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Dedications ... and a 
warning
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	This book began as a question: what if bureaucracy didn’t just resemble madness—but required it?

	Ponciana is fiction, but only barely. It’s built from the kind of red tape that tangles entire societies, the madness that blooms behind closed parliamentary doors, and the quiet horror of an unchecked memo. If you’ve ever questioned the sanity of your leaders—or worse, your own paperwork—you may find yourself at home here.

	Reader, beware: here, the forms bite back.

	 


Dedication

	To my wife, whose patience and humor allow such madness to thrive.

	To my son, whose boundless curiosity fuels my creativity.

	To my daughter, whose keen mind and quick wit keep me ever on my toes.

	And to the Cayman News Service team, who—whether knowingly or not—helped inspire the Rogues’ Gallery, proving that reality often surpasses fiction in sheer absurdity.

	Without you all, this world of nonsense, logic, and insanity colliding into a magnificent disaster would never have been born.

	Now, let the madness unfold.

	[The Curator of the Rogues’ Gallery of the Cayman Islands]

	[April 15th 2025]

	 


Foreword
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	This book began as a question: what if bureaucracy didn’t just resemble madness—but required it?

	Ponciana is fiction, but only barely. It’s built from the kind of red tape that tangles entire societies, the madness that blooms behind closed parliamentary doors, and the quiet horror of an unchecked memo. If you’ve ever questioned the sanity of your leaders—or worse, your own paperwork—you may find yourself at home here.

	Reader, beware: here, the forms bite back.

	 


A few days before ...
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	**To: The Celebrated, Celebrated, Celestial Leaders of the Great Banana Republic of Absurdistan**

	**From: The Secretary to the Ambassador of Absurdistan (Currently Posted Without Portfolio, Shelter, or Consular Immunity)**

	**Location: The Field (undisclosed coordinates, but regrettably dry)**

	**Re: The Glorious Revival of Absurdistani Electoral Protocols on the Island of Caymanmunda**

	Esteemed Supremacies,

	I write with joyous alarm and a curious cocktail of pride and nausea to report a splendid diplomatic development in this most curious of outposts. It appears that the unassuming island of *Caymanmunda*—a land heretofore known for banks, parrots, and suspiciously tan billionaires—has begun adopting the sacred electoral customs of our homeland.

	Specifically: **the preemptive arrest of political candidates** under the charge of **“harassing voters.”**

	Oh, how my heart swells! One cannot help but feel the familiar rhythms of *home*. The creeping vans. The clipboard inspections. The hollow justifications mumbled through clenched teeth as a once-proud minister is escorted into the back of a government vehicle, still shouting, “I was merely offering stew!”

	The charges?

	*“Unauthorized entry into mobile voters’ homes.”*

	A tradition we ourselves once perfected during the Great Banana Referendum of ’82, when the Minister of Infrastructure famously crawled through a second-story window just to secure one last elderly signature. History repeats, my dears—sometimes in swim shorts.

	As of this writing, no fewer than **four candidates** have been detained, including one who attempted to disguise himself as a mango vendor and another who disguised himself as his own grandmother. Their sincerity is not in doubt.

	Their judgment, however, is being reviewed by a team of government-appointed psychologists—some of whom, I’m told, once moonlighted as pastry chefs.

	Word on the ground is that these detainees are being quietly redirected to a newly refurbished wellness facility called *Ponciana*. You may recall this as the “mental wellness retreat” that, by curious coincidence, has begun functioning precisely like our own **Rehabilitation Institute for Politically Inconvenient

	Persons**. It boasts padded campaign booths, therapy through interpretive debate, and Nurse Lizzie Borden, whose techniques are—how shall I say—very

	*Absurdistani* in nature.

	I have, of course, extended my formal diplomatic greetings to the new arrivals.

	They appear confused, mildly sedated, and still convinced they’re leading in the polls.

	In closing, I urge the Celestial Council to take heart: our methods live on, carried like spores on the breeze of democracy. Caymanmunda is learning. And though they may lack the refinement of our beloved homeland, they have one vital quality: desperation.

	I remain your devoted servant in exile,

	**The Secretary (Acting, Self-Appointed, Still Without Stationery)**

	**From the Temporary Embassy of My Mind, Behind the Laundry Room**

	 


Comment following 
the arrests
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	Comment left after the arrests: Cayman News Service ,

	“On the Tragedy of a Dry Election Day”

	By One Who Knows Better Than to Trust a Sober Politician

	There are rules in life that keep civilization intact: never trust a man who wears socks with sandals, never play poker with someone who hums, and never—ever—elect a man who can’t function without his mid-morning rum toddy.

	Yet here we are.

	Election Day on the island has arrived, and with it, a curious twist of fate: alcohol sales are banned. Not merely for the public, mind you. No, this includes the dimly lit sanctuaries of the powerful—yes, even 33 Fort Street, where politics is typically brewed with equal parts ambition and overproof.

	For those unfamiliar with the location, allow me to clarify: 33 Fort Street is less a political headquarters and more a functioning rehab facility with campaign posters. On most days, it operates on the fumes of entitlement and the spirits of the Governor’s Reserve. But today? Today, it will be operating on coffee. Just coffee.

