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Recent Advances in Eugenics

(Most of this is to be found also in the later Press Circular 04C14EUG.LPL and separate circulars deal with  the political and economic significance of Nicotinism)

The Government of the Isle de Belsize has imposed a £3 per share windfall tax on Port-aux-Bicyclettes registered Poncho Bolero Pharmaceuticals Corporation after the value of punters' assets rocketed following the announcement by company Press Officer, Ms Minerva Miniskirt of £300bn increase of accumulated ABCDE (augmentations before corrections, deductions and expenses), £900bn annual loss and that research funded by the the entirely independent Poncho Bolero Wischentschafliches Institut of Leustenberg has shown that formerly many people died of chronic bronchitis, the mortality from which has deteriorated on account of widespread deficiency of nicotinoids, thereby inducing a compensatory increase in deaths from cancer, especially amongst the elderly.  This news is a great boost for the company's blockbuster anti-cancer drug Arkansastix, a de luxe version of the company's nicotinoid Kansastick(Folia Nicotiniae Denaturata, now available in generic form), fortified with a portfolio of remedies used in the treatment of multiple sclerosis, which will be available at a small extra tax charge and is recommended by the medical profession as therapy for nicotine addiction.

Those who are not familiar with the Mad Monk's Memoirs will have to make do with volumes 6-9 as published on http://www.geocities.com/intercrook/GMC.html  ,

press releases on http://www.geocities.com/onklboris/wendy.html  and some summaries of other chapters on

 http://www.geocities.com/minniminiskirt/angie.html

Those who are familiar with the memoirs, however, will be aware that the Mad Monk, when a student at the London Hospital Medical College in the 1960s was allegedly victimised by the obstetrician Mr Easton, after whom a railway station and an independent German principality has been named, who allegedly would remove the uteri of local residents, without asking their permission or telling them in advance, because they were supposedly prostitutes and not fit to have children.

It is less well known that Mr Easton had an eminent eighteenth century predecessor, who in a hospital full of upper class philanthropists and surrounded by asylum seekers naturally had an even greater preoccupation with eugenics, Sir Jeryll Kipper, Royal Gynecologist, Queens' Physician, Chief Freemason and President of the General Medical Council.

Brick Lane opens onto Whitechapel Road, in London, the metropolis of the R.U., directly opposite the London Hospital.  Therefore when one morning in l888 six lifeless hysterectomised corpses were found on Brick Lane the police immediately turned their attention to the obvious suspect.

It turned out however that Sir Jeryl Kipper's close colleagues Dr Bernado and Sir Langdon Down confirmed that the pioneering obstetritian had been with them for the entire night at a Masonic Fancy Dress Party at the offices of the General Medical Council, of which Sir Jeryl was President. But then it turned out that Dr Bernado had been in Dublin that night with the Elephant Man and that Sir Langdon Down had been in Manchester delivering a lecture on the adoption by degenerates of the genetics of the inferior races - Melanism, Australianism, Mongolism, Judaism and so forth.  The witnesses confessed that they had proffered misleading evidence in order to direct the attention of the police away from the innocent obstetrician and into some more deserving direction.  They were also terrified that they might be arraigned before Sir Jeryl's psychiatric kangaroo court and expelled from the Lodge and the GMC.

So Sir Jaryl was arrested and tried at the Central Criminal Court where he would have been found guilty had it not been for the skill of the defence counsel, Mr Harold Bird, a chess champion widely known as the Birdman of Alcatrass.  It turned out that the six ladies had volunteered to be subjects in a trial being conducted by Sir Jaryl of the new anaesthetic Jecaldehyde.  As often happens in such cases, the ladies had a Near Death Experience.

In fact, they had a death experience.  At any rate, they fainted.  They suddenly, inexpicably and simultaneously turned grey, lost consciousness, they were not breathing, there was no pulse, there were no vital signs.  Today they would then have been dumped into the fridge and that would have been the end of the matter.  However Sir Jaryl and his colleagues were keen viewers of the Biograph and the exploits of Dr Bogarth. So they knew that the correct procedure was to fall upon the patient and administer 'resuscitation' and to cause the maximal drama and confusion.  On the Biograph Dr Bogarth's 'resuscitation' might even be effective, though apart from this giving the victim the chance, or maybe so, of recovering before being shoved into the fridge, there were no records of succesful resuscitation in the medical literature.

