Falkland Islands from Mars

LSD report for MPG

written by: Cpt. Cook

Introduction:

In winter 2009, I was working as a secret agent in a small South Atlantic island community. The mission was launched by our MPG (Mars Planetal Government) and performed under a strong influence of LSD (Linquistic survey department). A brief summary of this 6 month project follows:

I succefully infiltrated into the local community and I started working undercover. My spacecraft, the latest model of SSR 131271 was ingeniously modified into a S/Y Waterbird so I could easily live there and everybody belived I was a yachtsman.

 Few people discovered my true identity. One of them was my FIBF (Falkland Island best friend) who was helping me with my work. I can not reveal his name because he might be prosecuted in FI. He might be even killed in his own house in Rowland Rise 2, Stanley which is actually not his own house but a goverment appartment where he lives with his wife Stacy. She is actually not his legal wife but when it comes to wives love is more important than the law. Stacy actualy did not know I was from Mars. She thought I was from another galaxy. Their daughter Jada aged 2 and half just started talking and therefore she become very helpfull with my linquistic research.They are the smartest ones. No other people had any suspition about my work, believing I was from a yacht. My friends never told anybody! Thank you for this and also for your hospitality, I would never make it without you.

1. FILB – Falkland Islands Linguistic background

1. 1. Elusive nature of the Falklandish language

There are 3 main languages widely used on the islands. Origins of the first two are known – they belong to Indian European group. This might be misleading because none of them came from neither India nor Europe but from the UK and South America (only extreme Eurooptimists consider UK as a part of Europe). Roots of the third language are absolutely different and has not been identified.  

English is the official and the most popular laguage in the FI. There might be some original Kelpers´ dialect but it is hard to tell. So many other influences! Comparing for example Welsh and St. Helenian dialect you can hardly believe they are both English. Many other dialects all around: Australian, Canadian, cockney, Irish, Scotish, South African. South Georgian accent was also recorded (it sounds like penguins vs. furseals arguing). Also a great variety of foreign accents: Arabian, Croatian, Dutch, French, Georgian, German, Indian, Indonesian, Montenegro, Philipino, Russian. 

In some places and at certain hours it seems that the majority speaks Spanish. Chilean dialect being the most common. (restaurants and catering, language school and labourers). Classical european Spanish is more used in drugs and fishing. (Local pharmacy, fishing ships and prison). Spanish has not become offical language yet. Reportedly for strategical reasons. Although it might happen when the prisoners get into government. Argentinian accent is rare but bodyguard is not necessary to use it. 

Third language is extremely popular and also very official. Everybody is using it with either Spanish or English. Hypothetically it has a pre-historic origins but nobody knows where it came from. Possibly from onother planet. Some experts claim that it came from our planet Mars. It is possible. The gramatic structure has been lost but vocabulary is widely used in everyday life. My work was focused particularly on this language. Its name is not known. Let´s call it Falklandish. 

It must be stressed that during my short stay in the islands I was not able to identify not only the origin of Falklandish words, but neither their exact meaning. Falklandish was never codified and no dicctionary exists. I was forced to rely on guesswork in the vast majority of cases. My work has to be clarified and corrected by further investigations. There is a lot to be done in future – a project for another misson. 

All falklandish words are in capitals.

1. 2. Entry:

My ID (passport) was stamped and signed by PIO
. I received VP
.  A little „PP“ was handwritten on the stamp as well. It´s menaning is unclear. I know it sounds crazy but my passport is an official document and I did not write it there in order to be able to make fun of somebody later. Either it was „pee permit“ for a standard period of 3 months or I was allowed to pee only twice. However one thing was sure: Asking for an extension has to be done before VP expires. (Hopefully the same apllies to PP.) For the time being I was glad I can pee. There was not much time left. I had to excuse myself quickly.

When I returned PIO told me that I was not allowed to work. That was a trouble because I forgot to shut my fly. PIO kindly did it for me. Another trouble was that my engine needed oilchange. I concluded that I need WP 
 to do that. Or perhaps ROCP (regurarly oil change permit). PIO said I should know what I want. Really, he did. He was also truely sorry, but he could not change the oil for me because he was busy. There are many ship arrivals on that day. 

1. 3. Getting misleaded

One of the first Falklandish words I´v ever heard was: FIC. It was repeated many times in many contexts. I was told „They can do everything in the FI“. At first I thought it might be a local polytheistic deity or an influencial family clan. When I saw a building with a big sign „Falkland Island Company“, I found what FIC means. A building offering a company in front of the harbour with many anchored ships... It can not be left unnoticed. Any seaman can confirm that. I had to investigate.

Surprizingly they seemed to be a bit embarrassed . I was explained that this kind of company they do NOT offer. I was dissapointed. I found their sign very misleading. You see, FIC does NOT do everything in the FI. 

However they let me use an email and I was able to communicate with my home planet. Their JUST company was nice anyway. I was there when FIC GM entered the office. He said that if the bussiness does not get better, the staff would be given machine guns and they would all go back to piracy. I concluded that FIC does not do everything but  it is able to do anything to earn its living. However I had nothing to loose at that moment. All my money was gone to pay harbour dues. 

1. 4. Getting oriented – FI transport essentials

BY-PASS took me around Stanley. Nearly as far as FIPASS. It seemed logical that FIPASS must take me around FI. But it did not. I saw a red ship there, just leaving. I asked a man at the dock: „Is there another FIPASS for the West Falkland?“ He told me that the ship was leaving for the Antarctic and FIPASS was the bloody dock we were standing on. I could not believe but it was floating! FIPASS actually means: „Falkland Islands Pontoons All Slowly Sinking“. It is not a place for a Martian spaceship to land. It would break thrue and ended up on the bottom.

The man told me a piece of local wisdom: „If it ain´t sinking, don´t fix it“. I saw some pumps to keep it afloat. Warning for our Martian visitors: Remember - FIPASS takes you nowhere. It may take you down. It will happen, believe me. The smart assed earwigs already abandoned it.

Unexpectedely FIGAS has nothing to do with gases but they surprisingly take you around the FI. Small planes fly even in strong winds and they are able to land in some tight spots. Sometimes it is quite a performance. Pilots are very good. FIGAS means Falkland Islands Gentle Acrobatic Service. 

