in 
fact an extremely vicious kind of rug-rat.  
Rosinda, meanwhile, is still trying to 
discover exactly what level P1 SS actually 
is, or whether someone was merely taking 
it.   
There was also confusion about apparent 
mismatching of abilities to teach (contrary 
to popular opinion, some of the current 
teachers are in fact competent to stand in 
front of a class) and the classes assigned.  
For example Julie, who follows the Roman 
belief that children are not humans until 
they have learnt to orate declamatory 
poetry in public, and who herself is not 
known ever to have been a child, has 
been given the smallest of ankle-biters to 
teach.  In her brief orientation to this level 

of teaching she was told that to instruct 
these minute monsters, one had to look 
down towards the floor, were they might 
be found.  On the other hand, Lauren, well 
known for bewitching small children with 
tales of fairies and dragons, has been 
handed the heavy brief of teaching senile 
delinquents English for golf. 
Perhaps the most contentious issue of all 
has been the number of levels that most 
teachers have been asked to teach, with 
the record being held by Bev who, 
although a Senior Teacher and therefore 
considered by some to be touched by the 
hand of God, finds that she is teaching 83 
levels in her 9 hours of class contact a 
week.  No teacher has been given less 
than 7 levels to teach. 
One issue that has puzzled even the most 
cynical observer has been the fact that, 
amongst SETs, Who has been given no 
less than 48 hours of class contact a week 
while Joe G finds he has been given 
minus one class a week, which means he 
will have to pay the Conchshell this year 
for not working 
for them. 
The Newt 
predicts there 
will be trouble 
at t’ mill this 
year. 

GRAND COMPETITION 
Win a month’s supply of chalk by completing the following 
sentence. 
 
“I think that Andrew’s trouser pockets are filled 
with………………………………..” 



 

“We never knowingly tell the truth” 

BONGO WARS 
 
Illustrious leader Marcus Howdy-Doody 
declared war on Belgas and Bongos 
recently in the avowed belief that both 
these commodities cause petty pilfering, 
car theft and rap.  Anticipating a battle 
royal, General Marcus cited recent 
British Government evidence that the 
London tube and bus bombings could 
be directly linked to artificially sugared 
drinks and commercial chocolate, and 
vowed that he would make sure that 
there came a time when no E-additive 
products would ever enter the portals of 
the Brutish Conchshell again. 
Attacked by Belgas and Bongo 
champion, Ms R Minda, who claimed 
that parents expected their children to 
be poisoned when coming to the 

Conchshell and couldn’t be disappointed 
at short notice (pointing out that 10 
years fair warning was the expected 
norm so that parents could stop having 
children in time), Marcus replied that the 
money saved by not supplying Belgas or 
Bongos would be the equivalent of 93 
teachers salaries per year, or 10 
Interactive White Boards or a weekend 
away (for training purposes) for the 
management team in the Maldives. 
The Newt predicts there will be trouble 
at t’ mill this year. 

 
 
 

INTERACTIVE WHITE BOARDS 
 
IWBs have 
been 
introduced at 
the Brutish 
Conchshell.  
While masquerading as 
‘educational tools’ it has 
been discovered, thanks 
to the leak of 
confidential material 
from the Senior 
Management Forum by 
a source known only to 
the Newt, that this is 
finally the technology 
that is planned to 
replace teachers in the 
classroom.  Remember 
all those scare stories in 
the past when it was 
predicted that teachers 
would be replaced by 
robots?  Well, the reality 

is the IWB.  It 
seems that 
research in 

high-tech 
schools on 

the Isle of Eigg show 
that IWBs do not have 
discipline problems – or 
report none, keep 
students focussed in the 
trance-like way which, it 
is agreed by techno-
pedagogs, is better than 
learning, and don’t 
require the expensive 
use of board markers to 
make their point.  
However, they do need 
minders and it has been 
suggested that until 
white rats have been 
fully trained, low paid 
white coated technicians 

with large moustaches 
can keep the machines 
running effectively and 
take the register, and 
ensure that no artificial 
sugar or E-additive 
products enter the room 
(this would exclude 
most young learners). 
Voilá!  No teachers. 

 
 



 

“We never knowingly tell the truth” 

COFFEE MACHINE 
The Brutish Conchshell 
has, a great expense (to 
someone else) installed 
a coffee machine.  Staff 
should note that it is 
now mandatory to take 
coffee from this 
machine.  Anyone found 
ordering coffee from 
Fernando’s will 
immediately be in 
breach of discipline and 
the appropriate process 
will be started.  Anyone 

found ordering coffee 
from Supresa will be 
dismissed on the spot 
for mental health 
reasons. 
The coffee machine has 
a number of options that 
need to be explored.  
No longer is simple 
coffee – expresso – the 
order of the day.  
Combinations are the 
trick, it seems.  
Experiment with ‘coffee 

and chocolate’ or ‘coffee 
and chicken soup’.  Top 
favourite, it seems, is 
‘coffee and bacalhau’ – 
the latter can be order 
‘sem’ or ‘com espinhos’ 

 
 
WELCOME 
This year we welcome 
two new faces.  Well, to 
be honest the faces 
aren’t that new.  They 
seem to have been 
around a bit, and used 
before, in other places. 

First we welcome 
Michael as Senior Chain 
Gang Supervisor.  
Michael is well qualified 
for the job, and worked 
on such projects as the 
filming of ‘The Bridge 
Over  the River Kwai’, 
where he coached Alec 
Guinness as the British 
officer, and was most 
recently employed at 
Guantanamo Bay as 
Internment Advisor. 

 
 
And of course we 
offer a great Brutish 
welcome to Rob.  
Rob has had a 
chequered career, 
and once worked for 
the British Council 
before turning his 
allegiance to the 
Brutish Conchshell.  
This followed lengthy 
therapy to recover 
from Spring Gardens 
Fever.  No one is 
quite sure if he is 
fully recovered. If 
agitated he can be 
pacified with a plate of 
lulas grelhados. 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

Michael 

WHINE AND POETRY 
Brutish Conchshell staff were given the opportunity recently to whine about their jobs, 
career prospects and rates of pay, in the form of poetry.  Each member of staff was 
invited to present their case in verse written in the form of a well known poet – either 
Portuguese or British.  The poor attendance suggested to the management of the Brutish 
Conchshell that all is well in the employment field, and that staff have no serious 
complaints.  Management report being satisfied at the outcome. 
The Newt predicts there will be trouble at t’ mill this year. 



 

“We never knowingly tell the truth” 

HORIZONS VIDEO 
Staff were recently treated 
to another instalment of 
the Brutish Conchshell’s 
long running docu-drama-
cum-soap-opera called 
‘Horizons’.  Many staff 
had queued overnight to 
make sure they got a 
prime seat before Leader 
Marcus kicked off 

proceedings.  Anxious to 
see what had happened in 
Korea, and what the result 
of the face lift in São Paulo 
had been, staff watched 
wrapped in excitement as 
they watched this episode 
which was called 
‘Watching Paint Dry’. 

 
 
PATRICK’S THOUGHT OF THE MONTH 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

INFOTECA NEWS 
The newly named ‘Infoteca’ 
(previously library) has been 
launched in a wash of yellow and 
orange due to a misunderstanding 
with the Ukrainian government.  
What regular visitors will notice most, 
however, is the startling fact that only 
one book remains on the shelves.  
All other books have been removed 
and replaced with painted, wooden 
copies (which clearly can’t be 
opened) or else by CDROMs or 
DVDs. What visitors won’t have 
noticed though is the controversy 
that the single remaining book has 

caused amongst current infoteca 
staff, Gorjeta Courtesan and 
Joaninha Sorriso.  It seems that 
there have been arguments amongst 
them as to how the book is to be 
displayed, whether or not it can be 
lent out (or, according to some 
reports whether, indeed, it can even 
be read) and how it is to be 
classified. The Newt enquired as to 
the title or nature of the last 
remaining book but was told that due 
to the fact that both the Infoteca staff 
have now forgotten how to read, the 
haven’t got a clue. 

 

 

We’ll try again next month, folks…  Editor 
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In the Dark Special 
 
 

The Night the Lights Went Out 
 
As we were told, the nibbling of cables by small 
children led to the catastrophic power failure that 
plunged the Brutish Conchshell Teaching Centre, 
Sauna and Massage Parlour into darkness one 
Wednesday night in February. 
 
First to notice the crisis was the ever-alert duty-
officer, Bev “Rider” Equus, who was woken up by 
the sudden plunge into darkness.  “It went all 
flickery,” she said later “and then the lights went 
out.  I thought my number was up.”  It appeared 
that what happened next was a splendid example 
of the fighting spirit of determination and grit that 
has symbolised Brutish Conchshell Enterprises 
for the past 18 years – everyone went home.  
With one exception.  Rev Blackbeard took his 
exam level students to a local “bar” in the 
adjacent red light district, where – after he 
introduced his students to certain ancient customs 
he deemed necessary for their linguistic and 
cultural development – he was ceremoniously 
debagged, and later dumped in the Municipal 
ornamental duck and toy boat pond. 
 
