Cameron thinks he is Tony Blair.  Modernising the party::Uncle Boris says that you can judge degree of energy expenditure from the cost.. eg the Dinosaurs efforts to deal with water shortages.. first the displacement… says that it can be judged by cost and what increases cost is the wrong approach… cheapest way of dealing with a problem…Laptop Morons:; Uncle Boris’s donations::- they are our labourers of the future etc. painfully slow and strain on the eyes… stealing laptops…shouold know things by three years old…refer to them as kids.. Sold out to Google. Unaware which site advertising on. Utube.


Value of stock assessed as cost of bringing it to the surface..extraction cost::-





A weighty delegation of natural scientists has barged into the Palais.  I have been ‘lowering the standards’ of  Delmonte University, they yelled.  I was ‘bringing the University into disrepute’.  The errors in my recent circulars had been obvious even to their colleagues at the pommie universities of Buckingham and Oxford.  Like hell they had!  The eminent scientists were intent on returning their honorary doctorates to their Chancellor, Ms. Gloria Goldenlay.  Like hell they were!  They sounded like a crowd of  pommie Public School Boys.  As if there wasn’t racket enough!





It is disconcerting to be lambasted by such accumulated eminence. “I am Minister of Education”, I purred – which was not the unvarnished truth.  “I decide who and what brings the University into disprepute.”  That was a fib as well.





“So velleicht klauben sie!”, mouthed Dr. Freud, “Aber wirklich waren das terminologische ingenauigheiten….Weil sie nicht das sie ein Blotzin geschrieben hast anerkennen  wolltes…”





“Then that makes us even”, I snapped.





Gloria glanced up from her mobile phone and twenty seven desk phones.. and her face to face chatter with our Attorney General, Ms. Lydia Lodj.





“If Lila has been bringing you into disrepute” she muttered, “.. though I don’t see how it affects you… then I have done so as well!”.





“That was not what we had in mind..”, Dr. Guevara began to explain..





“Konnte aber sein…”, began Dr. Freud.





Gloria redirected her attention to Lydia and the twenty eight phones.





If these antedeluvian Professors had their way Delmonte would be reduced to the stagnation of the EU’s Universities.  During my travels during honkeyland I encountered not a single university student below the age of sixteen!  Their mature students were labouring for at least three years for a single degree… They call it a degree.  Hardly anyone in honkeyland has even one doctorate!  Those that have have been spending four years or more on boring repetitive trivial projects ordained by the professors and industrial spindoctors.





I selected a dozen students keen to embark on their doctorate in Dinosaur Studies – or they selected themselves – to assist in our Dinosaur Bureau at the Palais.  That way they could choose for themselves some topic they spotted during their work that interested them for their thesis ..instead of sitting on the campus staring at the internet machine or being guided by the preconceived notions of their professors.  I let the students choose for themselves and their choices are picked out from the real world.  Well.. I might drop the occasional hint or suggestion.  If they decide to run off to one Dr Darwin’s geological treasure hunts on the Gulagapos, they are free to do so.  In honkeyland their researchers live in a collective fantasy world.   Several hundred of their Ph.D.’s in politics a year are awarded for ‘research’ into ‘schizophrenia’ – usually chasing after the schizophrenia gene.





I persuaded Gloria to extend this scheme.  She protested that the students to be recruited to ‘help out’ at the Palais would clutter the place up, get in the way.  If she had never had any ambition to be the matron of a kindergarten.  It would be an invasion of privacy.  The Palais was not only our office but our home.  I reminded her that the High Priest of the Italian God had a palais even bigger than ours and was confined to a single room plus office with a single balcony.  We have nineteen private rooms, a general purpose hall and twenty two balconies  .. and we both have villas on Knossos which are entirely private and larger than the High Priest’s Castel Gondolfo, or whatever it is called.  Despite her protests, Gloria was reluctantly persuaded.  Not that reluctantly.  She knew all along that she would be persuaded.





