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Non compus mentis Jan Issue 2015

Dutch and UK news oddities from both sides of our codless pond

CADS REPORT

CADS Report publishes private, secret, and classified nonsense about the state of the UK and 
the Netherlands from anonymous news sources.

CADS Lunch. Friday 16th

I just don’t want 
to look back and 
think: “I could’ve 

eaten that”

While I don’t want to 
break my New Year’s 
resolution so soon...
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UK News— Judge asks 
women why she wants a 
divorce. 
A judge was interviewing a woman regarding 
her pending divorce, and asked, “What are 
the grounds for your divorce?”

She replied, “About four acres and a nice 
little home in the middle of the property with 
a stream running by.”

“No,” he said, “I mean what is the foundation 
of this case?

“It is made of concrete, brick and mortar,” 
she responded.

“I mean,” he continued, “What are your 
relations like?”

“I have an aunt and uncle living here in town, 
and so do my husband’s parents.”

The judge said, “Do you have a real 
grudge?”

“No,” she replied, “We have a two-car carport 
and have never really needed one.”

“Please,” he tried again, “is there any 
infidelity in your marriage?”

“Yes, both my son and daughter have stereo 
sets. We don’t necessarily like the music, but 
the answer to your questions is yes.”
“Ma’am, does your husband ever beat you 
up?”

“Yes,” she responded, “about twice a week 
he gets up earlier than I do.”

Finally, in frustration, the judge asked, “Lady, 
why do you want a divorce?”

“Oh, I don’t want a divorce,” she replied. “I’ve 
never wanted a divorce. My husband does. 
He said he can’t communicate with me.”

Private, secret, and classified nonsense about the state of the UK and the Netherlands from anonymous news sources.

UK News— What to do 
with a dead horse.
A young man named Chuck bought a horse 
from a farmer for $250. 

The next day, the farmer drove up to Chucks 
house and said, ‘Sorry son, but I have some 
bad news, the horse died.’

Chuck replied, ‘Well, then just give me my 
money back.’

The farmer said, ‘Can’t do that. I went and 
spent it already.’

Chuck said, ‘Ok, then, just bring me the dead 
horse.’

The farmer asked, ‘What ya gonna do with 
him?

Chuck said, ‘I’m going to raffle him off.’

The farmer said, ‘You can’t raffle off a dead 
horse!’

Chuck said, ‘Sure I can, Watch me. I just 
won’t tell any body he’s dead.’

A month Later, the farmer met up with Chuck 
and asked, ‘What happened with that dead 
horse?’

Chuck said, ‘I raffled him off. I sold 500 
tickets at five dollars a piece and made a 
profit of $2495.’

The farmer said, ‘Didn’t anyone complain?’

Chuck said, ‘Just the guy who won. So I 
gave him his five dollars back.’

Chuck grew up and works now for the 
government.

USA News— Man buys 
taser for wife’s birthday. DO 
NOT TRY THIS AT HOME. 
 
Last weekend I bought a 100,000-volt, 
pocket/purse-sized taser for my wife as a gift 
on our 15th wedding anniversary. 

I took it home and sat in a pair of shorts 
and a tank top with my reading glasses 
perched delicately on the bridge of my nose, 
directions in one hand, and taser in another.

I was reading the directions and thinking that 
I really needed to try this thing out on a flesh 
& blood moving target.

I must admit I thought about zapping my 
cat Gracie (for a fraction of a second) and 
thought better of it. But, if I was going to give 
this thing to my wife to protect herself against 
a mugger, I did want some assurance that it 
would work as advertised.  

The directions said that a one-second burst 
would shock and disorient your assailant; 
a two-second burst was supposed to 
cause muscle spasms and a major loss of 
bodily control; a three-second burst would 
purportedly make your assailant flop on the 
ground like a fish out of water.

Any burst longer than three seconds would 
be wasting the batteries. All the while I’m 
looking at this little device measuring about 
5′ long, less than 3/4 inch in circumference; 
pretty cute really and (loaded with two itsy, 
bitsy triple-A batteries) thinking to myself, ‘no 
possible way!’

What happened next is almost beyond 
description, but I’ll do my best…?

I’m sitting there alone, Gracie the cat looking 
on with her head cocked to one side as to 
say, ‘don’t do it, master,’ reasoning that a one 
second burst from such a tiny little ole thing 
couldn’t hurt me all that bad. 