At least, that is the official story. 
 
Information has recently been received by the 
Newt that things weren’t quite as they seemed.  In 
the first place, we have reliable evidence to 
suggest, the blackout was actually caused by a 
team of highly trained cockroaches who chomped 
their way through high tension cables to create 
what technicians refer to as a ‘spark gap’.  So, 
who trained the cockroaches?  Evidence has 
been assembled by CIS Porto from the corpse of 
one cockroach killed in the short-circuit, and 
which seemed to be bearing all the marks of 
having been raised and trained in London.  To be 
precise, next to Green Park. To be absolutely 
precise, on the sixth floor of a building tucked 
away behind Admiralty Arch.  Links between the 

nanotechnology arm of BAE defence industry 
products and Lord Pillock were played down as 
being irrelevant, and claims that the cockroaches 
were in fact ‘robosects’ sent out on trial runs by 
senior managers from BC-IntCorp were denied by 
official sources. 
 
The second piece of startling information to reach 
the desks of The Newt concerns what actually 
happened when the lights went out.  It now seems 
that instead of the orderly evacuation of the 
building - as suggested by management – there 
was at first a deathly hush which settled over the 
building and nothing, apart from cockroaches, 
moved.  So what went on in the rooms which 
weren’t being evacuated, as claimed?  What is 
management actually covering up here? 
 
The evidence is patchy, but it would seem that far 
from fleeing the building, most of those caught in 
the blackout did what they would naturally do in 
the dark: while some instantly fell asleep (perhaps 
mistaking the emergency exit lights for night 
lights), others instantly engaged in unusual sexual 
practices, while others brought out crack-cocaine 
pipes to light up.  Some, it seems, simply took the 
opportunity to enjoy a quick moment of panic and 
lost their cool, while yet others took this a stage 
further and machine gunned their entire class 
before turning the gun on themselves ( a lesson 
learned from American news sources, rather than 
the Brutish Conchshell, it was ruefully commented 
on.) 
 

The scene on Wednesday night 



Then there were apparent moments of reckless 
heroism - Bomber "I never met a commie I didn't 
love" Harris ripped off her shirt, tore Small Paul’s 
red t-shirt off his back and, waving the "flag" of 
revolution, led the confused masses to the 
director's office . . . of course the director was off 
on one of his “conference meetings” in the 
Seychelles as usual so he never noticed.  There 
were darker tales told as well, such as that of the  
"Anti-Terrorism Defence, Customer Service and 
Furry Toys Officer" who had barricaded herself in 
her office, claiming “never to be taken alive” while 
later adding the caveat “well maybe", and who 
was eventually coaxed from behind her armoury 
of teddy bears and furry pink hippopotamus by 
the offer a cheap bottle of gin and ‘a ride down 
town’. 
 
 None of this has been reported in the press.  
Parents missing their children have been referred 
to the Portimão police for rapid assistance. 
 

What does all this mean?  What went on?  Why 
did it happen? 
 
We will probably never know. 
 
The next unexpected power cut is due on April 
26, at 20.43, according to our sources in London. 
 

 
 

Tales from the Darkside 
by our special reporter 
 
Brutish Conchshell staff came out lauded with honours after the night of terror when the community was 
plunged into the heart of darkness, says our special reporter Dangles O’Flynn. The BC’s newly appointed 
Strategic Operations Officer, Josef ‘Wall’ McGuerra, a decorated hero of the cold war (whose new book: 
“Ice Point: How I brought down the Evil Empire” has just been published by Puffin), stated emphatically that 
the new Brutish Conchshell would come back even stronger.  He was the last to leave the building and had 
stayed at his post helping the fearful and timid through the stygian darkness with reassuring words and a 
loaded pistol. 
 
At one point Maxine of the Vacations was seen leading small children to the garden where she built a 
campfire and circled the youngsters round it, singing songs to lift their spirits and telling stories of 
yesteryear when the world wasn’t always flooded with incandescent light.  Many children were seen 
pointing the sky where they saw stars for the first time in their lives and Maxine spent many gruelling 
seconds calming their fears of the great unknown.  Most children had thought until that moment that the 
world was contained within a giant shopping mall.  Maxine’s educational video ‘English around the campfire’ 
is now available in a plain wrapper from Blockbuster. 
 
Less inspiring, perhaps, was the more craven approach taken by Flitch Bacon who fled the building 
clutching a pile of books, with an illuminated bookmark showing the way, crying ‘books and me first’ whilst 
trampling small children and expectant mothers into the ground.  ‘Culture is built of the suffering of the 
nation,’ he said later from the comfort of his luxury penthouse suite near Carvalhido.  
 
Perhaps most heroic of all was the sight of plucky Rob attempting to overcome his own irrational fear of the 
dark and his valiant attempts to create light by vigorously rubbing two computer terminals together.  He 
accompanied his herculean efforts with an unusual use of the English language and his fine command of 
Anglo Saxon distracted many students from the funereal depths of obscuration surrounding them.  It is not 
reported whether he succeeded in turning the two Dell computers into flaming torches but all those under 
his tutelage survived the ordeal with vastly enriched vocabularies of their own. 



 
 

 Kept in the Dark 
 
Readers will be well versed with the three 
programme areas or Corporate Outcomes, that 
have been determined by the Big Cheeses in 
Brutish Conchshell PLC Corporate HQ in Autumn 
Yard, London – Inter-cultural dalliance, Yukkie 
creative and knowledge economy and Creating 
Climate Change.   
 
These strategic policy decisions by Brutish 
Conchshell PLC, are, in fact, just the first three of six 
programme areas, the other three not being 
published because of ‘security reasons’ according to 
CEO David Martinson.  The Brutish Newt has 
obtained a copy of these highly classified 
documents and reveals them to you now in this 
world exclusive. 
 
The three hidden policy decisions are: 
 

• Bureaucratic red tape to consume 100% of 
corporate activity by 2010 

• Staff below the level of Band 10 to be kept 
entirely in the dark as to future plans 

• Teaching Centres to be franchised in a deal 
with Macdonald’s. 

 
What is alarming to us is the fact that these three 
hidden agenda items have been making far greater 
progress in terms of being realised than the three 
which have been published (though it has to be 
admitted that the number of plane journeys 
undertaken to attend international meetings 
arranged by the Brutish Conchshell to discuss the 
climate change issues has already plunged the 
planet over the edge, while the amount of hot air 
spoken has sealed the planet’s fate as a home only 
safe for cockroaches.  Readers will begin to notice a 
pattern forming here.)  The percentage of time taken 
for the day to day management of the work of the 
organisation (as opposed to operational time, when 
things were actually done) has risen from 5% in 
1989 to a staggering 75% in European countries, 
and a mind-boggling 96.25% for countries which 
have adopted FABS.  Top management is still 
unhappy about the FABS results and is looking for 
greater ‘efficiency’ (i.e. less real work and greater 
form-filling time allocated) so that the goal of 100% 
control by bureaucrats over the organisation is 
gained by 2010.  It is generally agreed that this 
target is entirely achievable. 
 

Keeping staff in the dark has been a Brutish 
Conchshell speciality for many decades, but it has 
only recently been established that the degree of 
obscurity that employees are kept at is directly 
related to where they work.  It has now deemed that 
anyone who worked ‘overseas’ – i.e. Manchester, or 
anywhere that required the crossing of water such 
as Brixton or Singapore or Porto – was not 
sufficiently within the central cabal to be trusted with 
information about the future of Brutish Conchshell 
MegaProductions PLC.  This now means that just 
six people are privy to the next stages of BC 
development, and four of those are members of the 
same family. 

 
The Teaching Centre franchise is, actually, an open 
secret, and one that most teachers have been 
aware of for years.  What most teachers will not 
realise, however, are management plans to make 
salary scales equivalent to Macdonald’s.  While 
most members of the Senior Executive Sales 
Committee recognise that there is no real equivalent 
between the standard burger-flipper and a teacher 
of English (the former having a longer queue of 
paying customers waiting than the latter, making the 
latter less financially attractive) they did recognise 
that there was an historical reason to keep teachers’ 
pay ‘artificially high’ for the time being.  It seems that 
there are plans afoot to recruit more young teachers 
of English, especially those who have just left school 
at the age of 16 with no formal qualifications, and 
give them jobs as ‘Language Skills Assistants’, 
working with up to 90 students at any one time, for a 
‘competitive rate for that age group’.  Presumably 
compared with table cleaners at Macdonald’s. 

 



Teaching in the Dark 
by Liza Lot 
 
The title of this little essay does not refer to teaching 
something you know little or nothing about – that 
would be preaching to the converted and to those 
with more experience of that technique than most.  
However, there is precious little material around for 
teachers of English to tell them how to deal with 
power cuts while they are teaching. 
 
It is worth having a few ‘in the dark’ lessons up your 
sleeves for just such occasions.  After, with oil 
production peaking this is likely to be a more and 
more common event.  Don’t be embarrassed about 
having prepared lessons up your sleeves – in the 
dark no one will be able to see where they came 
from. 
 