We now have half a dozen students at the Palais preparing their Ph.D’s in politics.. which at Delmonte is within the faculty of psychology, who nominally are working in President Mussolini’s office.  But Benny is only President of the Federation whereas Gloria is First Minister of  Belsize.  There are.. one, two.. yes, seven more preparing their Ph.D’s in economics working for Gloria.  Of course, most will also be preparing for other doctorates.  It is more efficient to prepare for Ph.D.s concurrently rather than consecutively.  Older children who have completed five Ph.D. s in serious subjects may branch out into the fields popular in honkeyland.   We have a couple of sixteen year old boys engaged in cookery studies and two more pursuing charlady studies.   The girl completing her thesis on Arachnodactyly is not here a lot .. usually away in honkeyland… since we don’t have many spindoctors in the Federation.  But she is here today and Ms. Miniskirt has provided her with a poweful megaphone.





We have to put up with this cacophony today.. even without the visiting professors… because the EU’s Director of  Noise Abatement Monsieur Pierre Slazenger emailed President Mussolini suggesting that we put on a show to celebrate International Racket Day..  Alexander Graham Bell’s official two hundreth birthday.  Alex is now a dihectabel.. which, also, is now the official EU unit of auditory affrontery.  The dihectabel is also the unit of  racket in Israel, though there it is known as a Joshi.  The energy rattling a helium mole occupying one litre if classed as dihectabel is n times that if classed as decibel where the number n is one followed by two hundred and nine zeros.  So it is a little bit louder.   Since our Federation does not have a Director of  Noise Abatement the student who monitored the e-mail passed it onto President Mussolini.   Benny’s reply was predictable.  “Offada Forchetta!”.   We had no dealings, he added, with the follies of the Italian Empire.  But King Attilla of  Italy then phoned up Gloria.  Gloria thought that International Racket Day might be amusing.   It could be used to train the students to cope with confusion!





The mamimum permitted level of racket in the EU is one thousand dihectabels.  This level is judged to be entirely safe .. as are the somewhat greater number of  dihectabels experienced in the centres of  honkey cities.  The objective of the exercise, on International Racket Day, is to generate this thousand dihectabels of  innocuous cacophony.  It is in celebration of the IRD that students working at the Palais have all been gathered into the Grand Hall and each has been supplied with a dozen telephones on which they answer the complaints about the noise that are flooding in from Florida and Cuba – and discuss them with each other.  ..or refer declarations of war to Gloria.  As far as we are aware… though they may have been overlooked in the confusion.. there have been no declarations of war.. but Trinidad and El Salvador are suing for peace.  We have invited invited a couple of hundred Tum Tum Narcoutes based on Fouchette who are playing pommie dustbin lid music on authentic pommie dustbins.  Although Gloria has banned Uncle Boris’s hoveryachts from Belsize on account of  their sonic vibrations, both the Nikodemos and the Pandora are currently poised above the Palais at full throttle.   The star attraction, however, the display of  sonar ebulliance by a fleet of  helicopters sent over for the celebrations by President Walker Blow Jobson of the Etats Unies.   These are the transports which sneak unnoticed upon the terrorists in the course of  the President’s wars.  Not even the hoveryachts can compete with these.  The President sent them one by one rather than all in a single armada but nevertheless the encountered the appreciation that is their destiny wherever they fly.   The natives below are so enthused the racket that throw stones at the helicopters, fire catapaults and augment the celestial music with cannonades of  rifles and rockets.  Several of the machines, however, arrived for the festival intact.. as did… not much less sonorous… a  greener cleaner sent over by  Captain Thomas Cook of  Leicester in the Royaumes Unies.   Our Federation is so popular in Merciavostok that the citizens unanimously voted to sacrifice the services of the machine to enable it to join our festivities.  Dr David Livingstone, Mayor of London, sent over a couple of buses and President Sarkosy, not satisfied with greener cleaners, sent over the French Polish Choir.





 


The Professors were all yelling simultaneously, each plugging some different allegation.  It was impossible to discern their words.   So Ms. Miniskirt issued them all with megaphones.  The story to which they object is that the Dinosaur nuclear power stations became entirely devoted to production of chemicals to disinfect their sewage, the newer power stations, relying on renewable fuels such as peat, oil and wood, being used for other purposes.  The disinfected sewage poisoned the seas with the result that great heaps of dead plankton accumulated.  These mountains of dead plankton are can now be seen on islands on the Gulagapos Archipelago which were formerly below sea level.  The level of the sea descended because the plankton was no longer eating the carbonic acid released through the combusion of the renewable fuels.