I decided to give myself a one second burst 
just for heck of it. I touched the prongs to my 
naked thigh, pushed the button, and…

HOLY MOTHER OF GOD, WEAPONS OF 
MASS DESTRUCTION!!!

I vaguely recall waking up on my side in the 
fetal position, with tears in my eyes, body 
soaking wet, both nipples on fire, testicles no 
where to be found, with my left arm tucked 
under my body in the oddest position, and 
tingling in my legs? 

The cat was making meowing sounds I 
had never heard before, licking my face, 
undoubtedly thinking to herself, “Do it 
again,stupid, do it again!”

Note: If you ever feel compelled to ‘mug’ 
yourself with a taser, one note of caution: 
there is no such thing as a one second burst 
when you zap yourself!

You will not let go of that thing until it is 
dislodged from your hand by a violent 
thrashing about on the floor.

A three second burst would be considered 
conservative.

SON-OF-A-…, THAT HURT LIKE **%!!! 

A minute or so later (I can’t be sure, as time 
was a relative thing at that point), I collected 
my wits (what little I had left), sat up and 
surveyed the landscape. 

My bent reading glasses were on the mantel 
of the fireplace. The recliner was upside 
down and about 8 feet or so from where it 
originally was. My triceps, right thigh and 
both nipples were still twitching. My face felt 
like it had been shot up with Novocain, and 
my bottom lip weighed 88 lbs. I’m still looking 
for my testicles and I’m offering a significant 
reward for their safe return!!

P. S. My wife loved the gift, and now 
regularly threatens me with it!
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(Our hearts go out to the families of the cartoonists who died at the French newspaper Charlie Hebdo).
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On Friday the 16th we 
have the first CADS 

lunch of the year, and Jos 
Weerts will speak about how 
the Dutch veterans are faring 
in this year when we celebrate 
the 70th anniversary of V-E 
day, and the arrival of a jeep 
full of Yorkshiremen on the 
Amstel bridge. They checked 
for the presence of snipers 
by the simple process of their 
officer getting out of the jeep 
and sauntering across the 
bridge. He smoked a couple 
of cigarettes without being 
shot, so declared the city 
open and went back to tell the 
Canadians, waiting with their 
tanks in battle order a mile or 
so down the road.

See you on the 16th!!!

“Be afraid. be 
very afraid: I will 
be sending out 
the 2015 CADS 
membership subs 
soon”

I wish you all a healthy, 
happy and prosperous 

2015, and look forward to 
a significant new growth 
in trade and cultural 
relations between The 
Netherlands and The 
United Kingdom 

Mark Cunningham’s new door stopper... 

…The December lunch Jokathon was as funny as ever. 
Louise Hunter, John Donnelly and Judith Hope were 
all extremely funny, but in the end Mark Cunningham’s 
joke about advertising – timed to perfection – just gave 
him the edge. He was presented with the Mike Hayes 
trophy by your chairman. It is now back in service as a 
door wedge.
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Pay for my CADS membership?  Me?  TheEarl of Wyndham?

Dearest CADS, Rakes and Bounders.
We will soon be passing the straw boater around our esteemed members 
to shore up the CADS annual coffers. This year, as every year, we will relieve 
you of fifty of your hard earned Euro shillings.

Should you attend our next lunch on Friday, January 16th, at noon sharpish, then may I 
once gain remind one of the bar rules:

1. A drink cadged from a stranger tastes far superior to one earned by the sweat of your brow?

2. Fall In Love With Yourself All Over Again. One of the cornerstones of becoming a CAD is an 
overwhelming sense of self-importance. Focus on your needs, your desires, your goals, your next 
free drink. At all times a single question should linger at the forefront of your mind: “What’s in it for 
moi?”

3. The Wardrobe of Deception. A vain outer appearance is tremendously important. When you 
walk into a bar, those gathered must immediately recognize you as an inebriate above the ordinary, 
a fellow who enjoys the finer things in life, especially if they’re free.

4. Bar Misbehavior.  At any given point of the day, the only time you shouldn’t be in a bar is when 
you’re on your way to a bar. 

5. Double Dutch:  Can’t afford a drink? Lady friends can prove an excellent source of income, 
especially if you can convince them you are exiled royalty waiting for a long overdue monarchist 
revolution that will surely sweep you (and certain generous friends) back into the palace. 

6. Cultivate an English accent. This is nearly essential. Rakes from around the world once 
descended on London in droves for no better reason than acquiring a properly superior tone to 
their speech.

This space reserved for CADvertising