There are two things you will need to make this 
work: a candle and a box of matches.  You need to 
have these handy so you don’t need to search for 
them in the dark, which is why sleeves are useful 
(though not so handy in the hot weather or if you are 
teaching English in the swimming pool).  Candles 
and matches belong to that group of objects known 
as OLD TECHNOLOGY and most teachers these 
days will need to undertake a training course to 
learn how to use them effectively.  In fact, Brutish 
Conchshell managers now insist that all staff under 
take such courses because of the ‘inherent danger 
of working with combustible materials within a 
pedagogic environment’.  These courses are 
compulsory and take up to six weeks of intensive 
training at a Fire Training Centre and must be 
carried out at your own expense.  Once you have 
taken the course, you will also be required to have a 
trained fireman in helmet and boots standing by in 
the classroom, and teachers are advised to wear 
fire-retardant clothes before starting the lesson. 
 
Once you have done this and have mastered the art 
of lighting (and extinguishing) candles you will be 
able to proceed with the next stage.  Place the lit 
candle on the desk in front of you, and make sure 
the children keep at least 50 metres away for safety 
reasons.  (Children will be unused to seeing candles 
which do not operate on electricity and are likely to 
flutter into the flame if unchecked). 
 
Many of you will now be asking ‘but what can be 
done if the IWB, computer and data projector aren’t 
working?  Surely it is impossible to continue 
teaching?’  In a way you would be right to say this 
and in fact no real teaching can be done without 

these essential aids.  However, do remember that 
the purpose of you being in the room with your 
students is not primarily to teach them anything but 
to make a profit from their presence.  Anything that 
means they leave the room before the appointed 
time risks that profit margin and thus anything you 
can do to keep them there and pretend you are 
teaching is all to the common good. 
 
What can you do?  You could read a story to them.  
Stories are a bit like films without the pictures and 
require the students to load a piece of mental 
software called imagination, and not all of them will 
have thought to bring this with them.  However, you 
can be sure that enough will be able to do this to 
make this a viable activity.  The most likely 
candidates to have brought this software and be 
able to load it are those with glasses and few 
friends, while those who wear the latest fashions 
and are immensely popular in class are least likely.  
Reading stories means accessing books, which 
many of you will be familiar with from when you 
were students yourselves.  A word of warning when 
reading stories, it is usual to start on page one and 
progress numerically one page at a time until you 
reach a point when a) there is a natural ending b) 
the students are asleep or c) you are asleep. 
 

What, though, if you haven’t got a book with you?  
There are various games you could play with 
students of all ages in the dark, the most popular 
being ‘I Spy’ and Pellmanism.  Another popular 
activity is to do mimed charades, with students 
guessing, for example, which video game you or 
they are miming. 
 
So you see there are lots of things you can do if the 
lights go out.  All you need to do is be prepared and 
plan ahead.  For lots more ideas on what to do, 
simply buy my book “1001 Things to Do in the Dark’ 
available from Amazon at €45, along with the 
companion volume ‘Preparing for the Unexpected 
Baby’.



 
 

Related Topics 

Questions from our Readers 
 

How long does it take to grow mushrooms? 
The answer to this question depends on several things, including the stage of 
mushroom growing you want to start with, the method of inoculation, the 
temperature, the kind of substrate you are using, the mushroom species, and the 
specific mushroom strain. Starting at the very beginning, mushroom spores can 
take from a few hours to several days to germinate. A culture of mushroom 
mycelium growing on a petri dish of nutrient agar can take 24 hours (for morels) 
to upwards of a month (for Agaricus species and Stropharia Rugosa-annulata, 
for example) to spread across the better part of the plate. Using a chunk of agar 
culture to inoculate small jar of spawn, it can take 2-4 weeks for the spawn to 
reach maturity (1-2 weeks if you inoculate the spawn with other spawn). If you 
start with a quantity of spawn and fresh bulk substrate, it takes about two to three 
weeks for standard oyster mushrooms to reach fruiting stage, and a similar 
length of time for Lions Mane (although I prefer to incubate them longer before 
letting them fruit), whereas the Elm Oyster takes six weeks, and shiitake can take 
longer. (This all can be accomplished more quickly using liquid inoculation 
techniques). If you start with a ready-made kit, already grown-through with 

mushroom mycelium, it can take from a week to a month for mushrooms to form, depending on the species. 
(Thicker, fleshier mushrooms tend to form and mature more slowly than others.) In general, of course, the more 
optimum the substrate, the temperature, and any other relevant growing conditions, the faster the mushroom 
mycelium and the forming mushrooms will grow. 
 

How can I make my own Black 
hole? 
   A black hole is a region of space in which the gravitational 
field is so powerful that nothing can escape after having fallen 
past the event horizon. The name comes from the fact that 
even electromagnetic radiation (e.g. light) is unable to 
escape, rendering the interior invisible. However, black holes 
can be detected if they interact with matter outside the event 
horizon, for example by drawing in gas from an orbiting star. 
The gas spirals inward, heating up to very high temperatures 
and emitting large amounts of radiation in the process.[2][3][4] 
   While the idea of an object with gravity strong enough to 
prevent light from escaping was proposed in the 18th century, 
black holes, as presently understood, are described by 
Einstein's theory of general relativity, developed in 1916. This theory predicts that when a large enough amount 
of mass is present within a sufficiently small region of space, all paths through space are warped inwards 
towards the center of the volume, forcing all matter and radiation to fall inward. 
   While general relativity describes a black hole as a region of empty space with a pointlike singularity at the 
center and an event horizon at the outer edge, the description changes when the effects of quantum mechanics 
are taken into account. Research on this subject indicates that, rather than holding captured matter forever, 
black holes may slowly leak a form of thermal energy called Hawking radiation.

[
However, the final, correct 

description of black holes, requiring a theory of quantum gravity, is unknown. 
   You cannot make one of these using ordinary household items and it is forbidden to bring a black hole in 
Brutish Conchshell premises under any circumstances as they will collide with our teams of strategic thinkers. 
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New Security Measures in Place 
 
As readers will know, late last week Major T. Lucas of the 3rd Parachute Regiment, left a 
laptop containing the DNA and bank details of 19,000 members of Brutish Conchshell staff 
worldwide in the back of ã taxi when he slipped out at the traffic lights to avoid paying the 
fare. 
 
It would appear that the taxi driver, thought to be Afonso Celestino Bottomthwaite (Jnr) of Rio Tinto, 
sought to recoup the losses on his taxi fare by selling the laptop, as the DNA details have now 
appeared on the popular TV programme ‘Family Blackmail” presented by Fernando Mendes.  Already 
five men have been shown, in front of a television audience and the viewing public, not to be the 
fathers of the children they supposed they sired, while 4 women have discovered that mix ups at the 
maternity hospital led to them taking away the wrong children. 
 
As a result of this momentary lapse of judgement Major Lucas has been chastised by the Chastiser 
General of the Brutish Conchshell, Brigadier-General ‘Benny’ Martins, though he was also 
commended for successfully avoiding paying a taxi fare. 
Of more important note to our readers are the new security measures to be introduced forthwith 
concerning computers and computer accessories and software.  The major change to come into 
effect is that laptops from now on can only be used once they have been locked in underground 
vaults fitted with time locks and guarded by fierce dogs and ever-vigilant members of the Ferreira 
Battalion. Staff wishing to use these 
computers, which must never be removed 
from the table in the vault, onto which they 
have been bolted (the table must be of 
regulation pre-stressed concrete armour 
piercing shell resistant construction, fitted to 
the floor with 14 metres steel girders,) will 
need to be blindfolded and manacled by the 
feet during the time it takes to use the 
machine.  They will then be debriefed by 
having all the information pertaining to the 
whereabouts and content of the said laptop 
removed by psycho-surgeons and a short 
course of water-boarding.  As a final 
precaution laptop users will have their 
tongues removed by laser surgery. 
 
Said staff representative, Staff Sergeant Rob ‘Bungee’ Butler, later ‘It could have been a lot worse.  
You wouldn’t have believed what they had got planned for laptop users first of all.  Luckily we were 
able to negotiate and get something more reasonable out of them.’ 
 
It is understood that the officer behind the severe clampdown on laptop use is in fact the company 
padre from fifteenth fusiliers, Captain ‘Dog’ Collar.  Brutish Newt have learned that Captain Collar’s 
fury at the events which were unleashed by Major Lucas’ oversight were due to the fact that he 
thought what was being referred to was a mislaid lap dancer. 
 



IWB Outrage 
 
A number of teachers have expressed concern 
about the apparent disappearance of small 
children who have been left for very brief 
periods of time in a room which contains an 
IWB.  The number of rumours arising from this 
strange phenomenon were enough to alert the 
Brutish Conchshell’s usually inert management 
team to groan into life and they set about trying 
to disprove the rumours, one of which claimed 
that IWBs “swallowed” small children.  As part 
of an experiment the management team left 3 
children in a room which had an IWB switched 
on, 3 children in a room with an IWB switched 
off, and 3 children as a control in a room with 
no IWB at all.  They were left alone for just 3 
minutes, with the doors and windows to the 
rooms watched at all times.  When the staff re-
entered the rooms, all of the children in the 
rooms containing IWBs, switched on or off, 
had disappeared while the children left in the 
room without an IWB were found happily 
playing with chewing gum they found stuck 
under a seat. 
 