It was difficult to make out what these ancient eminences were on about.  However, we were informed that the oolite on the Island of  Portland consists mainly of  coral.  Plankton is not an ideal material for building cathedrals.  There are a great many petrified animals on the Gulag.. including Dinosaurs and yahoos.  We have to explain where all this calcium, in considerable measure animal rather than plant, came from in the first place.  Could it, perhaps, have been floating in the sea.  If so, it’s removal might lower the sea level but additional carbonic acid would elevated the melting point of ice – supposing there was any ice – and raise rather than lower the level of the sea… and so on and so on.  The carbonic acid released by the power stations would have been insufficient to cause any major calamity.





If the supposed ‘errors’ are so obvious, then they are to be examined – as they have been – during the private discussions of  my research students and those of professors bent only on criticism rather than enlightenment.  If the pundits had bothered to ask, I was quoting from a paper published by my twelve year olds,  Harmonica Miniskirt et al., in the Annals of the Belsize Institute of  Palaeosaurology.   They might have had the courtesy to read up what Miniskirt et al. actually wrote before launching a philippic.  My students were investigating not so much why the Earth became uninhabitable by the Dinosaurs but why they thought it was becoming uninhabitable and left..though the Dinosaurs may have generated some tall stories with the aim of  persuading the spindoctors to curtain their power stations.  Nobody was suggesting that the disinfectants didn’t kill fish and Dinosaurs.  There must have been something pretty drastic going on to euthanase Dinosaurs – even though only the remains of spindoctors have so far been discovered.  The professors made a considerable fuss over this issue of changing sea-levels.  Dr. Darwin, who is our Professor of  Etymology, or, possibly, Entomology, but makes this an excuse for going around on treasure hunts looking for fossilised Dinosaur dictionaries, produced some notion that sea-levels had been raised by ‘global contraction’ – a consequence of the global worming.  The equilibrium was then restored with a subsequent global re-expansion, which, Darwin claims, led to the Maltesas and Gulagapos breaking off from the main landmasses, thus allowing the Dinosaur scientists to evolve separately and survive.





Had Dr. Darwin examined my circulars more closely he would have discovered that my research team does not necessarily disagree with him.  To help settle the issue Ms Fatima Patel is persuading Crocodile Duncannon, who is now Dinosaur Duncannon, to take these eminences in his Tardis to the Dinosaur city of  Megasauropolis (‘MSP’).  We are shortly going to leave and have only a few minutes ago returned.  We conducted extensive explorations but and have a great deal to report.  However I can tell you now that the Tardis landed in what proved to be a ventriculoseptal defect in a Dinosaur heart.  That this heart was beating at all could only be detected by the most sensitive instruments and the rate was approximately on beat every seven hundred and fifty eight years.  There was, by Dinosaur standards, a microcytic, polycythaemic spherocytosis, the pigment being chloroglobulin, which is found in some ancient terrestrial amphibians that mainly found asleep burried in enclosed cavities within rocks or in silt under seas and lakes.  There was a remarkable deficiency in serum proteins and the blood was full of micelles of various synthetic organic chemicals.  When we emerged we found this Dinosaur and all the others to be astonishingly large and immobile, staring at the video screens.  But the picture on the Big Brother transmission was stationary and fragmented, with a box declaring ‘Normal Distribution will be Resumed when the Satellite has been Fixed’.  It turned out that we had landed in a very important Dinosaur.. an eminent spindoctor… There were no less than nine rooms in his habitation..one of the other eight was occupied by the Dinosaurs’ pet yahoos who were surrounded by tins of kangaroo meat.    The remaining shoe-box shaped rooms were entirely empty, with walls that had at one time been repeatedly repainted.  It does not seem to us that there was any significant output from power-stations during the last ten million years of the terrestrial empire, if any at all.