MPA road takes you to MPA but also MPC
, follow the signs so you won´t get lost. You will need ID. Going to SA, take LAN to PA. BA if going to UK. DJC taxi in the UK is FI owned. Falklandish saves paper. 

1. 5. Confusive falklandish words          

SV, MV, SY, RV, RRS, RFA, HMS, HRH. I think I know them all. I am not quite sure about HRH being a ship. It might be a very special blood-group. 

1. 6. Hideous FIG

After several days I discovered that FIC and FIG is not the same thing. It just sounded similar. I could not find out what FIG actually means. 

I used OED (Oxford English Dictionary) FIG - tropical fruit. I did not see many tropical fruits around the Falklands. Perhaps because they are blown of the trees before they ripen. There is not many trees anyway. The sheep ate them all. Later I was told that all tropical fruit has to be imported to the FI from overseas, so it is very expensive. 

OED offers a long list of other explanations. Some of them very expresive. Maybe FIG is all of that!? Or perhaps it is a pure Falklandish word and its meaning is entirely different? It seemed to be somewhere around but I did not know where to focus. It could be hidden anywhere from a GH (Governors house) to SSS (Stanley sewage system).

Some research suggested that FIG is something powerfull and rich. Several of the local informers told me similar thing: „So many people are maintained by FIG“. Perhaps it is a charity? Another informer was concerned about FIG mental health. Giving too much to get mad? Nobody wanted to be specific. MPG should investigate because it seems that FIG is something quite unique. Perhaps it is a potential partner for our UFO diplomats. 

I closed my research with the most plausible hypothesis. Let´s understand FIG as Falkland Island Geese. 

1. 7. Geese

I noticed very soon, that there is plenty of them around.  I did some research. 

The Kelp Geese are sacred. According to local belief, they are local people´s ancerstors. All locals call themselves Kelpers. Kelpers never eat Kelp Goose. Just imagining eating Kelp Goose makes them sick. But they never tried it. They just do not want to be canibals. Good old Kelpers are said to have webbed feet. I wanted to find those old good Kelpers but everybody in the FI weares shoes. They are no savages, just Kelpers. I could not see their toes.

All Kelpers love Upland geese. They shoot them all the time. Upland geese are not sacred, they are damn good. Either rosted or in a pie. Surprisingly they are still abundant everywhere. Geese eat just grass, day by day. Even Victory Green. They are not very clever, but getting fat well. 

They sometimes attend social gatherings. Geese also own some land in the aera known as Goose Green but they are widely spread in other places. A rumour says they have political ambitions. Geese occasionaly chat with people. They usually behave properly but during the last Queen Birthday they broke the formation and flew away. Somebody should teach them better. FIDF (FI defence force) was shooting at them but they missed. 21 shots and no hit. Somebody should teach them better too.

Upland geese are very productive. Posibly the most productive creatures on the islands. Just shop around. It is almost impossible not to step in their products. It is sticking so well that you can´t rid of it. Some Kelpers smoke it when it gets dry. They call it FIT (Falkland Island Tobacco). FIT is not exported. They say it does not meet EU standarts. The truth is they smoke so much that there is not enough left.  

PN (Penguin News
): Lot of fuss around FIT

There was a lot dust raised about the new billboard on the MPA road. It displays a smiling upland goose sitting on a babypot and tells us: „Be fit, smoke FIT“. Of course,Kelpers laughed. There is no need to advertise our Falkland Island Tobacco. However somebody did not laugh. CMO (Chief Medical Officer) complained to the Governor for illegal tobacco advertising and CPO (Chief Police Officer) started investigations. Company (FITC) protested that FIT is just naturally procesed grass and there is not a trace of tobacco in it. Everybody knows that CMO and PMO smoke THC. Governor´s decision is expeted next monday. We will see what he smokes. 

2. First steps

2. 1. Big bang 

I was nearly killed on the Day Two. I forgot FI were driving on the left. I just wanted to cross the road. Passing driver was using her mobile phone. She was obviously not used to Martian visitors. Luckily she was able to drastically reduce speed before she hit me – I got only 90 mph and I am not so easily destructible agent. She had a strong frame in the front of  her 4WD. She did a couple of turnovers and ended up far from the road. So did I. 

Luckily her car was OK, so we made an agreement we would not talk about it. She said that turnovers are not an issue. As long as you don´t fly out of the 200 NM fishing zone, the driving can not be found reckless. But the fact that we entered a minefield would be a problem. She was right we flew over the fence. It was kind of a nerve to get out but we made it. We were both drunk. That would not help at the court either. But the mobile phone could become a  real trouble.  

By the way I never understood why on Mars are we still sticking to righthandside driving. Whole Universe is driving on the left and the whole solar system already accepted EUR. Only our Martian government is still pompously shooting lions even if there are none left. I wonder whether they really belive that we are something special.        

2. 2. Money transfer

The mission was going on but I desparately needed money. So I contacted MISS. They always have a lot money. Everybody knows that MISS (Mars Inteligence and Secret Services) is the only deparment on Mars wich employs exclusively women, because they are the best. They are more efficient because they do not compete with each other as much as men. They are also more inteligent. And very pretty. Their agents always win beautycontests on Earth even if they are just moderately beautifull by our standarts.

I contacted them and I received a message soon after: „The answer: Yes. April the 9th 0200 FMT
. War Memorial in the capital. Do not be late I don´t have only you.“ I immediately called back that it is not safe to walk around Stanley with so much money. Especially after dark. So they changed it to 1200 FMT the same day.

I was there in time. I also pinched some flowers for her from the memorial. (Well, my Marsian education tought me that it is what memorials are good for when you do not have money.) She would not noticed. When it comes to flowers, they are not that inteligent. Unfortunatelly there was no agent to be seen. I was waiting 3 long hours in wind and rain. Normaly I am not so patient but these agents are really beautifull. Nobody arrived. What´s wrong with me?

I ´v had an email from MISS office. „Where were you? Sorry I could not wait. I hid it under the memorial.“ It looked strange. Maybe she did not get the local time right. I waited until dark, picked up some tools and went to the memorial. It was quite a job to move it. Why did people build such a pyramid? I did not find anything. Only some old bottles. Suddently I remembered there was another War memorial in Stanley. It was a whole night quest because the 1st WW memorial is huge. I was digging there like a mole but I did not find anything. 