None of the children have been seen since 
that day three weeks ago, and Brutish Newt 
staff are now concerned that if this goes on 
until the end of the month, the children’s 
parents might start to notice that their little 
darlings are not there.  
 
The Brutish Newt put its crack team of 

reporters on the case, and they have made 
some alarming discoveries which, it appears, 
the management committee at Brutish 
Conchshell do not want to hear about.  In the 
first place it would appear that you cannot turn 
IWBs off.  They operate quite independently of 
the local electricity supply, and appear to feed 
each other through a complex web of ion 
streams with an outside source which the 
Brutish Newt Science Team located as being 
about 3 kms from the Kidlington roundabout on 
the Oxford by-pass.  Secondly it would seem 
that IWBs have a reputation not for imparting 
information to students in classrooms, but 
sucking energy and knowledge from them.  (It 
is suggested that this also explains why so 
many teachers use IWBs in the same way as 
they used white boards in the good old bad old 
days – to draw freehand).  Indeed, research 
into testing results seem to show that students 
who work in rooms with IWBs present actually 
score less well as the months progress.  In one 
test case in São Mamede recently it was 
shown that students who did well in a test in 
November and who were given exactly the 
same test in February and then in May of the 
following year did progressively worse each 
time, with results dipping from an average of 
73% to a dismal 41% in just six months. 
 
The Brutish Newt is determined to look further 
into this case, and bring you further alarming 

stories of IWB outrage as 
they occur. 
 



Rua do Breiner: What the Future Holds. 

 
Visitors to Rua do Breiner, 155 (an obscure 
address, allegedly a house of ill-repute) might 
have noticed that the house next door no 
longer exists. 
 
We can reveal why.  It is because it has been 
knocked down by vandals. 
 
It has been, probably, the biggest act of 

vandalism seen 
in Porto since 
the Casa da 
Música was 
built.  The 
question now, 
however, is 
what happens 
to the vacant 

lot now standing where graceful dereliction 
once stood sway? 
 
We can reveal the truth.  The site has been 
acquired by a holding company which is itself 

owned by a well known fast food franchising 
company which is itself owned by one of the 
world’s leading pharmaceutical companies.  In 
fact the premises will shortly be turned into a 
drive-in burger bar and animal research facility, 
‘Zooburger Bar’.  Zooburger Bar says it hopes 
to offer ‘an interesting range of mammal and 
reptile flesh encased in a lump of baked 
dough’.  Zooburger Bar is said to be in 
negotiation with a new advertising agency and 
claim that their offer may be described 
differently in the future. 
 
It is understood that only the lower three levels 
of the building (ground floor and two basement 
levels) will be used by the Zooburger Bar and 
the animal research facility.  The upper fifty 
two floors will be occupied by empty space, a 
failing bank, a dodgy Private Detective 
Agency, a Buddhist Sanctuary (on-line access 
only), a CIA Pensions Unit and more empty 
space. 

 
 
 

A Day in the Life of Joe Pearby 
A Most Heroic Tale of living with Multiple Personalities 
 
The sun peeked through the improperly closed shutters of the bedroom and Joe was startled into a 
wakeful state.  He groaned and rolled over and looked at the clock.  Bloody hell, he thought, midday 
already.  It was time to get up. 
 
He staggered into the bathroom and looked at the awful apparition in the mirror. 
 
Well, it wasn’t easy being a Canadian-Yorkshire-Texan.  There was a lot riding on it, and not just 
East, West and North now-abolished ones either.  Being a gruff, taciturn red-neck wasn’t all it was 
cracked up to be.  Having Arthur Scargill, George Bush and a Mounty as your forebears isn’t lightly 
smoothed over. 
 
Of course, there was more than that.  Pearby blearily peered at his face in the steamed up mirror and 
someone else’s eyes stared back.  Jeez, the mornings were never easy. 
 
Breakfast was the first real difficult problem of the day to face.  How to fuse muesli and low fat milk 
with steak and eggs easy-over?  Why was it he always ended up with half a mug of camomile tea 
mixed with coffee?  Luckily, he thought, he lived alone.  Well, he did now, his fourteen marriages 
having failed in a series of fireworks that lit up Europe.  On the other hand, he reflected as he sipped 
the coffee side of his mug (the tea/coffee mixture magically separating vertically) his ritually 



monogamous life seemed strangely in conflict with his thoughts.  The missus must have slipped out 
for a moment.  And where were the kids?  Or the kid? 
 
However, breakfast was only the beginning of the daily routine and its ensuing problems.  To prepare 
for the day ahead, or what was left of it, he had to centre himself while he also had to center himself.  
No easy choices here – was it going to be assuming the lotus position while weight-lifting or, perhaps, 
a little light machine gun practice done with karmic balance? Or perhaps he needed simply to spend 
the day in front of his mighty computing machine, mixing George Michael tracks. 
 

At least he had no problem with umbrellas.  
Unmanly things that they were, the Breton 
beret was far more to his liking, though he 
hated Breton berets and everything they stood 
for and preferred a bog-standard foraging cap.  
Though he hated this too.  Luckily it wasn’t 
raining that afternoon, so he didn’t have to get 
wet as he normally did while the war of the 
hats went on.  He smiled to himself.  Well, 
part of him did.  He was thinking of that 
charming Irish film ‘The War of the Bosoms’, a 
light-touch piece of blarney that warmed your 
soul, just as it switched him into a rage 
against its banal triviality yet puzzled by its 
lack of a serious sound track, its failure to 
make social comment when the opportunity 
arose and pleasure at the quiet resolution of 
social disharmony with fuzzy colours and 
honey-filled banter. 
 
Of course, the prime tribulation of every day 
had to be the teaching part.  Once again he 
walked into the classroom and faced fifteen 

hopeful faces.  The look of hope faded; they had hoped he wouldn’t turn up.  The feeling of 
confidence that Joe had come into the classroom with faded too.  The usual problem: critical thinking 
from a Buddhist background, coupled with iPod downloads was what he had in mind, but was it 
feasible?  Did the course book allow this? Was it possible that the unit on ‘Meet the Family’ really did 
include the funky interview with rap artist Craig Dalziel aka Dap-C, the Dalai Lama in a Karaoke 
session in West Cork plus some meaty texts that explored Nietzsche’s collision with the  
existentialism in 19th century Slough?  Somehow he doubted it.  The light faded from the room and 
the children became vaguely luminescent orbs suspended in a gelatinous fluid that resembled, he 
supposed, amniotic fluid, though he couldn’t quite remember.  Part of him struggled with this 
recollection while another part was close to recollecting its texture while another part went off to sort 
out the record collection.  Would this ménage-à-trois never cease?  Would he be, forever, a prisoner 
of multiple and incompatible psyche?  
 
He wandered back home, through the dark streets.  Now it was raining, and an observer, walking 
behind, would have been startled to see forage-caps being substituted by Breton berets being 
substituted by Big Hair and back again, every 30 seconds.  Luckily, on that night, no one was 
following.  But one day, they might….. and, hey, what then? 
 



NNNNOOOOTTTTthethethetheBrutishNBrutishNBrutishNBrutishNewewewewtttt 

F A B u l o u  S 

But For Whom? 
 
FABS is upon us, and some people are 
quivering with excitement.  Others are 
quivering with fear.  Yet others are 
packing their bags.  Whatever you are 
doing, you will be affected by FABS. 
 
The system called FABS (Functionally 
Anal Botching System) was designed 
by a Leipzig based company in 1988 
(before German re-unification) as a 
primitive computer programme 
designed to bring Western industry to 
its knees.  As computer software in the 
days before micro-chips was so 
primitive as to be virtually free from 
viruses and would easily recover from a 
computer crash by means of a well 
applied boot or 500 g hammer, the 
program design was cunningly made so 
that the user’s internal circuitry would 
crash, making the operative incapable 
of rational choices.  Thus, while the 
computer would appear to be working 
as normal, the illogic of the operating 
system would drive the user into a 
complex series of irrational processes 
which, on the face of it, appeared 
logical, but which fundamentally 
achieved nothing at all.  This meant that 
at the end of a draining and demanding 
week at work, absolutely nothing would 
have been achieved at all, and the 
company using the software would 
have slipped further into bankruptcy 
(financial and moral).  The cleverest 
part is that no one in the company 
would know that anything was wrong 
until the Receivers knocked on the door 
(or the men in white suits). 
 
