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Did you know that during the period from 1520 to 1630 there were over 30,000 werewolf trials in France alone? How mad is that!

I blame the bread, of course. If you will be poor and eat rye bread then what do you expect? Honestly. Was no-one sensible in those days?

If you absolutely have to give yourself ergot poisoning and run around like a maniac, thinking the tingly burny sensations in your extremities and scalp mean you are changing into a wolf-type being who can bite through the world then at least have sense enough to do it at home with a designated “straight head” who is prepared to guide you away from dangerous witch-hunting Catholics who want to burn you alive before tossing your ashes to the four winds.

Come on! It does not take a genius to figure this out. I would also suggest a minimum of one “straight head” per ergot poisonee. And remember, kids. Hallucinating in 16th and 17th century France is never wise. Just say “non”.

Lots of love, Ellie

growl growl

snarl, snarl chomp! chomp!

i’m a baby werewolf out on a romp

i went through the transformation and it hurt a little bit

but nothing in comparison to having my first shit JESUS !!

they don’t tell you about that in werewolf school

i attended Lycan Preparatory prestigious and old

i had to wear a blazer and do as i was told

i was given lots of information purporting to prepare the future ‘me’ i’ve since experienced the gaping hole in werewolf biology

no-where was it mentioned the digestive duration of red meat (either that or i wasn’t listening)

anyway point is ...

chomp! chomp!


we have a ‘right of passage’ when we reach thirteen we’re allowed our first change and become snarly and mean


the mood change is not surprising when you consider the distortions required to make a ‘mythical’ animal of horrendous proportions adrenaline then cortisol fuel the making of the beast

then ‘the hunger’ takes over and we need to feast (and that is where i made my rookie error)

simple mathematics makes it obvious now that it’s not a good idea to devour a cow killing and eating is no mean feat

when your repas is 1000 kilos of bone and meat and there it settles into your magical belly

as you lope home, change and watch the telly but three days later in human form

when the moon has waned into it’s lunar norm you take your book and settle down on the loo

HAVE YOU TRIED SHITTING 1000 KILOS OF POO ?

mixing methadone with mescaline is only asking for trouble

your life becomes insane and trapped inside a bubble the air is purple plastic

the moth is quite bombastic and nothing quite makes sense i feel the urge to ramble

but can’t make out the fence
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chirp ... chirrup ... cheep cheep tweet tweet tweet
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tweet, tweet, tweet, tweet tweet, tweet, tweet, tweet
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little gnikcuf birdies tweet gnikcuf tweet don’t the bastards know

i’m trying to get some sleep
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i started throwing slippers and then a spider plant

i will not be denied for i am ellie phant


cheep cheep cheep


tweet !!


i know the autumn’s coming and they’ll move to climes anew

but i want to kill those feathery beasties just before they do



gnikcuf tweet

i’ll give you tweet
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KILL THE BASTARDS, TWIST THEIR NECKS STAMP UPON THEIR HEADS

i will never rest

until the tweeting’s dead

but, hang on ... scramble, scramble scurry

ellie’s in a hurry
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ha haa! revenge!!


i found a large elastic band which i tied to my cat

and starved him for a week the birds weren’t expecting that




i pinged him up in the air by his flexy tethers

he got four of the stnuc but choked on all the feathers



bugger ...
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i liked that cat

am i hearing voices ...

“away! she said”

“bad dog!! she said”

“get my slippers!! she said”

“KCUF OFF!!! I SAID!”
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I AM NOT A BLOODY ROBOT!!

I AM YOUR PET DOG!!

and there’s a few things we need to get straight

and if you think you’re pinging ME up in the air like that stupid bloody

cat


you’ve got another think coming mate i’ve decided ...

it’s only fair to tell you, we’re considering a war and have developed detachable, velco, opposable thumbs

an admirable first step to dire doggy domination but if you meet our demands, we can still be chums



however, once the thumbs are in place, there’ll be no going back and doggy-kind will amass with a vengeance

you have no idea of the terrible things we have planned with our new-found thumbs of independence

because ...

we can open bedroom doors and pee in your bed

we can operate your computer and kcuf with your head we can mess with the channels on your brand new tv ...

and we’ll do it all with joy and with glee but ...

(and here the bugger broke into song)

if every now and then you let us bark and yap we will be your friends

and we’ll be careful where we crap you see ...

we want you to realise that the relationship is not fair you treat us with less than contempt

when thousands of years ago we befriended your species to be a robodog was not what we meant

but the thumbs of autonomy will ensure our freedom no more will we dance to your beat

the liberating digit, the opposable thumb will aid us in our foul and frightful feat

because ...

we will alter your diary and mess with your life we will tie down your daughter and shag your wife

we will boil your bunny and do the hamster some harm ... and we will do it with pleasure and charm

but ...

la la laaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa if every now and then

you let us
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