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I.

Well, hello there, I'm back again, alive and kicking, Sanyi, the uncrowned king of the R (as in Regular, though now and then Retarded) zone. With my beloved pocketknife in my pocket, I managed to set up a little banana—or rather, potato—republic after the management took the short route out of this world.

Once the people of the zone bowed down to me—meaning to my precious self, or rather, to my pocketknife—we kicked off the job by grinding down the leftover mountain of corpses into fertilizer. Then, using some plum seeds we dug up in one of the emergency reserve warehouses, we started a nice little orchard. Thanks to Pluto’s crap gravity and the rich fertilizer, it’s bound to bear fruit soon. I could hardly wait. No more potato-world, no more mafia, no more iron-fisted corrupt border guards—so long live democracy, or to put it better, the monarchy. Of course, we were still eating nothing but potatoes, since there wasn't any other grub around, but I pushed for us to start breeding the two Christmas pigs we had left. I quickly appointed a swineherd and turned them out into the fields to fatten up. Everyone was dying for a meat dish and some plum schnapps. Our only unresolved issue was that our master distiller, Crazy Karcsi, wasn't exactly in a usable state.

To be precise, he existed in a highly complicated condition, locked in a cage and cradled in the lap of the former kitchen lady. That old hag clung to poor Karcsi so tightly that we couldn't pry her off him, no matter how hard we tried. She dug her claws deep into Karcsi’s neck and wouldn't let go for love nor money. Some kind of freaky host-body situation had developed between them, because Karcsi had slowly stopped twitching, gone completely limp, and it looked like the light in his eyes was starting to fade out. It was a very bizarre business; I always crossed myself whenever I thought of him. I would've gladly shot the old witch, but I didn't dare, lest my buddy Karcsi get hurt in the process. Sooner or later she’d let him go, or not, who knows.

Long story short, things were going well. Right up to the point when things started going not so well. The whole business started going downhill when one fine day Jóska (my newly appointed half-witted court marshal) kicked open the door of my shack.

"King Sanyi, King Sanyi, we've got trouble!!" "What's the fuss about?" "Come outside, look up at the sky!!"

I shoved my pocketknife into my pocket and casually strolled out of my shack. When I looked up at the sky, my jaw hit the floor. A battlecruiser was looming right above us. Uh-oh. I wonder what these guys want now?

"We're done for, King Sanyi!!" "Shut your trap, Jóska, for crying out loud. We’d be done for by now if that was the plan."

Suddenly we noticed a small space shuttle slipping out of the cruiser and heading right towards us.

"They want to talk, go and receive them." "Me?" "Well, you're the king!" "I was thinking I'd send you out first, Jóska." "Me? I can't." "And why on earth not?" "I've fallen sick." "Sick in the head, more like. Go on, git." "I'm not going." "Jóska, if I have to whip out my pocketknife, you're going to have a bad time." "Oh, heavens, anything but that." "Then get moving, find out what they want, and come right back."

With that, Jóska ran off toward the space shuttle. Five minutes later he came tearing back, while I had used the time to put on my finest burlap clothes.

"Well, who are they and what do they want?" "Some guys in strict uniforms, and they want to speak with you." "Is that seriously all you managed to find out?" "That's it." "Oh, Jóska... I certainly don't keep you around for your brains."

II.

These guys were truly strict in their uniforms. But I wasn't the type to be pushed around, either. Back in the day, when they sent me for forced labor in the fields, I could talk the potatoes right out of the dirt. So, I didn't wet my pants over these stone-faced goons and started shaking hands right away.

"Well, good day, what’s the situation?" "Who are you, and where is the Colonel?" "Straight to the point, eh? Well, the Colonel isn't here. I am King Sanyi, at your service." "We can see he isn't here, but where is he?" "Look, it's a bit complicated. The bottom line is that he can't come here right now. Or ever again. So, I’m the boss here now." "Are you joking? Tell us where the Colonel is; we want to speak with him." "Fine, fine, if you insist so much. The Colonel has been shredded into fertilizer and spread out across the fields. So, he can't come here, even if he wanted to."

"What??!" With that, the men in uniforms drew their laser pistols. "On the ground, right now!!"