The next morning I called the MISS office again. I had to use my last phonecard. It took ages. In the end I found what the stupid cows did. My money was in Buenos Aires under a memorial: „Las Malvinas son Argentinas“. I told them to do just the beautycontests next time. They assured me that I will get my money soon. The card ran out. I had no time to ask how. 

Few days later the agent arived. He was a brave man of Argentinian Secret service. His name was Sergio. He came to the West Falkland on a small boat and after he had to swim over the Falkland sound. He made it just because some dophins helped him. He gave me the money and we had good maté. I was very gratefull for what he did for me. He had another job to do. Some spraying on rocks somewhere far from Stanley. I helped him just because he did so much for me. Why are people getting into so much trouble to spray some names on wind beaten rocks? I think it is just madness.  

When we finished he had to go back. I gave him some of the money. I thought he would buy something on the way. Soon after he left I realised he would not buy anything. MISS sent wrong money. Stupid cows! All notes from Cabo Verde Islands. I could not believe my eyes. I found out later how they messed it up. Verde means Green. FI are green. (There is so much grass, that millions of sheep gets fat and you won´t notice something dissappeared.). On the other hand Capo Verde Islands are NOT green. It is practically a desert and any vegetation is very scarce. MISS is clever enough to know that „verde“ means „green“. They looked down from Mars and saw some green islands. So they send me the Cape Green Islands money. Really, cows. All that matters is that grass is green. 

2. 3. My FI family – FIF

I was adopted in the FI during my mission. It did not matter that my FI dad - FID and my FI mother - FIM are not from the same family and barely know each other. I am their FI kid – FIK. I know it looks complicated but our FIF worked well. 

Of course it means that my FID lives in one house and my FIM in another house. I did not find it strange. There were many kids like that around me. Their dad or mum lived somewhere else. I was just a little older - almost 36 when the adoption happened but better late than never. It is great to have FIF. 

My FIM and FID took a good care of me. I hope I did not dissapoint them. It seemed that they appreciated the fact they did not have to buy nappies and this kind of stuff. They did not have much washing with me because I brought my clothes only when it was absolutely necessary. I am used to it – water is scarce on Mars and we rarely wash our clothes. It is hard to change your habits when you are 36.

My parents also did not have to explain me where the babies come from. I did not tease them pretending I did not know anything about it. I was mature - my Marsian development was more or less corresponding with my age. You could also say: the house was finished and not yet ruined. The same was true about my FIM and FID so I did not have to buy nappies and this sort of stuff either. They did not need anything from me. I knew that a FIGK (grandkid) would make them happy, so I adopted one. They did not ask questions about the child´s parents because they knew them well. Our FIF became bigger. I still did not have to buy nappies because my FIK was taken after by her own parents. I was glad because everything is SFE in the FI.

When it comes to families biological connections are not that important. Psychological parents are important, that´s all what matters. I think: A Kelper or Martian - the main thing they love me. 

2. 4. Age of papers              

No money left, I desperately needed a job. There was a position on Falkland Island ferry. offered in the newspaper. A deckhand. My FIF always wanted his FIK becomes a seaman and my FIM liked the idea I would never be too far from home. A perfect job for me.  

I knocked on the door of the company office. A big man checked my seaman documents (everything was OK, he did not have a clue I was a Martian). He asked „How many miles experience do you have?“ Well, I could not tell him all the miles from Mars but I said just what I sailed on Earth. It was about 20 000 NM. He was pleased. 

„We can´t employ you. Your dokuments are not British. I know it is silly.“ That was it. 

No it was´t.  „You can fly to UK, do your training and come back. If the place is still available you will get it“. He added: „I really know it´s silly“. And that was it.

That night I had a dream. I was in that office again and the big man knew that it was silly. Suddenly a small man in a uniform entered the office. „I need this sailor to become my office assistent“. The big man stand upright „Yes Sir!“, but I could see in his scared eyes: „I do not want to know about this“. So, I´v had a job. We went on a bussiness trip with my boss, the small man in the uniform. We went to Trafalgar where we beated the bloody French because their documentation was so simple and efficient. Unfortunately my boss had a heart attack. Just before he died he told me: „I know it is silly but every man is here to do his paperwork right“. It became a national scandal because my boss did not have the right insurance. Suddenly a big orangutan grabbed me and threw me away. I hit the street and awoke in my spaceship - unemployed.

2. 5. Invasion

One day I walked along By-pass Road. It was very foggy. Suddenly I saw them comming from ahead. I could not see much, but there were many of them. An army marching towards Stanley. I´v heard enough about armies. They sometimes take advantage of local hospitality and it is not always easy to rid of them. I was wondering about their intentions. I better jumped of the road before they see me. (Later I was told that I was lucky because I could have jumped on a mine). I digged into the peat to hide and soon after they were close. 

Thousands. Well organised, with their weapons and camouflage. I could not see their flag to tell where they were from or their faces to guess about their intentions. They did not look like British troops. It was too late to run to Stanley to warn the people. I tried calling but my battery was flat. I wanted to wait until they pass but it seemed neverending...

When I came back that night they were all around Stanley. The British troops were not strong enough for defence. The invadors had absolutely no behaviour and did not respected anybody. I have heard horrible stories mostly from women about what they did.  

However it seemed that there was a place where they did not go. The church. A sure sign of an army sent by the Devil himself. Somebody called them bloody bastards. But when people got very agry, they called them Forficula auricularia. Even the Penguin News used strong language. They called them „nuisance“. Little Jada called them „weewic!“ They were earwigs. 

PN: „Lady R.L.G. put off chocolate muffins for life.“ 

As CPO confirmed, a tresspasser was found in a muffin sold in Stanley bakery yesterday. The earwig entered the dough without permition and ate a significant portion of the chocolate before he was baked to death. Lady R.L.G, a reputable customer of Stanley bakery found it hard to accept the carcass as a substitude for missing chocolate. The price difference between chocolate and plain muffin was immediatly refunded. „It had put me off chocolate muffins for life. On the bright side at least it´s helped me with my diet.“, said lady R.LG to PN.

This regrettfull incident should not let us to assume that all earwigs are the same. PIO expressed his believe that earwigs are capable of assimilating into our culture. „Many of them already drink tea and some started going to church. „We should find the strength to forgive“ commented the situation our Anglican pastor.    

The dead earwig will be burried at Stanley cemetary tommorow at goverment expense. It is expexted that the ceremony will be attended by all of the victim´s relatives. 

