
“I’m not bonkers! I’m a 
writer! Shaken not stirred!”

EUDOR

by FRANK MADSEN
and SUSSI BECH



“I’m not bonkers! I’m a 
writer! Shaken not stirred!”

by FRANK MADSEN
and SUSSI BECH



Corned 
beef and 
full of 
hatred.. .

Now, 
where 
was I..?

There's a 
check also!

Full of hatred
towards.. .

Snort!

All they care about is stuffing 
themselves with corned beef, 
gravy and mashed potatoes!

". . . igno-
rant 

fools" 
- not so 

fast!

My country has become 
a den of thieves 

populated by ignorant
fools. Indolence and 
narrow-mindedness 

have replaced the love 
of art!

Out here they 
put other 

people first!

When a writer such as I 
observes people's struggle for 

survival out here, the pettiness of 
my countrymen's problems back 

home becomes glaring.

As indeed you wrote in your  
"Truisms from Bali".

Back home I can hardly 
recognize my country any-
more: Selfinvolved and
permanently offended 

 beings with little empathy 
 for their fellow man.

book

A letter 
from the 
literary 

council, big   
honcho!



Mrs. Xenia Whimsy. Your character, Ma'am 
Nuts, utters some harsh dialogue in your new

       "Where's my handbag oh there!"  book,

Listen,
dahlin' . . .

. . .a stooooryteller
cannot be held
responsible for
her character's

actions and sayings!

Heh! One of the
critics wrote

that maybe you
were a little

bonkers yourself!

Vile person!
I'm not at
all bonkers!

There!
Easy, girls!

Yes, I am 
nuts! Ma'am
Nuts! Shaken
not stirred!

Maybe you
are simply a 
schizophrenic
old witch..?

WHAT?
Cheap

nobody!

You inso-
lent snot!

The debate was
most interesting

this year!

Indeed! 
How about
a bowl of
flies for
supper?



Next: A plea of support for the 
Greek protest singer, who called

a Nazi bitch!
Freedom of 

speech is absolute!

Hear, hear! Those Krauts
think they own the World!

Approved!
Next case!

Then there's the Italian fecal artist who  
receives death threats after covering the 

     Israeli flag with his own poo.

Hear, hear!
Those
Israelis
think

they can
control

everything!

As authors 
we must 

take a stand 
in favor
of all

kinds of 
artistic 

expression!

Finally, Hassan of Beirut was fatwaed 
after drawing a nice old shepherd 
with his flock of sheep in a school 

essay about the Prophet Muhammad.

The ram re-
sembled the 
local imam.

Hmm… Is this an agenda we need to 
promote? On principle, this application 
         needs to be turned down!

The question is 
whether cartoons are 

art at all?

I must say no
on my behalf!
After all, it is 

possible to be TOO 
provocative in one's 
artistic expression! 

A colleague's life is
at stake. Can't we

at least rally
around the

immortal principle
voiced by Voltaire?

We disapprove of 

what you say, but we

will defend your right to

die for your beliefs.

All the best,

National Guild of Artists

Mrs. Merkel



Under NO
circumstances

can or will we 
publish this!

Children's books 
are a very

delicate field,
Mr. Biker Joe!

Bull! My son 
shit his pants the 

first time he 
read it. . .

Dad! 
Nuke these 
bitches' 

asses with 
the rocket 
launcher 
you keep 
under my 

bed!

This is Kitty. 

Mia-a-a-ow, he 

has big balls. 

The others

have not. 

Haha!

But Kitty has 

a hard time 

keeping a job.

One day the Big Society treats 

Kitty (and his balls) badly...

But Kitty is a rolling

stone born to be free

and he revs up his bike...

But Kitty 

don’t give a 

shining shit...

He buys a holiday trip to 

Florida...

Kitty

quickly

gets popular...

...with the 

ladies.

Kitty with the big ball is 

popular with the ladies.

Yawn!

Yawn!

Kitty!

...and
into the
sunset, 
towards
new 
adventures!



Minister of
Culture? Me?

But surely
there must be
somebody else
better suited
for the job?
No? Well,

in that case .. .

Nobel
prize? I'm putting

it on silent
tonight!

Then 
perhaps

we can get
some sleep.

But
surely
there

must be
some .. .
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Are you sure this
guy Jan Gelé is
a LIBERAL?

Yeah!
Far
out!

This is all we know about
Danish politics. You'll have
to bluff your way through.

Bluff is my
middle name!

That m
uch 

snow
covered

Sodert
alje

last yea
r!

I am Bad...

Carl Badminton!

Die, you
miserable

class
enemy! B-but a

ll I said

 was that 
I liked 

ABBA better 
than

Joan Baez!?

The w
orld is

 in 

peril. C
IA and t

he 

KGB have 
given u

p. 

Swedish 
Sapo m

ust 

save th
e day!

        O
ur hero’s name is Carl Adolf 

      H
ermann Badminton, Count,   

    secret agent from Sweden and 

  with a soft spot for the lower 

classes... 

   

For added realism his author

has made C.B. an agent of 

Sweden, th
e world’s moral 

      
      

      
      

  super power.

Carl’s world views 
have made him 
friends everywhere.

... and he is 
always ready 
to put up a 
fight  for peace 
and  justice.

In his homeland 

he often takes a 

stand against wrong 

opinions...

Apart from 

Agneta Fältskog Carl 

Badminton is the world’s 

best-known Swede.

The 
author is

legendary
for his

meticulous
research...

. .

. . . .



First of all: 942 pages
about not celebrating
Christmas? Ain't that

a bit.. . far out?

Boycotting X-mas requires 
meticulous planning! First of 
October I' ll post the initial
short letters on Christmas

hysteria to the local editors!
It's not
one page

too
many!

It's such a nice and
warm tradition!

Roald has a strict
schedule he follows
each and every year!

Another X-mas
grumble..?

In November I' ll go 
regional and Advent

Sunday I' ll sit at my old 
oak desk to compose

the annual chronicle for 
The Huffington Post!

And then it gets 
really hectic until
December 25th!

They ask the same
questions year after
year. We really love
these visits. It's a 
cozy break during 
the winter months.

More
spiced tea?

There are always lots of reporters
who want to interview Roald 
about how we loathe X-mas!

And then there's all the company X-mas 
parties, where Roald spreads his word.

He's highly
popular and 
often comes 
home late.

Then don't you
give presents and
dance around

the X-mas tree? The grand 
children usually

dance around the 
ficus tree while
Roald opens his

birthday presents.

Today NPR visits Roald Wroth, who has 
written a 942 page book on the reasons 

why he does not celebrate Christmas!

Xmas! Hah!
Swindle!

Easy, Roald!
Your heart!

NO!NO!



Since 2009 this literary satire has been an 
integral part of the literary supplement of the 
weekly Danish newspaper, Weekendavisen.

More information at:

www.frankmadsen.dk
www.sussibech.dk

www.eudor.dk

“...a tremendous sharp eye, 
not least for politically 
correct double standards, 
hypocrisy and plain 
foolishness among writers, 
publishers and 
critics.”

“...Satire at a 
high level.”

JAKOB LEVINSEN 
Review in Jyllands-Posten

FELIX KÜHN PAULSEN 
Review in nummer9.dk
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