As matters stand it is reasonable to guess that that global worming reached its maximum when the Dinosaurs had been on Earth for some sixty million years.  The urban Dinosaurs became adapted to their increasing size, became tranquillised, and the output of the power stations declined.   The scientists and engineers, in any case, had been banished to the Maltesas.  It would seem, therefore, that Dr Darwin’s global contraction, followed by expansion, took place before the Dinosaurs left.  Or maybe it didn’t.   Dinosaurs were able to evolve by means of changes or lack of changes in existing individuals.   The scientists in the Matesas underwent a separate evolution by remaining as they were.  After they left the oversized urban Dinosaurs, because the seas and lakes dried up were no longer able to support their own weight.  As researches stand it does appear that the Dinosaurs during their last forty million years of their terrestrial empire were under risk of their skin being molten unless they were well protected.  Or maybe this danger arose more severely after they had already left.   There is also a continuing debate as what would be the effect of an incipient meteorite..whether this would in fact most significantly be a shift in orbit – and a global heating threatening the Dinosaur skin.  Most of our remaining Dinosaurs are, in fact, aquatic or amphibious and have lurgi-resistant skin.   The professors have at least accommodated themselves to the facts being as yet not fully explored and reasons not having been unequivocally established and the efforts of our students hopefully with receive a more appreciative reception.   If the scientists had no other reason for departing they did at least have to get away from the spindoctors .. and the eventual attempt by Smart Alec and the spindoctors to escape does not need a rational justification..  





Gloria was unperturbed.   She glanced up again.  The professors honorary doctorates, she explained, were not awards or medals but bureaucratic entities that identified their eminence.  They were facts that could not be renounced.  The professors blabbered on but Gloria, now otherwise occupied, ignored them.. or apparently so.  Then Fatima arrived.   She wrote various messages onto pieces of paper and handed them to the disputants.  The professors eventually deigned to inscribe replies.   This went on for a considerable time.. and because the doctors had now stopped yelling they were supplied with amplified saxophones.  Then Crocodile Duncannon arrived with various suggestions on how to augment the racket and exchanged messages with Fatima.   Fatima’s messages were not consistently to the point.. but, eventually, the professors could hardly object to a proposal to establish the facts.  So we are shortly off to Megasauropolis.. and also to visit Dr Nho on Belsize.





At this point, we were under the impression that the International Racket Day experiment was succeeding in its purpose of teaching the students to conduct diplomacy amid confusion.. or in discovering how to conduct diplomacy amid confusion.   It might be useful to know what it feels like to be a honkey.  Then the racket was further enhanced – as a result of  Uncle Boris’s unexpected arrival in the hall.  We had supposed he was not on board either of the hoveryachts.   Although he had lent them to the celebration he had described it as foolishness and had said he wouldn’t bother to attend.  But, then, Boris’s movements are as unpredictable as Gloria’s.. and he couldn’t resist his curiosity.  Boris is a child at heart.  But did this resultin the appearance also of as many as three of the Afghani estate agents that follow Uncle Boris around like papperaci … or try.  As many as three!  Many of them were immediately overwhelmed with acute vertigo and were writhing and convulsing on the floor…  Dr. Guevara instantly injected them with an emergency supply of their national beverage. 





Although this turned out to  evoke some surprise amongst my colleagues, I referred in my previous circular to the Greed Oration a couple of years ago that was delivered by Nikodemos ‘Uncle Boris’  Nikodemopoulos.  I am not at sure that my Uncle Boris was being entirely serious but he claimed that the Dinosaurs were afflicted by a form of  psychoneurosis or hysteria to which he gave the name ‘displacement’ whereby some problem or crisis stimulates an irrelevant response .. If the displacement activity is that of some individual facing some threat of his own, it may appear useless to his companions but nevertheless is designed to enhance that individual’s inflow of cash or to preserve his/or her modus vivendi.   A witch bitten by a vampire, for instance, may then, instead of accepting the appropriate medical remedy, discover decades thereafter that her chronic mendacity can be cured only by a substantial payment of compensation.