3. Good old days at Michele´s

3. 1. New job 

There was one fortunate event which saved the whole mission and allowed me to continue with my research. I found a job! Perhaps it should be said that the FI found a job for me. A seafarer was given a position which suits him the best. I was employed by the largest fast food chain on the islands – MFB. Michele´s Fried Burgers. It exceeded my darest sailing ambitions – I became Cpt. Cook!

It was not easy at first. My handicap was a lack of catering experience of any kind. I was not hiding it during my job interview with Michele. I tried to make clear that what she needs is a sophisticated intelectual with two university degrees and 5 years of psychotherapy training to give her burgers a proper human touch. She quickly undersood that individual approach is what the burgers need during the sensitive period of their ontogenetical frying development. It worked. I was employed. If I knew that other suitable specialists in the FI were already employed by competitive restaurants, I would have asked for better salary. But I did not have a clue at that moment. I accepted 40 pounds an hour without further negotiations.

3. 2. First days

„Can you do the till“ Michele asked when I started working. „Any retard can press a button“ I thought and I said „Yes, boss“. The problem was that there were too many buttons and I was totally helpless. Not to rise a suspition about my compentency I pretended a epileptic attack so she had to do the till herself. I was watching her carefully and that was how I learned the most difficult opperation in my new job. 

The first days were not easy. There were so many microwaves, burners, fridges and freezers around, not mentioning the customers. If they did not want something special they certainly wanted it fast. With my Martian brain which has the only cell reserved for practical tasks I found quite hard to please them all. I did not mind that they did not tip. I would not buy the burned burgers I made anyway. It was not before my first payday I was able to buy food somewhere else.

One customer ordered a burger TLC. I was doing my best to get all of my tender and loving care abilities into the cooking. He was not happy. That was how I learned that TLC at MFB means tomato, lettuce and cheese.I also learned that LM always means lettuce and mayo, beacause we did not sell any cigarrettes. However CB is either cheese burger or chicken burger. It all depends on who you are working with.

Quality of my burgers improved quickly. I occasionally produced a burned one but there were always enough customers who enjoyed them thoroughly.  Who said that drunks are useless?

3. 3. War by phone    

I was very proud of my boss. She become a war hero when she was 13 years old. It was during the Falkland war, not long before the British victory. The phone rang one day and she answered it.   

„This is the British Army. Can you speak freely?“ 

„Yes“ replied Michelle.

„Are there any Argentinans near you?“

„No, they blew up Fitz Roy bridge and left.“

„Fine we will be with you shortly.“

With that 78 men with their weapons were crammed into the only surviving Chinook helikopter and were deployed to Fitz Roy an Bluff Cove to regroup for the final push for Stanley.

The old phone is on the wall of MFB untill today.

3. 4. Customers

It was not just about burgers. Small talk become inherent part of my job. I met a lot of people from the City of Stanley – the rich, the poor, the drunk and during daylight ours also the sober. I also met people from MPA or from the Navy ships, people from the camp and also FI visitors. Our company was focused on meeting their needs. We were happy to make a huge Birthday cake or a lunch for the whole family as well as fried bread for a poor fellow who could not afford half of a burger.

I´v learned some unique local knowledge:

· According to local wisdom, the Saints
 do not eat mutton. According to my experince however, the Saints are quite happy to eat what they think is not mutton. 

· Customers from MPA seem to be incredibly grateful for our services. I could not understand why untill I saw the filthy and slow fast food hole at MPA one day. The mystery was solved quickly, the experience just spoke for itself. 

· It is honourable duty of a British Commonwealth citizen to create opportunities for Royal Navy personel to spend their money. I quess it was the only reason why we had so much booze in stock. Everything else is free for them in the FI. 

· It is great to talk to local people. I found that a slightly pissed fireman can be a cute thing. Hower ladies in the similar state are not allways cute. They were not even sexy. Sometimes I found it immposible to please them with our services. I never understood why you would want to upset somebody who is preparing your food. 

I was really proud to work for a company like MFB. After few weeks I became experienced in fast food, small talk and partially also in dealing with intoxicated ladies. There was only one thing I hated and I hate it even now when I think about it. I never undestood what is the tip can good for. It was getting quite full during my days but I never got any part of its treasures. 

3. 5. Weekly routine

I was working on friday and saturday nights. Thanks to my good reputation I was needed at MFB more and more. I just called the old phone and Michele answered it:

„This is Cpt. Cook. Can you speak freely?“

„Yes“ replied Michele.

„Are there any burgers near you?“

„No, the fuse in the frier is blown up. There are no burgers left“

„Fine, I will be with you shortly“.

With that I without any weapons jumped on my bike to be deployed to MFB to save the Stanley people from starving. It did not matter to me how severe gale or blizzard was blowing.  

3. 6. Stanley Youth Centre

On those chilli rainy and windy days I felt as if I was working in a Youth Centre. Some people had warned me before that kids will be always hanging around. I must say that nobody was hanged in MFB or its immediate vicinity during my days. It is hard to explain it. It was not because my burgers would be so great. They rarely bought them anyway. Despite this fact, they spent most of their time on our premises. I felt pleased and honoured. 

I know many of them by name. One was called „Egg roll“, another „Iron brew“ and one lady was „Diet Coke“. There were also twins who I was not able to tell apart. One was called „half chips“ and the other one „half cheesy chips“. I think I know why it was so confusing - they cheeted: saying it the other way around on some occasions. Who cares. All that matters is that they were all from the family „Please“.

3. 7. Confession

One day I stole some onions from MFB. I am not sure wether to blame only my wicked character or I should mention some mitigating circumstances. I needed them the day after and all shops were closed. I called Michelle two days later:

„This is cpt. Cook, can you speak freely?“

„Yes“, replied  Michele.  

 „Are there any burgers near you?“

„No, and no onions either. I blew you up like a bridge.“

„Fine I will be with you shortly.“

With that I jumped in my bike knowing that I will need some weapons this time. I stole some flowers at the war memorial to save what can be saved. She forgave me and my good old days at Michele´s continued. No matter how severe gale or blizzard is blowing, Michelle is such an amazing person.  

4.  Excerpts from the daily press

4. 1. UK standarts

An UK expert hired by educational department arrived to FI today to implement a new strategy for FI education. He gave an interview exlusively for Penguin News in Stanley.

PN: How was your trip?