Quite what possessed the Brutish 
Conchshell to buy an outdated, cold 
war system of financial and business 
uncontrol would seem anyone’s guess.  
The Brutish Newt managed to get an 

interview with a member of the 
cloistered and secretive ‘Executive 
Committee’ who claimed that the whole 
idea had been that of her predecessors 
anyway, so had nothing to do with 
them, but also claimed that “systemic 
rollout sequences would naturally 
synergise activity products within an 
arbitrary frame matrix”.  The online 
language decoder (Bullshit : English) 
translated this as ‘Everything will be 
solved, given time’.  Intrepid Brutish 
Newt reporters tracked down one of the 
‘Predecessors’ and asked him about 
their fateful decision.  The 
‘Predecessor’, who declined to be 
named or photographed, cowered in a 
corner, eyes flicking nervously from one 
side to the other, and begged not to be 
exposed to the ‘Executive Committee’.  
From what could be discerned from his 
demented babblings, he claimed that 
the ‘Executive Committee’ had in fact 
been the controlling force in the Brutish 
Conchshell since 1988, but had 
concealed their presence, using puppet 
committees to appear to manage 
affairs.  He even produced a glove 
puppet which bore a remarkable 
likeness to previous grandee, David 
Greene, and was, our reporter claimed, 
the only glove puppet he had even 
seen which did water colours 
regardless of the appropriateness of the 
situation.  One further piece of 
information was gleaned from the 
‘Predecessor’ – the ‘Executive 
Committee’, it seems, was originally 
formed as Die Bande von 
Meinungskontrolleuren and was based 
– you guessed it, in Leipzig. 
 
Now you know. 
 

June 2008 



                    
 

“We never knowingly tell the truth” 2 

IWB Drama Continues 

 
As reported in the last edition of ‘Not 
the Brutish Newt’, dozens of small 
children have disappeared when left 
alone in rooms that contain IWBs, 
whether or not they were turned on. 
 
Now, it seems, the news is even more 
alarming as even teachers have either 
disappeared (usually for a short period) 
or suffered serious loss of memory after 
spending more than 2 hours in a room 
with an IWB. 
 
The Brutish Newt spoke to teacher 
Adam Ant who claimed to have been 
abducted by aliens while setting up a 
program on the IWB in Rua de Brainier.  
“I’ve never been so frightened in my 
life,” he claimed.  “I think I was 
abducted by a professor of art criticism 
and it was one of the most horrific 
experiences of my life.”  He went on to 
enumerate other ‘horrific experiences’ 
like when he fell asleep on the 494 bus 
in Liverpool and when he thought he 
was flying when crossing the Humber 
toll bridge in a rented Renault Clio (“It 
was awful” he said “suddenly realising I 
was in a Clio”).  He was ‘released’, he 
says, only when the IWB was switched 
off and the Brutish Conchshell paid a 
ransom of €1.75. 
 
Other sufferers at the ‘hands’ of the 
dreaded IWBs continue to come 
forward.  Erstwhile fan of all things 
electronic, Paul Johnson, says he was 
“sucked into the board” and found 
himself “de-pixellated” which, he claims, 
was a worse experience even than 

drinking Starbucks coffee.  Colleagues 
found him lying on the ground later, 
outside the room in the corridor, 
babbling to himself, saying ‘the icons 
are taking over’. Meanwhile trusted 
colleague, Lauren Plum, claimed she 
could here “evil chuckles” coming from 
the empty room where the IWB was 
housed. 
 
Worst of all, however, are the fears of 
the older students.  So great are their 
concerns that they don’t even want to 
be left in a room with colleagues and a 
teacher if the IWB is switched on.  
Many have vowed to leave and not 
come back until all the IWBs have been 
subjected to a ritual of decontamination, 
which should include a session of 
voodoo; some have offered to supply 
as many live chickens as are needed.  
Better still, they say, get rid of the ‘evil 
objects before they harm us.  Remove 
them altogether’. 
 
Management have declined to 
comment beyond their standard issue 
statement: “We understand the 
concerns of all involved, but IWBs are 
here to stay.  They are a part of our life, 
and one day they will rule the world. 
Get over it.” 
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Library Disgrace Continues 

 
The tendency for students and teachers 
to keep wanting to take books from the 
library continues, in spite of 
management warnings against this 
practice.  There has been a strict 
boycott on people touching books since 
last October, but it seems that this 
ruling is being flouted almost daily. 
 
“This cannot continue,” says Rua de 
Brainier Supremo Dunkin ‘Jelly’ Donut.  
“If we allow students and, for heaven’s 
sake, teachers to touch books the next 
thing we know is they will be opening 
them and we all know where that leads.  
Yes, they will be reading them next.”  
Mr Donut went on to give a catalogue of 
the woes that reading brings 
(‘knowledge’, ‘independent thought’ 
‘critical thinking’) and said that they had 
done everything they could to stop 
people touching books.  ‘Books,’ he 
went on ‘are to be admired from afar.  
They exist as communities of enterprise 
which have an appeal only as a 
community.  To take one out and 
separate it from its fellows is to destroy 
the community.’ 

 
Other members of the academic staff 
have told the Brutish Newt that they 
have done everything they can to make 
sure that reading books is not a task 
easily undertaken.  “We’ve made sure 
that none of the books are catalogued 
properly,’ said Wayne Dyslexic “and I 
can vouch for the fact that at least 30% 
of the books have disappeared down 
the backs of the shelves so as not to be 
retrievable.” 
 
Meanwhile Customer Services staff are 
caught in the middle.  On the one hand, 
they say, management insists that ‘the 
elegant display of books’ continues  
while offering no real solutions to the 
dilemma that so many people still, it 
seems, are misguided enough to want 
to handle books. 
 
“They should remove them altogether 
and remove the temptation,” said CS 
staff member Celestina Macpherson 
“because one day some one is going to 
read something, and then who will they 
blame?” 

  

 
Example of BOOKS, and why they should be banned 

 
 



                    
 

“We never knowingly tell the truth” 4 

CAMPUS: FAQS 
 
So many people seem worried by Campus that the Brutish Newt decided to put to rest 
some of your fears.  We asked a representative sample of one person to find out what 
the most frequently asked questions about CAMPUS are.  Here they are, with our 
heart-warming and reassuring answers. 
 
1.  How long has CAMPUS been in operation around the world? 

CAMPUS was, in fact, first used by the Ancient Egyptians when they needed a 
system to control the hire of slaves for the building of the Great Pyramids. 

 
2.  They tell us that CAMPUS extends registration time for students.  Is this true? 

That is nonsense. When the Ancient Egyptians first introduced the scheme it 
took up to three weeks to register someone.  Now we have got that down to 
only 90 minutes.  This is real progress. 

 
3.  Is it true that CAMPUS takes up to five years 
to understand completely? 

You really are pulling my chain!  Of 
course not!  Wherever did you get such 
a silly idea?  Most people learn 
everything they will ever need to know 
about CAMPUS within 12 years of 
starting it – as long as they have 
frequent intensive courses. 

 
4.  How many people have gone completely 
mad trying to understand CAMPUS? 

It’s not so tweedly deep no more than 
the square of chickens so bear that in 
mind when you accuse me you 
sassenach two timing son of a 
goat......... 

 
5.  As a teacher, can I take information about 
an individual student from CAMPUS? 

You can.  All you will need is a 
certificate to show that you are sane, and another to show that you are not a 
convicted paedophile plus a third to show that you have no connection with any 
organisation that traffics children or sensitive information.  Most of these 
certificates can be obtained from Rue de Gare 15a, Brussels (you must attend 
in person). Press three times and ask for Fifi. Costs (in the region of €10,000) 
are not reclaimable. 

 
6.  Is it true that all of the information on CAMPUS is sold to the CIA? 
 Yes.  Of course.  What a silly question. 
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Credit Crunch Special 
 

How the Credit Crunch Will Affect Your Job 
 
For many this is a worrying time.  It is no 
longer possible to borrow up to a 
hundred times your own weight in gold 
coins each week to go out and have a 
really good time in the clubs at the 
weekend.  Banks are getting really tight 
with your money as they need it all for 
themselves, to keep their own bonuses 
topped up.  Companies are folding left, 
right and centre, which creates rather 
dull origami models.  Tens of thousands 
are losing their jobs.  What are the 
chances of you hanging on to your job at 
the Brutish Conchshell under these 
circumstances? 
 