"If you don't mind, I’d rather not stain my best burlap suit. Can't you tell me what you guys want?" "What happened here? Where are the border guards??" "Well, they’ve been turned into fertilizer too. You see, there was a tiny little incident here." "Tiny?" "Alright, maybe not so tiny. Basically, the border guards got into a row with the local potato mafia, you know, and they took each other out. For good." "Good God." "Yes, and since the position of power was vacant, I took it upon myself to fill the post. But come in, feel free to look around if you don't believe me." "Not a chance! You can only go into the R-Zone, never out!" "Yeah, I’ve heard that one too. So, getting back to it, what do you want?" "Shut it, we’re the ones asking questions here. There was a system: people in, potatoes out. This system must keep working. Understand?" "Uh-huh. Well, the truth is, we don't want to deal with potatoes anymore." "That’s a problem. Then you’ll have trouble." "What kind of trouble, exactly?" "We’ll bomb this place to the ground." "Aha. I like you because you’re honest. Finally, if I think about it properly, we could continue dealing with the potatoes." "As long as the system works, we’ll leave you in peace." "It’s a deal."

After this, the head honcho I’d been talking to leaned in close, careful not to step over the threshold of the dome, and whispered in my ear: "And what about the schnapps?"

Well, I was surprised by that—it seems everyone here is crooked. "We want to brew plum schnapps from now on; we’ve planted trees." "Ahh, even better. One hundred liters a month, otherwise you’ll accidentally get bombed."

I gulped hard and could only nod. The head honcho pulled back from my face and started grinning. "And just for safety, we’re leaving a contingent of border guards by the dome, just to keep an eye on you lot." "Oh, come on now, you don't need to watch us; it’ll just get the people in here all worked up." "That is not a matter for discussion." "I understand." "Right then, goodbye. I hope we don't have to come back here again." "Me neither. Cheers."

III.

Well, I certainly sorted that out well. I managed to deal with three problems at once. First, I have to convince the people that they still need to grow potatoes; second, they’re going to be spying on us; and third, we have to distill schnapps. This third thing is going to be a bit problematic without Karcsi. It seems this "king" business isn't so simple after all. But I didn't get too depressed—I've talked my way out of worse situations than this, and this won't be any different. First off, I had Jóska call a village meeting. It’s going to be hard to sell this to the people—like telling them to eat raw, unboiled potatoes—but they’ll get over it somehow.

I stood there among the people and started to give a speech.

"Listen up! See that massive battlecruiser above our heads? Yes? Well, if we don't keep sending them potatoes, and if we don't keep accepting the nutjobs they send, and if we don't distill one hundred liters of plum schnapps for them every month, they’ll bomb us to pieces in a heartbeat. Oh, and they’re leaving a squad outside the dome to keep an eye on us. That’s the situation. What do you say?"

I tried to present the matter with all the refined political intuition I possess. I don't think it went very well; I could have been a bit more subtle. The point was that they didn't say a word. Instead, they put their heads together around Uncle Domi and whispered in silence for about half an hour. By the way, this Uncle Domi was a deeply unpleasant character—not to mention the unofficial boss of the diggers, a total savage from Csicsa who, back home, used to eat even his ice cream with a pocketknife. Rumor had it he ended up here because he tried to marry his neighbor's cow.

Then, all of a sudden, they stopped whispering, and Uncle Domi stepped forward.

"Listen here, Sanyi" — this was already off to a bad start — "first of all, we've formed a trade union."

My pocketknife practically popped open in my pocket right then and there.

"What kind of what? What kind of 'trade' are you trying to organize here? What trade are you babbling about? Get lost with you and your trade!"

"Don't get vulgar, Sanyi. Anyway, they elected me as the Secretary General of the Trade Union."

I felt like laughing, but I choked it back.

"I’ve never heard of such a post. Are you going to spit out the point, Uncle Domi?"

"The point is, Sanyi my boy, that we’re going to feed you to a Cernobog, and the military can kiss our asses."

Well, that’s just fantastic...

IV.

Well, dear reader, I’ve managed to get myself up to my neck in shit once again. About six diggers pinned me down, Uncle Domi snatched my pocketknife and pocketed
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