With the Dinosaurs this ‘displacement’, according to Uncle Boris, this became more a collective disease.   Ms. Fatima Patel is intending to persuade her friend Crocodile Duncannon.. now Dinosaur Duncannon.. to transport us in the company of the sorcerer Ernesto Guevara, the etymologist Dr. Darwin and various other professors who happen to be at hand to the Dinosaur City of  Sauromegopolis.   They have just arrived back and report that Uncle Boris may not have been entirely mistaken.  The great downpours of watershortage, which the Dinosaur scientists attributed to global worming, had previously driven the Dinosaurs from some of their previous galaxies and reappeared after Dinosaurs had dwelt for some sixty million years on earth.  The response of the Dinosaurs, we discovered, was to dig lots of holes in the streets of their conurbations.. and elsewhere… and to replace the Italian style earthenware pipes with updated cardboard tubes ..in order to reduce leakage.  This was an absurd approach, Uncle Boris has just pointed out, because leakages are an inevitable feature of any system of aqueducts.. just as business will always be afflicted with corruption, bribery and leakages of money and governments will always be afflicted with so-called social security fraud.  The holes in the roads caused the Dinosaurs a great deal of inconvenience and forced them to import lots of  palaeosaurs from the Romany planets in the galaxy Transylvania .. and the when all the holes that were dug and then filled in again the total amount of digging was enough to have constructed or deepened five hundred new reservoirs… But that would have solved the problem without generating future gross global product and international wealth through the necessity of replacing the cardboard ducts.





The water companies were in the forefront of  gross global product.  The international water corporation was the first to be allocated the status of  quasi-private company.. that is, a business with a dictatorial board of spindoctors which inherited from the world’s governments the right to impose taxation.   These water taxes had originally been imposed to enable the terrestrial governments repay their massive loans from the Intergalactic Bank but now became perks of the Directors.   The water companies were then split up into hundreds of globilised corporations ..that is to say, entirely outside the control of governments or punters. ..to promote competition… each company being entirely isolated, on its own, within its own region..and the charges had to be raised because there were now many more directors.   Then these corporations were reamalgamated into three.   Nevertheless, even though there were now only three corporations, to maintain competition, the original companies remained isolated, in the sense that when  Megasauropolis was inundated with water shortage there was no way that water could be transported through the pipes of  next door Saurchester where it had not rained for years and there was plenty of water even though both companies were owned by the same monopoly.  Nevertheless the monopolies needed excuses for levying higher taxes and the opportunity was provided by the Romany holediggers who are paid even more than spindoctors.   Had the Dinosaurs made any use of their streets, these holes would have been a considerable inconvenience, but as matters stood the failure to cope with torrential downpours of water shortage provided an excuse for the company to ship water across from Saurchester in little plastic bottles at extortionate prices.   Dr. Nho, because he has a mischievous sense of humour, led a four thousand mile hosepipe over the sea to Megasauropolis and syphoned water across from Belsize.  Smart Alec complained that there was a hose pipe ban and that the water had not been poisoned to kill harmless bacteria that might generate compensation claims.. but there was nothing much Smart Alec could do about it.  He drank his own water and fell asleep while the yahoos took advantage of the hosepipe and remained awake.   Belsize, paradoxically suffered from no water shortages.   It was from the seas around our tropical islands that the water shortages came from..the sun promoting the evaporation of water shortage to our skies, when it then flew to the skies over Megasauropolis.  travelling then to condense over the colder climates inhabited by the followers of  Smart Alec.   Alec said that Dr. Nho was doing it deliberately and demanded his extradition.   But there was nothing he could do about it.





One of the initial reactions of the Dinosaurs to the ‘global worming’ or the supposed ‘global worming’ was to pull down all the former stone habitations and to replace them with ‘glasshouses’ and ‘cardboard boxes’ which were supplied with what they called ‘central heating’.  Indeed, even the stone habitations that remained were forced to have this ‘central heating’ together with the ‘double glazing’ which ensured that the ‘heat’ warmed the streets and outer space.  The Dinosaurs refused to draw the curtains over this ‘double glazing’ which could easily be verified as leaking lurgi because the inner surfaces felt cold .. and indeed the thick insulating curtains were no longer available.  The Dinosaurs in any case now never departed from the sofas in front of their video screens and for that reason, also, there were no Dinosaurs to carry supplies to the Dinosaurs in front of the video screens.   But we have discovered, as previously related, that the Dinosaurs became well adapted to this modus vivendi.  The efficient heating with lightbulbs was also abolished and the bulbs were replaced with very expensive lanterns containing incandescent argon.  The Dinosaur etymologists however objected that the term ‘glasshouse’ was used also for their prisons because they had no windows and the lurgi-leaking edifices were then renamed ‘greenhouses’.  Actually the Dinosaur word, in so far as it can be rendered in Roman script, is ‘coneyhutches’.. but it translates as ‘greenhouses’.