Not a lot, according to management 
sources leaked to the Brutish Newt.  
Unless you are willing to change, that is.  
Recent reports from the USA (which is to 
the west of the Azores, for those of you 
who find geography puzzling) suggest 
that the only growth industry these days 
is in fast food, the cheaper the better.  
MacDonald’s are doing well and are 
expanding; more upmarket Starbucks is 
closing down outlets.  The threat to the 
language business seems to be following 
the same path, and Brutish Conchshell 
strategic thinkers and planners (they are 
the ones with twitchy hands and who 
seem frightened of daylight) are in the 
final stages of their scheme to make sure 
that what the Conchshell offers is 
basically cheap and nasty English.  To 
date, what the Conchshell has offered is 
nasty English which is very expensive.  
All that is to change, and to make it 

cheaper all round a number of measures 
are going to be implemented:  

 
• All administrative duties 

(collecting money, registering, CS, 
accounting, FABS etc) will be 
carried out by teachers 

• As teachers will now be carrying 
out mainly administrative duties, 
they will be paid administrative staff 
wages (restructured: top grade will 
now be J) 

• Current admin staff will be 
relocated to executive posts as 
arrumadores 

• Teacher class contact time will be 
raised to 37.5 hrs a week 

• As teachers will now spend most 
of their waking hours at the 
Conchshell offices, they will be 
charged rent (deducted directly 
from salaries) 

• Classrooms will be turned into 
MacDonald’s-like establishments, 
with the teachers standing behind a 
counter wearing an appropriate 
uniform 

• Students will stand in line to order 
the language they want for the day 
from a ‘menu’ displayed behind the 
teachers 

• Teachers will engage each 
student in oral activities consisting 
of phrases such as ‘Do you want 
any extras?’ and ‘Have a nice day’ 
to which students will be asked to 
give the correct response 
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• Students will take their pre-
packaged lessons to tables on 
plastic trays.  They may work 
individually or in small groups 

• Students will deposit their used 
lessons in the receptacles provided 

• Teachers will ensure that the 
tables are kept clean 

 
Using this method, teachers may expect 
to have eye to eye contact with up to 
1500 students each week.  While 

teachers will not be expected to 
remember student’s names, they will be 
required to know their colleague’s 
names.  To assist in this, all teachers will 
change their name by deed poll to either 
Derek or Sharon, whichever is the most 
appropriate.  In addition, all staff will 
wear name badges. Abbreviations to 
‘Dell’ or ‘Shazza’ may only be used 
outside of work time. 

 
 

Keeping Healthy in Dire Straits 
 
Most managers in the Brutish Conchshell are paid in what has now become an almost 
worthless currency – pounds sterling.  As a result, many senior managers of staff are feeling 
the pinch and are having to make serious cuts in their budgets, such as reducing intake from 
a case of Barca Velha per day to just six bottles.  We at the Newt are concerned that the 
health of those we depend on to make important decisions for us (being of lower grades, of 
course, we aren’t capable of doing this for ourselves), so we have compiled some useful 
hints for senior managers to follow to stave off those first signs of hypothermia and 
malnutrition. 

 
• Free food: if senior managers make it down to the staff fridge before 12.30 each day 

they will usually find a number of tupperware pots containing lots of fresh food.  Peel 
off the labels that appear to have people’s names on them, and take the pots up to 
your office, turn the TV on, hang a sign on the door saying ‘Video Conference in 
progress’ and lock it. 

• Send out junior members of staff to get take-aways for you and when it comes to 
paying them for the delicious box of goodies refuse to hand over any money, saying 
you already have paid them.  Make sure you have got the food in your hands before 
doing this.  NB: this will only work once or twice except for certain teachers whose 
memories are so bad they won’t remember the previous occasion, or who you are.  

• Create your favourite restaurant as a vendor and make a series of POs to order food 
to be sent your office on a regular basis.  Make sure the WBS belongs to another 
office (say in Poland) and it will take up to 7 years for this to become obvious on 
FABS by which time you’ll be in another job anyway. (NB Make sure you don’t go to 
Poland) 

• To keep out the winter chill, simply sew six or seven very young learners together 
and drape them around your neck in a stylish scarf.  Their wriggling will create heat 
and keep you snug. 

• In an emergency, substitute teachers can be rubbed together to create enough of a 
spark to light a fire.  Do NOT use contract teachers as they are usually too volatile 
and you are likely to burn your fingers. 

 
 

How to Solve that Cash Flow Problem 
 
Feeling the pinch?  
Banks won’t let you have 
your own money, again?  
Never mind.  The Newt 

has lots of practical ideas 
on how you can beat the 
crisis and stay in pocket.  
All you have to do is 

send €1000 in used 
notes to PO Box 13, 
4240-464 Porto 



We never knowingly tell the truth 3 

Rachel and the Crowded Office 
 
So, Rachel Whatsinaname is off to sunnier climes, eh?  (And if you think that Portugal is 
sunny then you haven’t been awake for the past 6 weeks).  That leaves two questions 
that no one, until now, seemed to know the answer to: why is she leaving and where is 
she going?  The Newt knows. 
 
Rachel has been keeping her ears to the ground (can you do that two at a time?) and 
she was one of the first (after the Newt, of course) to learn that her office is to be turned 
into a sweat shop for immigrants (from Ermesinde, it is said) who will be on piece work 
for Nike.  The prospect of sharing her office with 42 machine workers plus their Latvian 
gang bosses was too much for Rachel to bear and rather than face the prospect of 156 
dB of sewing machine noise 22 hours a day (Rachel herself would get 2 hours sleep in 
this period, under the new rules, which is 120 minutes more than the workers from 
Ermesinde) so she has decided to leave the Brutish Conchshell and go to work in the 
UK. 
 
Her choice of job and venue is, perhaps, unusual to those who don’t know Rachel as 
well as they thought.  She is to work as a member of a highly skilled team with the British 
Antarctic Survey (BAS) based in Cambridge, with regular trips to McMurdo Sound to 
field test the synthetic fibre leggings they are designing for penguins.  Not many people 
realise that while the Arctic is warming up, the Antarctic is cooling down, and many of 
the residents of McMurdo Sound are, literally, freezing their little butts off.  BAS decided, 
in a typically British way, to do something about this and have commissioned a project to 
keep penguin tootsies warm when the temperature drops below -50º.  Rachel 
volunteered to lead the first team out to the ice cap this summer (winter down there) and 
is off to Cambridge to recruit the rest of the team. 
 
Rachel says she will particularly miss FABS and CAMPUS and has asked BAS if she 
can adapt some of the survey software accordingly. 
 
Boa viagem, Rachel, and take care on the ice. 

 
Filling the Gap 
The Newt has learnt that the gap that will inevitably occur between Rachel leaving and her 
successor taking up post is to be filled with nights of singing and dancing, with promises of a 
world famous sword-swallowing act.  In what might seem an attempt to cover the 
embarrassment of not having got a successor earlier, management has booked the entire 
troupe of Billy Bollock’s Circus to camp in the garden, Big Top and all, to distract staff and 
students alike from the fact that the ship will be sailing without a captain.  In what promises to 
be a few levels up from the band playing on the Titanic, we are promised tight rope walks, 
flame throwers and lion jugglers amongst other fantastic acts.  Management haven’t yet 
solved the problem of disposing with 5 tonnes of animal pooh each day, but staff are warned 
not to look idle at any time while on the premises. 
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Teacher in Teaching Shock 
 
When young Marta returned home that 
evening, little did her unsuspecting 
parents realise that she had been primed 
by teachers at the Brutish Conchshell to 
ask questions.  When Mr and Mrs Silva 
complained they found that they were not 
alone.  Dozens of parents had also 
discovered that their little darlings were 
being similarly maltreated when they 
attended so-called English classes. 
 
“I couldn’t believe it,” said Mrs Silva.  
“We pay a lot of money to have Marta 
inured against the ravages of the outside 
world and have her wrapped in cotton 
wool, and we thought the Brutish would 
be a perfectly safe place to send her.”   
 
Her husband went on to complain that 
not only were Marta and her classmates 
encouraged ‘to think for themselves’ but 
also to ask questions – even awkward 
ones.  “It’s not right,” he went on. “We 
pay these people good money to do the 
thinking for us and I’m frankly appalled 
that this important responsibility is 
passed onto the children.” 
 
Mr and Mrs Silva and a dozen other 
parents are considering taking the case 
to the European Court for Human Rights 
in Valongo.   
 
The Newt did its own undercover 
investigation, sending in senior 
reporter, João Bogbrush, disguised as 
13 year old Inês.  Armed with a 
miniature video camera hidden in a 

nasal piercing our intrepid reporter 
uncovered a nest of vipers posing as 
language teachers, poisoning our 
children’s minds with activities that 
encouraged critical thinking, analysis of 
evidence and deconstructing arguments.  
Not once were the class observed to be 
copying mindlessly from the board or 
working through pages of brain-numbing 
exercises in silence.  What kind of 
education is this, we ask, that allows 
young minds to engage in enquiry and, 
worst of all, appears to encourage 
creativity and imaginative thought? 
 
Further enquiries, however, led Newt 
staff to believe that this kind of practice is 
only to be found in a handful of classes 
and that thankfully the majority of 
teachers at the Brutish Conchshell 
understand their responsibilities to their 
charges and dutifully create soporific 
environments for the young intellects to 
atrophy.  Nevertheless, the Newt is 
determined to expose the small band of 
anarchists who seem intent on perverting 
youngster’s futures with futile enquiry. 
 
“How can these children be expected to 
find suitable employment when they 
leave school if they keep asking 
questions?” said Mr Silva.  Mrs Silva 
nodded in agreement, “It’s hard enough 
these days without being smart.” 
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Into the Dark Heart of FABS 
 
Horrifying tales are emerging about a 
member of the Brutish Conchshell staff 
who disappeared for three days into 
FABS.  Esmeralda Costa said she was 
searching for a missing PO when all of a 
sudden she couldn’t find her way out. 
 