UK ex: Very nice thank you, and yours?

PN: I actually live here. How do you like FI so far?

UK ex: I was very pleased to see the Falklands. I was gorgeously received here and I liked the architecture around the airport very much. 

PN: Is there anything what surprised you?

UK ex: I was shocked by the striking contrast between various areas of the Islands. For example MPA is such lovely place to be, but other places were not that pleasing. There are corners where civilisation is still to be introduced, the most alarming situation being in Stanley.

PN: What did you bring to us?

UK ex: It is here (showing his suitcase). A Strategical plan for FI education for five years, the main part being a shopping reform for Stanley.

PN: Isn´t shopping within a competence of another department? 

UK ex: (Laughing) We work across departments.

PN: What can we expect from the reform?

UK ex: On the short run, the shopping uniforms. They will be worn on voluntarily bases for a three month period by every customer shopping in Stanley except buying gas at SS. After the voluntary period they become a compulsory standard for every customer. Their use will be strictly limited for shopping and not for other parts of everyday life. We are aware of the fact that we are educating civilians. There is also a different uniform for school children under discussion. The main question being if school uniforms should be allowed for shopping or not.  

PN: What can we expect on a long run?

UK ex: There is a complete shopping manual in print but the key idea is „We are all Kelpers in shopping but some are more of a Kelpers than others“ and motto: Service, quality and value. Four main Kelper stores will be kept but everyone for a different type of customers. Just briefly:

K1 for CBF
 and HE Governour, allowed to use his current uniform 

K2 Military high officials and FIG overseas expert (All uniformed mountaniers can climb K2 with a special permit)

K3 BCPH (British Commonwealth passport holders) aged 70 and over including FIPH without thouse who are using peat for heating

K4 Others

PN: What is the main aim of this reform?

UK ex: To reduce shop bullying and introducing basic human values: discipline and social stratification.

4. 2. EU standards

FI bussineses are slowly adopting the highest stadards of operation, becoming EU – expensive and unefficient. Some do it better than others. FIDC
 is thought to be in the lead and far ahead of other enterprises. Stanley Diary became so much EU that it is not able to produce milk anymore. This remarkable succes was confirmed by the fact that milk which has to be imported to FI from Chile now is actually cheaper. 

There is also a significant social aspect of above mentioned EU standards. Destitude farmers from Stanley Diary had to to flee the FI and search for an asylum in Australia. Their disasterous economical situation forced them to leave their own children behind. They were found later in the Diary shed, all starved to death
.

4. 3. EU wants UK naval bases

Britain´s naval bases around the world should be put under the contol of Brussels, according to report commissioned by the European Union. 

It says that also millitary facilities in the FI should become part of EU to help safeguard Europe´s trade routes. 

The idea drew a rebuttal from the Ministry of defence, which insisted UK facilities would not become EU (expensive and uneficient) but remain under British control to keep them CE (cheep and efficient).  

5. Another planet, another manners

5. 1. Peeing attitude

One day I noticed a headline in the Penquin News: „Two P´s take the Pod on tour“. 

It reminded me the two P´s I had in my passport since day one. For the whole time I had to think about it. I had a vague idea it has something to do with peeing regulations. I am very disciplined person and I did not want to break any rules. How can I find what is appropriate? I was in constant stress. After a few days I had to admitt to myself that I have a pee insecurity problem. The importance of the peeing issue for Martian visitors can not be overestimated. My duty was to write an immediate report to Marsian authorities. I tried not to be too emotional:

„There is a very different peeing attitude on planet Earth. The actual peeing act is the same, at least for men because that was the only one I witnessed. What is different is the social dimension of peeing. When you start talking about it, they feel a little embarassed, especially when they are sober. They rarely use pee related words in offices, fine restaurants and churches. It is strange, I know, but every future Martian visitor must know that. The actual performance of peeing is rarely done in public. They think it is something highly private, bit unclean and smelly and sometimes go that far to call it disgusting. I tried several times to bring the topic up but every time with the same dissappointig results.

Contrary to our habbits they are absolutely unable to communicate by peeing and in this aspect the dogs can be considered more civilised than people. Comparing with our Martian peeing culture, people on earth have to use rather primitive substitudes. For example: A young man who wants to devote himself to the lady of his heart will play guitarr under her windows day and night. We do it as well on Mars, you might say, but imagine how poor impression the player would leave if not peeing under the window as well? Other planets, other manners. Or: They can not say „Our beloved uncle did his last piss and will be missed“. The Earth is a bizzare planet. 

However one of their peeing habits is really scandalous. I am so ashamed just to write about it. Well,if anybody is planning a visit on Earth it is better to be prepared to reduce the shock. You may see somebody peeing in an open country there! They pee in the wild without any scurpules! The worst of them are peenig in the middle of Amazonian rainforest but peeing on an open ocean can hardly be seen as more appropriate. They are like animals – totally pee-cultureless. They do not have to pee under lover´s window if they do not want to but something should be done against such a contempt with basic solar system values. Peeing in the wild is filthy!“

5. 2. Human killing attitude on Planet Earth

The ammount of war memorials around the FI could hardly be left unnoticed by even a visitor from a distant galaxy. It contrasts with a peacefull and good hearted nature of local inhabitants. For a Martian visitor it was a shock to hear that more than one war memorial is still planned to be built in Stanley in future. 

I believe this is a part of a broader problem covering the whole planet Earth. I summed up my findings in the speech for the Martian Parliament. I was able to read it thrue an online skype connection despite various complaints from the management of the C&W
 company.  

Ladies and Gentlemen,

I have a great honour to report about Martian activities on our neighbouring planet. The issue is perhaps not as important and controversial as the ones you have likely heard on those premises so far. I will present some comparative views on our cultures. I hope you will find the differences amusing as they certainly are. I will focus on the subject of killing. 

 Killing humans is considered as a crime and it is legally sanctioned on planet Earth the same way as it is with killing Martians on our planet. We have much in common.

 Yes, our Martians law provides an exception you might say – it allows killing and sometimes it even encourages it. As we know very well such a case is the act of killing yourself, or suicide if you wish. We all feel that it is our basic Martian right to kill ourseves in case we are not happy with our life. Our religious leaders do not object. On the contrary: they often say: „God gave you the gift, your own life. If you don´t like it, give it back. You do not have to pay anything. It was for free. He/she loves you. We are sorry to let you go. Perhaps next time.“ I am just mentioning these trivial notions to show how different attitudes are shared by the law, religion and public oppinion on planet Earth. They find suicide morally wrong and unacceptable. Religious teachers call it a sin. Some people go that far to stop others from doing it in case anybody display such intentions. 