	One can only imagine the scenes unfolding behind those reinforced doors: advisors offering chamomile tea like it’s a narcotic, candidates bargaining with interns for just one sip of sherry, and staffers Googling “how long does withdrawal last” between frantic policy updates.

	But let’s not be uncharitable. Perhaps this is the clarity we’ve longed for.

	Perhaps, in the absence of mojitos and misplaced hubris, we’ll catch a rare glimpse of sincerity. Or perhaps—more realistically—we’ll watch a parade of jittery has-beens sweating through their linens, haunted by sober thoughts and a voting public with memories longer than they’d like.

	Let us not call this a crisis. Let us call it a test. Of endurance. Of restraint. Of who among them can actually read a budget without first misplacing their reading glasses in a glass of bourbon.

	The bars may be closed, but the theater remains open.

	And I, for one, have front-row seats.

	Claptrap’s Romantic Interest.

	 


The Facility
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	The Ponciana Asylum: Where Politics Meets Madness

	Setting the Stage: A Tropical Bureaucratic Nightmare

	Ponciana Mental Health Facility looks deceptively like a tranquil Caribbean retreat. Swaying palm trees and bright Poinciana flowers surround the compound, and turquoise ocean waves crash in the distance. But step inside and the illusion shatters: fluorescent lights flicker over peeling institutional-green walls, and the air smells of antiseptic and old paperwork. This is no island resort – it’s a bureaucratic dystopia masquerading as a mental hospital. Within these padded walls, the Cayman Islands’ most criminally insane ex-politicians wander in wrinkled suits, reliving their glory days in government. Ponciana is a microcosm of the island’s dysfunctional politics, a place where delusions of grandeur are not just an ailment but the status quo.

	Despite the tropical heat outside, inside Ponciana the atmosphere is cold and clammy, heavy with bureaucratic absurdity. The facility is run with the strict formality of a government ministry: forms in triplicate for even the simplest request, staff titles like “Undersecretary of Therapy,” and a daily schedule that reads like a parliamentary agenda. In the lobby, a fading portrait of a former island Governor hangs askew; someone has doodled a clownish parliament wig on him in crayon. The patients shuffle through the halls clutching briefcases full of blank paper, nodding to each other as “Honorable Minister.” At a glance, it could be a lunatic Parliament in session. Indeed, every corner of Ponciana thrums with the absurd parody of governance – a darkly hilarious pantomime of power by those who have utterly lost it.

	 


The morning after the vote.
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	**INT. SNUG HARBOR VILLA — LATE BRUNCH, MAY 1ST, 2025**

	*Morning sun filters through weather-beaten shutters. A ceiling fan groans overhead. Grogg is chewing methodically, tablet balanced on his forearm, eyes squinting at the screen. The Adeptus sits nearby, cleaning the internals of a well-worn boltgun. Romantic Interest, poised as ever, sips chilled champagne from a cut-glass flute. A half-eaten plate of jerk chicken waffles rests untouched beside her.*

	**GROGG**

	(grinning, reading aloud)

	“Subject arrested for possession of foreign liquor... unauthorized documentation of democratic irregularities... and—hah!—*Diplomatic Smugness in the First Degree.*”

	**ADEPTUS**

	(not looking up)

	I was wondering when someone would finally name that a crime.

	**GROGG**

	He was drinking behind the polling station, laughing at voters, handing out notes labeled *‘Absurdity Index: Live Edition.’* That’s not even subtle.

	**ROMANTIC INTEREST**

	He’s lucky they arrested him. Detox was long overdue. After the wedding, he mistook the bartender for a revolutionary and tried to sign a ceasefire on a cocktail napkin.

	**ADEPTUS**

	He also proposed marriage to a rum bottle and then demanded a recount when it didn't respond.

	**GROGG**

	I still say it was romantic. Just... sad. Like a poem written on wet parchment with a stick of charcoal.

	**ROMANTIC INTEREST**

	His own fault. Anyone who quotes Plato mid-vomit deserves a psychiatric evaluation.

	**ADEPTUS**

	And a padded broom closet. Which, I hear, is exactly where they’ve put him.

	**GROGG**

	Perfect! Same one he used to call his "Unofficial Embassy." Full circle, eh?

	**ROMANTIC INTEREST**

	I hope they let him keep his crayon. It’s the only safe implement for his kind of diplomacy.

	**ADEPTUS**

	How long before he starts reorganizing the patient hierarchy and demanding referendums?

	**GROGG**

	A day. Two if they medicate him heavily.

	**ROMANTIC INTEREST**

	Three, and he’ll be publishing the *Ponciana Review of Political Psychiatry*.

	Illustrated.

	*A long pause. Forks scrape softly against plates. The sound of distant waves crashes against the seawall. Somewhere outside, a lizard chirps—mocking or mourning, it’s hard to tell.*

	**GROGG**

	(stretching)

	Well... at least he’s not our problem this week.

	**ROMANTIC INTEREST**

	No, darling. *Now* he’s theirs.