The psychology behind this collective ‘displacement’ was the same as that of the displacement neurosis of the individual.  The lawyers, management consultants and spindoctors on the committees were in fact lining their own pockets – promoting their businesses.. forcing their products upon the Dinosaur population and extracting great extortion.  Professor Freud still teases us with the notion that the Dinosaurs exhibited this ‘displacement’ because they were addicted to porn videos.  This argument may well apply to honkey yahoos.   They are addicted to a mechanism to which they refer as ‘sexuality’ in which the superior hierarch buggers the lesser.. along the length of a hierarchically arranged string of  honkeys with the persecution travelling downwards and the money passing upwards.   The commercial activities of  Dinosaur spindoctors have a pattern reminiscent of  honkey ‘sexuality’.   This however is merely coincidence.   Sexuality amongst Dinosaurs is restricted to reproduction.. which, because Dinosaurs lived forever so long as they avoided the meteorites, spindoctors and their NHS, had minimum impact on their everyday psychology.








Mr. Nikodemopoulos launched into this tirade he had been irritated by Vendredi’s shoes.. and by President Mussolini’s ‘Enlargement’ policy that has recruited more northern islands to our Federation.   He blamed this not on  Benny, however, but on Boris’s own niece, my cousin  Ms. Gloria Goldenlay, the Finance Minister.   Nobody believes that Benny Mussolini is really President.  The annexation of  Robespierre and the northern islands has led to an influx of  illegal immigrants arriving to work in the service industries in the south, where the minimum wage is higher…or, according to Uncle Boris, to collect state handouts.  Uncle Boris claims that the northern islands will now have to raise their minimum wage to the level in Fouchette.   Uncle Boris’s factories have been mainly in these northern islands.. and he says that now that these islands are in the Federation he will have to transfer them to somewhere else.  Boris suggested India, Taiwan and China.  These suggestions appeared to us to be somewhat out of date, not entirely serious ..but where was Boris going to relocate his industries.





These estate agents from Afghanistan assure Uncle Boris that theirs is an excellent country to which to relocate.   The land is cheap, they say, and there is no need to pay wages.  However, they are pestering him in his capacity as proprietor of the Belsize-registered Poncho Bolero International Pharmaceuticals Corporation of  Colombia.   In that connection, he tells us, he feels more inclined to lend some of his surplus B12 bombers to President Walker Blow Jobson of the Etats Unies.   Walker is paying Afghanis five pounds a day to kill each other.   Jobson can probably explain how comes to have this money.  It is, after all, only yankee dollars and Jobson presumably has plenty of those.   But Boris has now been informed that a  Mr Caliban is paying Afghans ten dollars a day to kill yankees.   Whence does Mr Caliban get these dollars?  The average wage in Afghanistan, the estate agents have informed him, is ten dollars in five years.  The only explanation, Boris avers, is or was that ex-President Toby Liar of the RU has been paying excessive prices for Mr Caliban’s heroin.   This amounts to an illegal and uncompetitive government subsidy.. a subsidy by the RU government for Caliban’s heroin.   This, indeed, is largely the reason for Boris sacking  Toby Liar.   





Well!  Suddenly there was a great blare from the Noise Control Centre: “Message for Uncle Boris.. Sorry, I’ll read that again… Message for Mr Nikodemos Nikodemopoulos!’.  The students in the Noise Control Kiosk – actually the Royal Box on the balcony – were cheating by wearing earplugs.   But it showed initiative.   It wasn’t that Gloria hadn’t thought of this.  She had decided that the students had to work everything out for themselves.  The telephones in the Noise Control Kiosk all had flashing lights as they were ringing and wires attached to the phones could be attached to fittings in the earplugs…  Then a face appeared on the screen.   The subtitles informed us that this was some Royaumes Unies dignitary .. one Don Chameleroon..  ‘Don Chameleroon speaking from the Republic of  Liberia’.  Chameleroon, Dr Darwin, our Professor of  Etymology, yelled down his magaphone, was a corruption of ‘Chlamydoroon’.  In the Federation  an octoroon is an Inca with one honkey grandparent… whereas a chlamydoroon is an egg disguised with a cloak of invisibility or confusion…. or, at any rate, a cloak… an Inca of unknown origin, nature or identity.