Surprisingly, Earthian culture is open to entirely different act of killing. They are sometimes keen to kill somebody else, usually as many as thousands and even millions. It would become a drastical euphemism to say that they encourage it. None at all. They call it a duty and it is even blessed. Such a strong feelings they have about it that it becomes God´s will. 

„We also had wars in our Martian history“ you might object. The difference I would like to mention now is a profound one. Our wars were never justified. They remained tragic, pitable and highly criminal offences. They did not leave winners and loosers after them, just victims and survivers. Our efforts are directed towards ending the war. On the Earth it is the opposite:  Many of their wars are being fought patheticaly after the peace was signed. One of the ways how they do it is building war Memorials.      

In our eyes the War Memorials have little to do with giving honour to those who were killed. We had built war Absurdials for this purpose. War Absurdials as you all know, have the names of all killed in the conflict. Such a concept is totally unknown on planet Earth. They built Memorials with names from only one of the fighting sides dedicated either to outstanding victories OR to outstanding defeats. As if the dead were still enemies. 

I tend to belive that war Memorials are helping to maintain the enemies among those who survived. Their suggestive powers are likely to make new enemies. To make the Memorials more explicit some individuals give speeches there. We call them Warspeakers. As we recorded the most talkaktive are those who did not actually fight in a particular conflict. It is a highly respected job to be a warspeaker, before, during the war, and also after, until the next conflict comes. What is ridiculed and disgracefull on Mars is highly estimated on planet Earth.

During last 8 years our Martian government financed a training for selected soldiers on the Earth. The main task was to develope their absurdity perception skills. We are pleased to see that the situation is starting to change. Suddenly there are individuals who are able to recognise the absurdity of war despite all the efforts of many to hide it. Such individuals get in an akward position: their job is to fight, seeing the war absurd they do the opposite. Their position on the planet Earth has a seroius drawback: They do not fit. 

However some moderate success was achieved: more and more soldiers are able to view the fighting as „just a job“. The main charakteristic of their job is that it has an end. They are not blindfolded heroes anymore. As a consequence and to our great pleasure, the warspeakers´ influence has significantly dropped. Unfortunatelly there is always someone who is ready to give the orders. That´s why most of our efforts to assist the Earth to overcome the war mentality have failed so far.

Ladies and Gentlemen, as a conclusion I would like to stress an important message: We should not forget that both our planets are closely related. There is only a subtle difference in out attitudes. People on planet Earth always see the justice of the war in the first place and sometimes but rarely its crime. As you all know our Martian perspective is the opposite. There is no need to intervene into the development on planet Earth apart from our secret educational program. We are all killers, Marsians and Earthians alike, our God loves us and populations on our planets are growing.

Thank you very much.

5. 3. Dementia coalition 

There was a new educational program started in the FI during my mission. Martian agents organised it but both of the big stars were from the Earth. We chose them because they are famous in the FI and they also fit in our concept of a leader.

Lady Margaret Thacher and general Galtieri kindly accepted our offer with kind of a stupid but sincere smile. They both suffer from dementia and senility. They can smile without further political aims and they are also able to pee publicly without and scurples. They are  charismatic in their home countries. They were a perfect couple for our intentions.

We started with posters for Dementia awarenes week. The political stars posed individually. M.T. for a campaign in UK territories and G. for a similar campaign in Argentina. Posters were recieved unexpectadly well by general public so we could continue with our plan.

This time we made a poster of both of them. It is a piece of art, far above the standards of a political propaganda. A toothless general and not much better looking Iron Lady sitting on a china made sofa. All this has a headline: International Dementia Coalition for Peace. Its main and the only point is to say that any war is a crime because it denies a basic soldier´s right to live long enough to meet his own dementia. The posters are ready to be distributed worldwide. Some political experts claim that it is so stupid that it must work. 

6. More about my FI family 

6. 1. My Falkland Islands Dad

I was always proud of my FID. He is one of the few who does not own a fancy car. He is not an CO, CE, GM
 not even just O, E or M of any kind nor some kind of a gingo foreign expert. There are not many like him around Stanley nowadays. He is a blacksmith and he is happy with that.

I was allways proud of what he achieved. During the time I lived in Stanley the place looked quite sad from the seaside. Kind of an open air museum of jetties in various stages of desintegration. Nobody was ever bothered about this but my FID. He and his wife built their own little harbour – the only suitable place for boats in Stanley and perhaps the best shelter in the FI.

It was just one of the many projects of his. He always has a few projects he is working on and many projects he will be working on soon. The latter ones are called „another projects“. He is never short of materials, spare parts and equipment. If something is not in his car, it will be in the container. If it is not in the container, it will be in the shed. He has to move everything in this shed to be able to take it out. That is the hardest part. The good side of it is that he knows perfectly well where to find everything. If it is not in one of his places, it is most likely not on the islands. My FID keeps things because it is not easy to buy exactly what you want. „The Falkland factor“ he explains. He is right. 

Yes, I had to mention his car. As I said it was not a fancy model but who cares. I never judged dads by their cars. My FID blue van is full of tools, welding accesorries, spare parts not only for his car but also for cars of his neighbours. There is also place for Ben, who is a dog. There was also place for me when I needed to go to his workshop to make some bits and pieces. At first Ben was put on the back seat but after a few trips he decided that there is enough room on the front seat for all three of us. That was the moment I started to feel I became part of the family.

What I learned from my FID was that it does not matter how many titles you have. What matters is who you are. Everybody who knows him will understand that he is just a blacksmith. But yet, he is also the Knight, a free and noble man. Somewhere in his blue van, under all the stuff he carries, there is a proof of this: a real Knight´s sword.  

6. 2. My Falkland Islands Mum

My FIM has many jobs. Officially she is a FI wich, but she also works as a police officer. She is also a part time gangster. I never understood how she was able to do all this and still be such a good mum. 

I understand why she has so many jobs. She always wanted to help people. Believe it or not there are some people you can not help if you are just a police officer. So she became a gangster. After some years she realised that certain problems can not be dealt with without using some kind of magical powers. That is why she became a wich.