Ponciana the morning after ...
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	Unwittingly caught in this madness is the Secretary to the Ambassador of

	Absurdistan, who has been accidentally reassigned to Ponciana. Initially sent to the Cayman Islands on legitimate diplomatic business, a clerical error (the kind only Absurdistan’s bureaucracy could concoct) landed him here instead of an actual embassy. Now he serves as Ponciana’s very own “diplomatic envoy” – a bemused outsider observing the insanity from within. Wearing a neatly pressed suit and clutching a briefcase full of official documents (which no one ever reads here), he approaches the asylum each day as if it were a sovereign nation to negotiate with.

	The Secretary maintains an air of protocol and decorum, convinced this posting must be some elaborate test of his diplomatic mettle. He starts each morning by ceremoniously presenting his credentials to the ward attendant (who stamps them with yesterday’s date, upside-down). During group therapy (which the patients insist on calling “Cabinet meetings”), he sits politely at the table taking minutes of the meeting on a clipboard. Of course, these minutes are a catalogue of utter nonsense – motions about installing a waterslide in Parliament or declaring an official National Pirate Day – but he records them all with earnest precision. In his neatly written reports back to Absurdistan (which may or may not actually get sent), he describes the goings-on in Ponciana as if describing a quirky little micronation: “Day 12: The Minister of Finance attempted to veto lunch.

	Debate was lively.” The absurdity isn’t lost on him, yet he keeps a stiff upper lip, hoping that maintaining diplomatic formality might impose some order on the chaos.

	As the de facto envoy, the Secretary also attempts the impossible: brokering peace in a house of lunatics. When two patients argue over who is the rightful Prime Minister of their padded-cell parliament, he steps in with a forced smile and phrases like, “Gentlemen, perhaps we can reach a coalition.” This usually earns him confused stares or occasional applause (they sometimes think he’s a visiting Foreign Dignitary offering aid). In one particularly absurd episode, the inmates held a “State Welcome Ceremony” for him. The former Speaker of Parliament (now self-declared President of Ponciana) insisted on a pompous procession through the cafeteria – plastic trays held aloft like a ceremonial guard of honor – and presented the Secretary with a golden paper-foil crown, declaring him the Ambassador of Absurdistan to Ponciana. The Secretary, baffled but diplomatic to the core, accepted it with a bow. In that moment, reality itself seemed to bend: was he indulging their delusions, or had he somehow become part of them? Through his eyes, we witness the madness of political survival taken to grotesque extremes – and he scribbles it all down in his notebook with darkly comedic detachment.

	 


Comes Nurse Borden
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	Nurse Borden: Calm, Calculating, and a Little Crazy

	Overseeing this carnival of political insanity is Nurse Lizzie Borden (yes, a direct descendant of that Lizzie Borden). She carries her infamous lineage with pride – there’s a shiny old axe mounted on her office wall, a family heirloom kept lovingly polished. But Nurse Borden’s demeanor couldn’t be further from an axe-wielding maniac at first glance. She exudes an eerie calmness, channeling the poised detachment of Agent Smith from The Matrix. Her uniform is always immaculate, her movements precise and almost mechanical. She speaks in a low, measured tone that never rises above a chilly monotone, whether she’s offering you a cup of tea or strapping down a screaming patient for “treatment.” The effect is unnerving: she could read a bedtime story or recite your death sentence with the same tranquil smile.

	What makes Nurse Borden truly unsettling is the philosophical glee lurking behind her calm exterior. She often tilts her head and muses about the nature of power and madness as she administers her bizarre therapies. In group sessions, she might casually compare politicians to viruses or parasites with a thoughtful grin, echoing Agent Smith’s analytical disdain. “You see,” she explains softly to no one in particular, “political power is a disease – one that we cure here with surgical precision.” Her words hang in the antiseptic air while the patients nod along as if this makes perfect sense. On her rounds, she moves with a predatory grace, clipboards and scalpels in hand, reviewing each patient’s progress (or further descent into delusion) like a scientist observing lab rats. There’s a spark in her eye when a treatment causes a particularly dramatic outburst or revelation – an unsettling glee that suggests she enjoys this twisted work more than she should.

	Nurse Borden’s presence is both comfort and terror to the inmates. She’ll gently pat a former MP’s hand as he babbles about his “constituents,” murmuring,

	“There, there, Minister, we’ll take good care of your constituency soon…” (the double meaning sailing right over his head). Moments later, she might tighten the straps on another patient who’s declaring himself King, all the while humming an old nursery rhyme about “Lizzie Borden with an axe…” under her breath. The patients fear her in the way unruly politicians fear a strict Speaker of the House – she has absolute authority here, enforced by syringes of sedative and a philosopher’s cold stare. To her colleagues (what few exist), Nurse Borden justifies the extreme treatment methods with bureaucratic buzzwords: “It’s a pilot program in cognitive-political realignment,” she’ll say, poker-faced, as she prepares yet another bizarre therapy session. In truth, she relishes the absurdity. Each “cure” for delusions of grandeur is like a little psychodrama she conducts, part therapist, part ringmaster, part mad scientist. And under that Agent Smith composure, one suspects the apple didn’t fall far from the Borden tree – her forebear’s penchant for slicing
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