“It was terrifying,” said Esmeralda.  “All I 
could see all around me were miniature 
drop down menus zooming up and down 
and some of them were in German. 
There were lots of meaningless direction 
signs, pointing to what I don’t know.  I 
was really frightened and then there 
were messages telling me not to do 
things but I didn’t know what it was that I 
was doing that I had to stop.  Honestly I 
didn’t know my WBS from my GLT.” 
 
Esmeralda was “sucked into” the 
machine, she claims, at around midday 
on Tuesday but didn’t manage to find her 
way out until the following Friday 
morning.  
 
“I really thought my number was up,” she 
said, wiping away a tear at the 
recollection. “What was really odd though 
was that when I found myself outside the 
system again I was in front of a 
completely different computer, not my 
own at all.” 
 

When SAP Support were called they 
immediately sent in their team of trauma 
counsellors who arrive 5 months later.  
Sean O’Blimey from the SAP Trauma 
Support Group said that this wasn’t such 
an unusual case, and even claimed that 
Esmeralda had been lucky to have been 
spat out by the system after less than 3 
days. 
 
“Normally,” he told the Newt “they stay in 
there for over a week.  We even have a 
staff member who went into the system 
in Singapore in June 2008 and hasn’t 
emerged yet.” 
 
The Newt was told that therapy can take 
up to six weeks and involves sharp 
objects and things that go fizz and pop 
and crackle.  Esmeralda is expected to 
make a full recovery but it unlikely that 
her hair will return to its natural colour.  

 

 
Support Team 
 
If you feel that you would benefit from help from the SAP Trauma Support Group then all 
you have to do is contact the team.  You can do this by clicking the ‘Work Area’ icon on 
the start up page of FABS and then follow the sequence Personal>Special Area>enter 
PIN code>Skivver>Auntie Doris Advice Column>General>Trauma>Stuff-this-for-a-game-
of-soldiers>abducted by aliens>general>enter personnel number>click ‘transfer funds 
from private account’ icon and follow on-screen instructions.  Please allow up to 3 hours 
for access time, and 6 weeks for a response. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FAB COMPETITION 
 
What do the initials ‘FABS’ really stand for?  First prize: a 
FAB free month of your choice.  Entries by next Friday to 
brutish.newt@pt.brutishconchshell.org  
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News Round Up 
 
Fisticuffs broke out in the teachers’ staff room last Wednesday when Kristin accused Joe 
M of having lost his marbles.  Joe was upset about this, claiming he never had any 
marbles in the first place.  Kristin claimed that the marbles were actually hers and that 
Joe had lost them.  It was clear that all reason was lost and a scrap ensued.  Joe is 
recovering well in hospital. 
 
Matt revealed recently that before she became a teacher she used to work as an opera 
singer in a burger bar on Staten Island. 
 
Joe Peartree is taking his Second Life work so seriously that the Brutish Conchshell are 
now paying him in Linden dollars. He has been seen to suddenly shoot up from his desk 
and float around the room before slipping through windows and zooming off to remote 
islands.  Very disconcerting if you are having a conversation with him. 
 
Paul took Daisy on a francesinha and beer drinking night for St Valentines Day.  He is 
currently sleeping on the couch at Dave’s house. 
 
Maria has reluctantly given up her open university course on water-boarding for 
amateurs to concentrate on preparing fugu (Japanese blow fish) for banquets being held 
by senior management. 
 
Victoria Carnation recently returned home to Nebraska to take part in the cull of the last 
remaining head of wild buffalo.  By accident she shot a moose that had wandered over 
from Canada, which turned out to be the last moose left alive.  Now dead.  Victoria 
would like to invite staff over for ‘the best ever game burgers’ at her home in Cedofeita 
next Thursday. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

If you would like to contribute to the Brutish Newt then tough.  Closed shop.  Get lost. 
 
 
 

Amber Lights all the Way 
 
Not a green light in sight as crazed acmeologist Quiche 
O’Flann tries to push forward with yet another madcap 
scam to hoodwink the punters in teacherland.  O’Flann’s 
latest attempts to con the innocent into picking up books 
and reading is headed for the dump, thanks to the usual 
slow-witted thinking of the planning and strategy 
department at Sprung Gardens.  Luckily for teachers and 
students across Europe it now looks unlikely that 
O’Flann’s nutty project, which would have put 
metaphysical poetry within reach of millions of language 
learners, will come to naught.  Brilliant news, says the 
Newt.  A great saving of hard-earned tax-payers money. 
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A Very Brutish Christmas to You 
 
The (Occasional) Brutish Newt wishes both its readers a fine festive season and offers the 
following health warning: Don’t. 
 
Of course, with this being a ‘are-we-in-the-middle-or-at-the-end-of-the-recession?’ Christmas, 
the Newt, like all other cash-strapped beings, is having to take a more pragmatic view of the 
fever of consumerism that usually wipes out whole communities at this point of the year (and we 
note that the WHO has never declared the madness in the shops and the insanity of getting into 
debt in the flurry of consumer passion to be a pandemic, even though it is; and we doubt very 
much that Big Pharma is going to be producing vaccines against spending any time soon.  As 
if.) 
 
Thus our present buying this year has been reduced to ‘something for the children’ (a small 
straightjacket, perhaps) and a glass of warm sherry for any surviving parents.  This we call the 
post-modern-ironic Christmas, and we are delighted to see that members of staff of the Brutish 
Conchsell are following suit. 
 
Mr Green, aka Paul Nor’ Nor’ East 
(his maternal grandfather was a 
proud member of the Inuit people), 
for example has come up with this 
novel idea for a Christmas tree to 
decorate the graceful entrance hall 
of Newt Manor (right).  Paul 
describes it as “an energy saving 
tree which is as functional as it is 
beautiful.  I have another 400 just 
like it, and am working to produce 
another 500 by Christmas”. 
 
Doctor’s hope that following 
extensive treatment Paul Nor’ Nor’ 
East will make a full recovery. 
 
Other staff have come up with equally novel and parsimonious ways of celebrating Christmas, 
ranging from Lorraine’s wheeze to make decorations out of empty Macdonald’s burger trays 
Max’s plan to make a nativity scene entirely out of the skin of an old rice pudding she found in a 
drawer at home, and from Michelle’s decision this year to make small presents for all her family 
out of the woodshavings from pencils she has sharpened over the past year to Paulina’s 
determination to make a coat for Armando out of roofing insulation ‘left over’ from the building 
works next door. 
 
But what of those who are in charge?  What are the bosses doing this year to show their frugal 
ways in these times of need?  Caroline is said to be knitting a scarf to keep the guillotine warm 
this winter (at least that is what we deduce) while Shaun is said to have been practising his 
smile as a special gift for staff at the Christmas Party. 
 
And speaking of the Christmas Party, vegetarian staff will be delighted to know that the turkey 
that has been ordered is a vegetarian itself and only eats corn, so that should mean happiness 
for everyone.  The turkey, currently living with friends in a detached dwelling near the village of 
Agilde, Celorico do Basto, is called Doris and is hoping for world peace for Christmas. 
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Making the Most of a Little 
Ideas to make your money go further this Christmas 
 
THE ASSOCIATED PRESS 

LIMA, Peru — Are hard times threatening your 

Christmas dinner? Well then, Peru has the 

answer: guinea pig. 

Officials in the coastal Peruvian province of 

Callao on Monday hailed the Andean rodent as 

a low-cost, low-fat alternative to a traditional 

turkey or roast pork Christmas dinner. 

 
Guinea pigs can feed seven or eight for about 
C$4, Callao official Mario Sanguinity told 
Associated Press Television. 
“The idea is to give the people a tasty, 
economical option,” he said. 
The presentation included a live guinea pig 
dressed as Santa Claus and eight of its 
comrades laid out fried, broiled and roasted in 
traditional dishes from different regions of Peru. 

 
 
And we all though that ‘Peru’ translated 
as ‘turkey’.  But what of the hard-pressed 
Christmas dinner provider in Portugal?  It 
is unlikely that your local talho will have 
too many guinea pigs hanging in 

decorative display in the windows this 
Christmas, so what can the desperate 
shopper look for? Below, gourmet chef 
Quiche O’Flann has some ideas on how 
to feed a family of 6 for less than a euro. 

 
Confit de les vers 
 
It is little appreciated how nutritious is the humble earthworm.  With the proper 
preparation this little beastie can become a feast fit for kings. 
 
1 kg worms 
Large onion 
Bunch of parsley 
10 ml olive oil 
100g breadcrumbs 
0.5dl d-lysergic acid diethylamide 
1 small clove of garlic 
 
First catch your worms.  They must be freshly harvested, preferably by following a 
horse-pulled iron plough on the first Monday after a full moon.  Once you have caught 
all your worms, allow them to graze for 24 hours on the parsley.  Gently fry the 
chopped onion in the olive oil until soft.  Meanwhile chop the live worms and parsley 
into small pieces. Ignore the wriggling.  Add the mixture to the cooked onions and stir.  
Cover and leave for 5 minutes.  Mix the remaining ingredients thoroughly and add to 
the pan.  Stir gently and allow the ingredients to blend.  Place the contents of the pan 
into a baking dish and put into the oven for 30 minutes. 
 