I was in her house one day when two visitors arrived. They were veterans. There is lot of veterans once a while around Stanley but not all are usually welcomed in houses. These guys were from Argentina. They were welcomed in my FIM house as I was and many other people were. „Come any time, the door is open“ she always said. They came one day.

We took them around. There was one particular place which meant a lot for them. It was a hill not far from Stanley to the west and I could not understand what the heck is so important amongst those wind beaten rocks. Later that day we were sitting in my FIM kitchen, drinking maté and they told us about a severe battle they fought many years ago in that place.

It was already dark when somebody knocked on the kitchen window. My FIM left and we heard her talking with someone in the porch. She came back and said to the two Argentinians.. „There are some British veterans who would like to talk to you. I thought I ´d better ask you first“. And the two RG´s said: „Si, porque no“.

So the British and Argentinians vets met at our table. Small world I thought when they started talking. The British knew the hill west of Stanley very well. They were in the same battle and it seemed that these guy were probably shooting at each other during the war.

I was afraid of a possible confrontation but nothing like that happened. Here they were – people with their memories, two of them drinking mate and the other two black tea (milk, no sugar please). They found no reason to fight. However there seemed to be a lot of what they felt. It is hard to tell more about it because I am just a Marsian agent. They were real people.  It just seemed to me that they did not find any hardfeelings against each other.

I talked to my FIM few days later, after they were all gone. I wanted to know what mixture of herbs and animal blood she used to make all this happened. „Elixirs work with agents“ she said. „People have to find it themseves“. „What if they started to fight?“ I asked her. „Do not worry, I would shoot them all“ said my FIM. She opened a drawer of the very same table. I saw her gangster´s gun inside.     

6. 3. My Falkland Islands Kid

My little FIK was an amazingly cute little girl of many talents. She was able to smash an earwig with a one snap of her little fingers and dispose it properly in the bin. She did not mind using a tissue so she was capable of doing it all in a civilised manner. We all admired her for that but we could not bring ourselves to do it as well.

She was also unbeatable in making mess around the house. When her real parents tried very hard to make a mess of comparable qualities they always failed. In one moment they were so desperate they wanted to give their daughter to me hoping I would sail away with her and never come back. 

One good thing about my FIK is that she loved cats. Cats had to love her too because otherwise they would flee the house after my FIK started to play with them. I never knew that cat´s ears, tails and heads can grow after they were torn away.  Obviously they can because there was always the same cat around the house and my FIK was never tired of playing with this cat.

The striking thing about my FIK was how clever she was. I think it is all thanks to the TV she is watching as most FI kids are. She could hardly speak but she had strong political oppinions. One of them was quite naive – it was about FI independence. Some FI teenagers are like that. They fight the British sodiers in the pub for this reason. Few adults belive in independence too. They write about it in funny papers. They are all right, it would work great on Mars. All what our citizen needs when he/she gets drunk is to claim an independent territory around him/her before falling asleep. He/she can be sure that after waking up diplomats from all around will be waiting there to start their mission on the new independent teritory. But on Earth it is a different thing. FI should know better than many other places.  

When I was leaving FI I was sorry I won´t be able to see my FIK grow. I had to leave this priviledge completely to her parents and their cat. 

6. 4. Big Falkland Islands Family - BFIF   

Anybody who read the 2.3. secction will not be surprized by the easines which my FI family grew bigger with. I was suddenly introduced to my FI grandparents, uncles, cousins and bunch of other kin. It did not take long to realise that I was not at all sure who is my FI relative and who is not. Finally I was like most Kelpers. I started to feel I belonged to this place. 

I was so interested in the BFIF
 problem, that I studied this subject at the University of Stanley. I found a remarkable book in its library, which gave me a great historical perspective of the BFIF development. Its name was „Down the Hill Together“ written by a farmer who was also a part time academic. He claimed that there is no use to distinguish between relatives and non-relatives in the FI. According to him all islanders, including visiting sailors, belong to one BFIF. He belived that it is easier to accept everybody, than tell who is out. „No fence is too high to be sure“ he argues. Who would know better than a farmer?  

Author  claims that there were bright moments in the FI history when the BFIF hold closer together than it is common nowadays. In his book he focused on two archetypal „down the hill“ situation of BFIF: sledging and drinking.

1) Sledging      

It is belived that approx. 20 years ago you could see all kinds of collars and ages on one sledging hill in Stanley. Both the dandelion and the shanty Irish would be breaking their bones together, taking down bunch of their neighbours, kids and grandparents. „What happened with the snow that it is not good enough for all rumps anymore?“ the author asks. 

Well, it was a disappointment for a Martian visitor to see that sledging become just a few childrens´domain. I believe that all Kelpers should care about their future and go sledging more often. 

2) Drinking 

Some historians claim that drinking in the Falklands started in 1690 when the English first landed there. Others maintained it happened long before that. However everybody agrees that there has always been a lot of drinking. The unique concept in the Kelper tradition is the multigenerality of boozing. The practical advantage of it was that somebody keeps an eye on kids so they do not kill themseves.

As a Martian I can say that the wildest parties I have seen in the FI were also multigenerational. I think it is good for everybody. The kids in return will look after their grandpa who can barely move on crutches even when he is sober. I was alarmed to hear that some teenagers had such a contempt for their parents company that they made their own party. Think about your parents kids. You shouldn´t leave them out just because they can´t keep up with you anymore.You do not want your parents to find you unconscious somewhere by concidence. Why should drinking end up in a hospital if BFIF has aways been capable to deal with it? 

What I liked most about „Down the Hill Together“ is the final chapter. We can actually see that his entire work has a solid ontological grounding.

„The world around is made of infinite ammount of funny connections They are the essence. Only idiots see objects. Most of the time we are all idiots. But real idiots are different. They can see the essence.“ 

7. On a slant – becoming a criminal

7.1. Getting to prison

It was the last good day at Michele´s. A very busy night and many orders. There was so much smoke around that SFB
 arrived thinking that there was a fire. That was the day I found that a group of slightly drunk firemen is the cutest thing ever. But I had to send them back. There was no fire, it was just a very busy night.

It was my last day, because it was the last day of my WP
. Nothing could be done to extend it. To tell the truth there was a solution. A lady came and said that if I marry her, I would be allowed to work in the FI for all my life. The problem was that she was so ugly that I would rather sign a contract with the devil for eternity. I had to refuse but I did not want to offend her. So I said I was a gay. She was very understanding. Later she sent one of her male friends to me and I had to find another excuse. I said I already had a husband in Holland. 

