NEW DRINKING CRAZE SET TO DESTROY CORK

A radical and bizarre method of drinking has arrived, with publicans warning that the pint glass may very soon be replaced by the spoon.  Rumours of people snorting alcohol had been spreading for quite some time, and, earlier this month, I decided that it was time the truth about this madness was uncovered once and for all.  Taking reporting for The Daily Keg to new level, I decided to go under-cover, and infiltrated a ‘nasal ingestion’ group, or as they like to call themselves ‘sniffers’.  

It took a long time before I built up enough trust with the gang members before they began divulging the secrets of their cultish group, but by in mid-January I felt a change in the air, as I met with their leader in the Everyman Palace Bar. I only knew him as ‘Frosty’, (an obvious codename). 

The League Against Nazal Guzzling in the European Region (L.A.N.G.E.R.), have said that the sniffing in Cork is not isolated, and it is feared that ‘Frosty’ may have connections elsewhere in Europe, or perhaps Cuba.

After a nights boozing with the exceptionally hairy ‘Frosty’(using traditional pint glasses), I began asking a few prying questions, regarding his underground gang.  “Yerra shur, ‘tis only for the howl, like”, he remarked, casually.  But as soon as I expressed interest in starting a ‘sniffing’ session, ‘Frosty’ turned serious.  

I asked him if he wanted to share a bottle of whiskey which I had brought along. I knew that this was his favourite tipple.  He began to speak in a code that I was now familiar with, after my months of surveillance.  “Dog!  Puuuure Savage!  Rrrrrip in. Luke’s Gaf?”  Which translates as: “Excellent, my noble and worthy friend.  I am delighted by your generous offer.  We shall consume the beverage with much gusto. Shall we retire to an acquaintance’s house (Codename Luke)?” 

With that we were off.  In a car, on the way to the secret location, ‘Frosty’ barked orders at his driver.  “Luke’s Gaff.  By Shandon with the goldie fish”. On arrival at what I soon discovered was the gang’s H.Q., we were ushered in by the suspicious ‘Luke’.  On the table was a map of the world, no doubt ‘Frosty’ had connections on a global scale. 

I noticed some documents on the table which referred to a group titled the “Supporters of the Nasal Ingestion of Fetid Fliuds” (S.N.I.F.F.), clear and startling evidence that this group was indeed a secret society.  But what upset me most was the poor unfortunate young fellah (for the purposes of this article, lets give him a completely random name….say….Charlie) who was asleep face down on the table, obviously after one sniff too many.  [photo of Charlie asleep on the risk board]

Anyway, were straight down to business, with ‘Frosty’ ordering his lackeys to bring two spoons.  “Spoooooons!…dog..gat….pure savage…dog….”, he murmured, almost incoherently .  A small crowd gathered, mostly consisting of only Luke.  ‘Frosty’ placed one spoon in front of me and took one himself.  I realised that this must be some kind of initiation ritual.  [picture of me looking at frost, spoon in hand] 

He poured some whisky on to the spoons and, putting the spoon to his right nostril, took a sharp but deep sniff.  Reluctantly, I did the same. [picture of two of us sniffing the gat]

The next three to four hours I can only remember as a blur of sniffing, writhing in agony, and being dared to ‘do the pure savage dog again’.[picture of me in agony] [pic of frost in agony]. These photos must have been taken by a minion working for ‘Frosty’, and contain the only known photographic evidence of the whisky sniffing phenomenon.  Note the intense pain on the face, the uncontrollable body spasms, and even ‘Frosty’ himself losing it and spinning like a monkey-ballerina on speed around the room.[pic of frost spinning in chair].

One thing’s for sure; there’s no need to sniff drink, not for any reason. For one thing it’s not any fun at the time, it hurts like hell, it feels like your brain is on fire.  That, along with the side effects, such as everything tasting and smelling of whiskey for at least three days, the worst hangover known to man and an unusual elbow-rash, make whiskey sniffing, in this reporter’s opinion, the worst idea ever. EVER.  