Sir Jeryl and his colleagues realised they were facing a potential debacle.  Mr Disraeli had dubbed Sir Jeryl a 'murderous antisemite'. Mr Gladstone had described him as conducting genocide of the unborn Welsh nation. The Fenians had on several occasions tried to blow up his dogcart.  The inmates of Dr Bernado's hostelry incinerated the image of the mad obstetrician, to whom they referred as 'That Faulking Bastard Guy' every year on November 5th.  That very afternoon, Sir Jeryl, who because of his elevated rank in the Freemasons was also Queens' Physician, had been administering to his Royal Patient laudanum for her 'psychotic depression', that is to say, laudanum addiction.  On previous occasions, Sir Jeryl, who was no linguist, had had to use Mr Disraeli as an interpretor.. and the aged Baron would claim that Sir Jeryl administered excessive doses of laudanum (an eighteenth century remedy for Multiple Sclerosis) to Germans.  So there were many eager to undermine Sir Jeryl's impeccable reputation.  They might even accuse him of murder in order to discedit him and all the right thinking.

There was need therefore for a Damage Limitation Exercise (which is Pressofficerese for 'cover-up'.  So Sir Jeryl loaded up the six bodies onto his dogcart and in the depth of the night dumped them across the road onto Brick Lane.  To draw suspicion from himself he hysterectomised the patients as they lay on the pavement and, because he feared that his finger prints might be left upon the uteri removed them to his laboratory, where they were later found (after publication of this epoch-creating paper in Nature, The Characteristics of the Degenerate Uterus.

To divert suspicion further he penned a letter to the Times: "Serves the sluts right. I am doing a public service.  You will never catch me.  J.K.,C.H.,P.C., G.M.C.." and to the Jewish Chronicle and Dublin Gazette "Ha! Ha! Ha!".

There were several witnesses who reported that in the early hours of the morning of the accidents they had heard laughter and piercing screams emanation from Sir Jeryl's laboratory and that in the morning there were bloodstains on the freshly cleaned floor and the woodwork of several laboratory stools had been splintered.  Mr Bird however demonstrated that on his return from Brick Lane the pioneer obstetrician had decided to let his pet hyaena out of its cage for its nightly walk.  The hyaena however had accidentally swallowed some experimental Tincture of Jecaldehyde, turned cannibal and had chased the laboratory cat around the room.  To defy the doctor's attempts to apprehend it, the hyaena had then escaped into the direction of the docks, had jumped into the Thames and its body was never recovered.  Perhaps it had been stolen by an asylum seeker or had swum back to Africa.

When the Jury heard these explanations, they exonerated Sir Jeryl Kipper but the coroner had previously mistakenly recorded a verdict of 'murder by person unknown' and this remained and therefore, mistakenly, the police recorded the case as 'unsolved'.  In cosequence fictitious tales of hysterectomising mad gynecologist became a mainstay of the Biograph. Sir Conan Doyle serialised in the Strand Magazine the tale of Sherlock Holmes tracking down the Mad Obstetrican Sir Jarold the Kipper to a private hospital where he was selling organs for transplants.  Agatha Christie's Hercule Poirot,investigating the disappearances of girls from an orphanage in Alexandria proves the involvement of Sir Jock Strapper, also an organ transplant supplier.  Sir Peter Wimsey saves his fiancee at the last moment from the clutches of Dr Frank Rippenstein.  Then there was the relentless pursuit by Sargeant Colombo of Professor Pressofficer Rip Jackson, Director of the Los Angeles Esoteric Eugenic Research Institute.  In the Mad Monk's romantic novel 'Up Yours, GMC!' Sir Jaccas Q Basher Rippovic finds himself arraigned before an International Peace Crimes Tribunal conducted under the same procedures as his former 'Psychiatric Kangaroo Courts'.

In The Mirror of Dora Agrippa, a collaboration between Sir Oscar Wilde and P. and M. Shelley during their holiday on Alcatrass, the enthusiastic eugenecist Dr Giacomo Agrippa impregnates a prostitute whom he recognises from the sensation he experiences to be almost as genetically perfect as he is himself. The event took place in the dark and he cannot subsequently recognise or identify the lady but he is anxious nevertheless to recover the embryo and to cultivate it in a bottle into a superman.  Hence his daughter Dora Agrippa.

Dora however opines the genetic perfection is not moral perfection and that her father becomes progressively more depraved as he becomes genetically perfect.  So when her dad tries it on her as well, she conspires with her friend Hansel to metamorphose the pioneer into gingerbread (which is inert and therefore free from genetic blemish).

In The Quest of Doctor Grimm Reaper by Edgar Allan Poe the mad obstetrician is convinced that he suffers from cannaboid deficiency and that cannaboids are secreted by and into the wall of the human uterus. Hence the appearance of a succession of hysterectomised Joan Does in the City Morgue. The outcome of this diet is that Dr Grimm-Reaper's colleagues successfully perform on him an operation for a duodenal ulcer but the pioneer subsequently developes an ectopic pregancy.  His fellow obstetricians enthusiastically intervene and the pioneer perishes in the same manner as his victims.

The details of these tales are too horrendous to be repeated. So Sir Jeryl Kipper has been forgotten and the fame of the London Hospital rests on Bram Stoker appointing its teutonic pathologist, Dr Buffy Helsinslayer to be the comeuppance of Count Dracula.    