I remember it as if it was today. A nice two CB
 almost ready in the frier, a microwave rang that a curry for specials was ready. I was in exceptionally good mood. Michelle, my boss gave me a book as a memory of my burger days. „That´s what you need“  she said.  I was emotional when I read the title: „Appropriate behaviour lessons for the hopeless“. I was moved how deeply she understood me. 

It was almost closing time when I noticed a big car stopped in front of the MFB. Suddenly I heard the big window broken and many figures with masks over their faces jumped inside. Another group entered thrue the roof from behind and I was surrounded by the toughest men of RFIP, FIDF
 and British Para troopers. I looked at the clock. It was 2 minutes past midnight. My WP expired and it became clear to me that I will be charged with illegal work.That is all can remeber. The next thing was that I woke up on the floor of the FI prison.

7. 2. Behind the bars 

I was in a cell with two Spanish guys. „Yo soy Jesus“ one of them said. I thought I was in a mental institution. „Cpt. Cook“ I replied. They seemed to be pleased to meet me. They were just fishermen but payed all respects to me, calling me Sir, as if  they had a proper British training. They told me a secret which nobody  knows: It is not bad to be a prisoner in the FI.  

They told me they were in prison because of taking part in an illegal sugar trade between FI and South American mainland. I told them I was there for illegal work. They suddenly started to yell „Saca esta mierda de aquí
“ They started to beat me with some oars or whatever it was they had ready because the prison authorities believed that such things can be usefull for prisoners. I was bleeding severly when two police officers came. But they did not take me stright away. They had to go back for their latex gloves. They removed me from the cell after sticking to all standard procedures. I do not remember more because I was half dead.

I was put in the cell next door. Unfortunatelly there was a kind of a hole in the wall to the other cell where the Spanish guys were. Their took their oars and started to push me towards the toilet. „Saca la completamente“they shouted to each other. Luckily my dear police officers rescued me again. There was no other cell left. They found a safe place for me after all. I was put in a fridge. It was still warmer than my spaceship in the middle of the Falkland winter so I was gratefull. I even found some food there. There was a burger made at Shorties diner and an Ice tea. The burger was all right but the ice tea had too much sugar in it. I ate it all and I did not care that some people say „There should always be a well done burger left for a police officer“. I fell asleep again.

7. 3. Freedom    

A very bright light woke me up. Somebody opened the fridge. I saw a mask. To my great surprise it was my FI mum. She came to rescue me but we had to use a window and jump over the wall. She was off duty. She came as a gangster. She had to, she wanted to do something good. „You will stay in my house. They will search all around the place but they never look in the houses. They will forgett about it soon“. 

All I can tell she was not a gangster in the morning anymore. I received from her one or two. One from her palm, the next one from the table. I was never sure how to count this. „Next time turn that damn frier off“ she said. It came out that a fire started at MFB after I was taken away. Remember the two unlucky CB´s?  Michele almost lost her business in flames. Fire brigade did not want to come thinking it was just a saturday night smoke. Well it was not. It was sunday as every law mindfull soul in Stanley knows. The flames did not bother and went on. Luckily there is alway enough drunks to pee at MFB. They did not buy any burgers this time but saved Michele´s livelihood anyway. 

8. End of the mission

8. 1. Outrageous dot behind 

My six month mission was coming to its end. I had to leave the Islands not because I wanted but because our Martian authorities insisted on my immediate return. I felt emotionally disrupted. All but such a embarrasing thing can be expected from a experienced Martian agent. 

I left for the West part of the islands. I felt I had to leave somethig behind. An important message for all Kelpers and also for everybody who would come after me - no matter from which planet or which country, by a spaceship or on a yacht. 

I picked up a beautifull empty beach in the West.  It was a huge openned place with a view of the Atlantic ocean. My message was short.

I ♥ FI

I did not shout it because no one would notice. I did not write it the sand because it wouldn´t last in the wind and everybody would forget. I did something else: the most outrageous thing for any Martian. It is so horrible that I can not even say it now. 

Do you ask why did I such a distastful thing? Why did I betray my good  Martian education? 

Well, there was a plan behind this madness. I wanted to show that I really mean it.

8. 2. Never come back?       

„You wrote all this because you thought you would never come back“ somebody might think. I am quite optimistic anyway. I still believe that after three generations pass and four plastic surgeries will be done on my face I can come back to FI. 

Or perhaps I will call that good old phone at Michele´s Fried Burgers. 

„This is cpt. Cook, can you speek freely?“.

„Yes“ answers Michelle, young as ever. 

„Are there any of those who remember the terrible things I wrote about them near you?“

„Yes they are“ she will say. „But they forgave you, there are bridges left“. 

„Fine I will be with you shortly.“

I always thought that forgiving is more powerfull than all armies and plastic surgeries in the world. 
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� Principal Immigration Officer


� Visitor´s Permit.


� Work permit


� Mount Pleasant Complex and Mount Pleasant aerea. Both are military bases. Some simple civilians belive there is just one and MPC and MPA mean the same thing. It seems that a lot of effort was made to confuse a potential invador.


� Penguin News is the main (and the only) newspaper in the Falklands. It is not just for Penguins. People are able to read it as well.


� Falkland mean time


� Saints = people from St. Helena Island. They proudly call themseves „goat people“ leaving nothing but contempt for mutton. Radical Saints in the FI refuse even pork in case the pig was fed with mutton. (as most FI pigs are). They insist they can taste it in the meat.


� Commander of British forces


� Falkland Islands Development Corporation.


� According to some rummours the dead were just pigs. Martian observer can not see much of a difference. 


� Cable and Wireless. They insisted I should use a phonecall instead because the skype makes them so little money that they can not properly feed their own families anymore.


� Chief officer, Chief executive, General Manager.


� Some people preffer the term „FI Community“ but FIC already has another meaning so we stick to BFIF.


� Stanley Fire Brigade.


� Yes, WP still means Work permit. There might be a madnes in the falklandish, but no chaos.


� CB =chicken burgers. Not cheese burgers because they never go to the frier, they are just microwaved.


� Royal Falkland Island Police and Falkland Islands Defence Force


� Take this shit out of here.