Serve with potatoes or rice, and a glass of brackish water. 
 

 
The days of yore may offer us a clue on how to eat well on a little. We asked 
some of the more mature members of staff how they used to celebrate Christmas 
when times were hard.  Do they have a message for us? 
 
Emília: “Of course when I was really young we didn’t celebrate Christmas.  Then along 
came that Jesus chappie and the Christian era (I was about 10 at the time) and it all 
changed.  I think my parents got a bit confused at first for they used to serve us 
frankincense and myrrh for lunch on Christmas Day, without any stuffing.  They got the 
hang of it later on, and we used to wait excitedly for Christmas Eve when the Baby 
Jesus used to expect presents from us.  We would save up all the money we had 
collected over the year and give it to my dad who would take it down to the bar /cafe 
down the road from us.  I don’t know why Baby Jesus would be in that bar but dad 
always came back happy so it must have worked.” 
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Vicky: “It was always very cold out on the Nebraskan plains at Christmas time.  The 
wind used to howl down from Canada, occasionally bringing with it some Canadian 
geese blown off course.  My mom was a very keen shot with the 12 gauge and many a 
time we had roast goose for our Christmas dinner.  Once or twice we had moose which 
had wandered over the border, and I remember that was really good served with corn 
fries and maple syrup.  Once, even, we had reindeer and that was real surprise.  It 
landed up in our backyard, and it was all tangled up in cables and harnesses and 
things but mom soon put it out of its misery.  I remember there was this old feller in the 
road outside the house in a red suit calling out something.  Sounded like a name but he 
had an accent and was foreign so we ignored him. I remember the reindeer went well 
with cranberry sauce.” 

 
Fitch: “On a good Christmas we each had a slice of 
nicely smoked peat for dinner.  Da used to cut it fresh 
from the edge of the bog himself early in the autumn, 
and part of the magic of Christmas was the tradition, in 
the weeks leading up to the day, when the whole family 
used to go up to the stack and spit on the turf and bless 
it.  We did that most days except Sunday ‘cos the priest 
would get mad if we went anywhere except the mass 
and the pub on that day.  Ma would serve it with spuds 
made into boxty and we’d all sit round the black iron of 
the griddle and help ourselves with our fingers – dad 

would have the knife for himself.  After we’d eaten all that ma would bring out the After 
Eights and let us touch the wrappings.” 
 
So, do those who have been through this before have words of wisdom for us in 
these hard times?  It appears not. 
 
 
 
 

 
 

IWB Crisis Deepens 
The curious disappearance of students while in the unsupervised proximity of IWBs 
(reported in the Newt last February) has grown to alarming proportions, and whole 
classes of children have been reported missing after entering rooms in which an 
active IWB is present.  Recently Mat left a room full of happy 10 year olds while she 
went to fill her gin bottle from the staff gin-fountain and when she returned the room 
was empty and silent, with just a slight whiff of ozone in the air.  After a short 
while,,Mat reported, the IWB appeared to belch quietly and then switched itself off 
and began to snore gently. According to CAMPUS the number of children who have 
registered but who have disappeared is approaching 100.  Centre supremo Shaun 
Warbler, asked for his reaction to the news, said “As usual the media is overreacting 
to the situation.  After all, the students had paid their fees in advance so we are not 
too worried and are sure we can close the fiscal gap over the next six months.  The 
shareholders are happy with what is going on, and that is what really matters in the 
long run.” 
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SAP Claims More Victims 
The tragedy of SAP – a.k.a. FABS – is heartbreaking.  More families have been torn 
asunder by the evil machinations of the system than the worst of Attila the Hun and Bob the 
Builder combined have ever achieved.  One of the earliest and most common results of 
deep immersion into SAP are sleepless nights which quickly lead to staff with haggard, 
hunted looks.  The next stage is more often experienced by staff who create POs and 
consists of abnormally high blood pressure along with a loss of appetite.  After six weeks or 
so the first psychotic episodes begin the be reported, and by the end of the third month 
most staff exposed to SAP are receiving in-patient care at the Newt’s Hospital for the 
Chronically Insane and Craft and Tea Shop.  Such are the demands of SAP, however, that 
these poor, unfortunate members of staff are still required to work day and night on vendor 
creation, PO creation and releases, goods receipting, drilling down, reports and so on for 
what has never been reported before is now very evident:  once anyone has been inducted 
in SAP then there is no end to the process and the victim will be trapped for the rest of their 
lives, which will rapidly change from being natural lives to very unnatural ones. 
 
It would appear that there is no known cure for this condition, which can strike anyone over 
the age of consent.  SAP Specialist Dr S Diamond claims that scientists are working on 
alleviating the worst symptoms of the condition but as yet no breakthrough has been 
reported and that the best that can be expected is for victims to be sedated and held in 
secure facilities while, for the worst cases, whole brain lobotomies have proved to be 
partially successful.  Many families of SAP victims are known to be contacting private 
clinics in Switzerland. 
 
 

New Year Resolutions 
 
Small Paul is hoping for his return flight to be cancelled. 
 
Joe G is planning on constructing a sentence with words of two syllables or less. 
 
Cathy is hoping to construct a sentence. 
 
Isabel plans to paraglide to work every Wednesday 
 
Julie is hoping to become a carnivore. 
 
Goreti is planning a glittery future with pretty, fluffy things. 
 
Kristin would like to receive a small rodent by post. 
 
Joe P looks forward to a low tech future. 
 
Espiridia wants a computer that doesn’t run on steam. 
 
Bev is hoping for a real job. 
 
Osmaro plans to wear his superhero outfit to the office 
 
Lauren is hoping to find a magic bean. 
 
Emilia hopes for a new pack of dogs to find their way to her house. 
 
Lucy just lives in hope. 
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News from ex-Colleagues 
 
Amongst the many heartbreaks of working for the Brutish Conchshell are the tearful 
departures as colleagues leave for new pastures and other climes.  The Newt thought 
that readers would appreciate being able to catch up on some of their exploits. 
 
Lucy Mardel 
When Lucy left the Brutish Conchshell oBorto office some years ago, she first went to 
Barcelona where she spent three years learning how to eat calçots before giving up and 
becoming a camel herder in Dubai.  What was remarkable about her work in Dubai was the 
fact that she was working with camels who suffered from some form of visual impairment 
and one of the hardest things to do, Lucy says of that period, was teaching the camels 
Braille. (The most sensitive part of a camel’s anatomy is its hump, so camels would have to 
lie on their backs and wriggle their feet in the air with the Braille texts underneath them.  
This made passing Bedouins look at them curiously.)  These days Lucy is working as a tree 
decorator in Sussex, southern England, where she is a landowner and goes by the 
hereditary title of the Thane of Uckfield. 
 
 
Dunkin Donut 
Senhor Dunkin Donut left the Brutish Conchshell offices is oBorto earlier this 
year, as those who attended the national celebrations will remember.  (What 
most people forget is what the national celebrations were actually about.  So 
have we.)  Originally Dunkin was heading for the Conchshell office is 
salubrious downtown Kabal until the newly appointed military supremo, 
General McCrisis heard about the appointment and claimed that this could 
well be the straw that would break the camel’s back and the 100,000 extra 
troops wouldn't be able to do the job.  Dunkin was forced off the plane at 
gunpoint in Jordan and says of the ordeal “I found myself in a place that was 
chaotic, feeling as if it were on the edge of the abyss.  No one seemed to 
know what they were supposed to be doing and consequently very little felt 
as if it were being done.  I felt at home immediately.” 
 
Mark Howard 
Many will remember Mark as the man who brought science and pragmatism into the spirit 
of the Conchshell operation in oBorto, and for introducing apostrophes into reports.  He 
moved from oBorto to take up an important post in Korea (조선민주주의인민공화국 – to be 
precise), as a personal advisor to Kim Jong-il.  Mark’s official title was ‘Dear Advisor’ and 
Mark was remarkably successful in the post given that 1) he didn’t speak Korean 2) Kim 
Jong-il didn’t  speak English or Spanish and 3) Mark thought the whole time that was in 
Seoul.  Mark has recently moved to Singapore where he receives a salary of over $150m a 
year as Country Director.  He also holds down an evening job in a local Pizza Hut home 
delivery service where, he says enigmatically, he can still apply the skills he honed in 
oBorto. 
 
Mark Appleby 
Mark, a.k.a. Mr Twig, has tried to leave the oBorto Conchshell office on a number of 
occasions but until recently all his attempts turned out to be futile, the most successful 
period he spent ‘on the run’ running to a mere six weeks.  This time, however, he has been 
successful and for the past six months Mark has been working as language exams adviser 
to the Russian Military Academy in Sverdlosk and as specialist trainer for the elite Spetsnaz 
team due to mark’s unsurpassed knowledge of Systema Rukopashnii Boi. Just one thing 
gentle reader – do not tell Mark about this.  He is under the illusion that he is still in Porto.  
Those who see him every day know this is really not the case and readers should 
appreciate the delicacy of the situation. 