“Whoda Pommie gigolo?”, yelled President Mussolini down his megaphone.  The message was transferred to the Noise Control Kiosk by Morse Code.  To our surprise, they recognised it as Morse Code and the message was passed on to Chameleroon.   Don Chameleroon then, when introducing himself, contradicted Dr. Darwin, claiming that his name was short for ‘camelion’ – a sort of terrestrial ichyosaur or camelopard.   Mme Georgina Whipcane, who is an expert on the Public School, passed over a note telling us that he was in fact the younger brother of the disgraced pommie Dictator, Don Toby Liar.  This Don Chameleroon, she assured us, was approaching  Uncle Boris in the hope of procuring finance for a coup d’etat.   Boris, after all, had appointed his elder brother.   Chameleroon claimed to be his brother’s natural successor, much more trustworthy and highly recommended by his mother, the Duchess of Finchley.   The subtitles meanwhile informed us that the Don was proposing to appoint Uncle Boris a Senator of the Royaumes Unies. 





Fatima and Boris exchanged notes that they were writing.   Fatima, on this occasion, did not stray too much from the point.  “Tell him”, Boris wrote, “that I am already an RU Milor.  But my son Nicky is only a pommie Don and Pandora, inexplicably, is not yet a Beldame in her own right… whereas their Agatha Christie is a Beldame three times over!”





“You don’t tell him that!”, wrote Fatima Patel, “You tell him what you want when and if his coup d’etat succeeds”





“I know that!”, wrote Uncle Boris, “We knew that Fidel had a younger brother..”





“It’s Toby’s younger brother….”





“Yes, Toby has a younger brother.  But we prefer George Galloway.  But find out what this clown has to offer… So long as it isn’t a speech written by one of their spindoctors.  ..”





It turned out that this Chameleroon, in the unlikely event of  his coup d’etat succeeding, expects to face difficulties akin to those of  Uncle Boris.   He was now touring Africa to find new sites on which to relocate his industries.  Not that the RU has any industries.   Also Afghanistan … Boris would find it ‘worth his while’ to heed the Afghan estate agents.  Not everywhere in Africa, he admitted.  Africa, he said, was a big place.   Malawi, he suggested, was ‘ripe for plucking’.  I think that is what it said on the screen.   And various places called Somali-this-and-that.  Chameleroon suggested that  “We have a good chance of getting  Zimbabwe, as it is now incorrectly named, back again”  This Zimbabwe is pursuing G8 policies, we are assured, even without foreign aid!  Much more promising that India, China or Taiwan.  Chameleroon informs us that his brother has also been exploring a promising location where he is ‘well known’.  Boris expresses his gratitude for the suggestion.





 


Despite the professors, and the Crocodile’s adjustments to the circuitry, we had not reached the required thousand dihectabels.  It was then that King Baskerville of the Vandals gatecrashed the party.  We apologise for the misunderstanding that led to the King being assaulted by a gang of  Tum Tum Narcoutes who relieved him of various brown paper envelopes and transported him to Alcatrass Bay.  Baskerville has since been safely returned to Siberia in one of  Simon Legree’s transports.





King Baskerville was also pouring out scurrilous complaints.  Not this time, however, about anything I had written.  But an earlier issue.    Baskerville’s complaint had nothing to do with Dinosaurs.. or maybe it had..  Gloria, he railed, had tried to mislead him.  Gloria, last year, had attempted to persuade Baskerville not to purchase the pommie outfit UK Coal which he intended to convert into a housing estate.   The Vandals are a peaceful race noted for their expertese as estate agents.  Baskerville, we gathered from his expletives, has purchased the company nevertheless and considers it a viable proposition.  Gloria had in now way attempted to mislead His Majestry merely to remind him that Simon’s tentacles stretch out far and that there are many mansions at our luxurious reception centre on Alcatrass Bay.  With such facilities available, it was hardly necessary for him to erect another housing estate.





Nevertheless we passed on the papers King Baskerville had left with us, before his arrest, with fourteen year old Ms. Fatima Patel.  Fatima tells us that the accounts of  mining companies are difficult to comprehend.  Our own Deep Polonium Resources ..the Marie Curie Mine on Pilkington has not made a profit in the last two hundred years..yet the shares are forever rising on the Belsize Stock Exchange.  A share will now cost you a Belsize Microeuro.. no, it’s just gone up to 1.2..no l.4 microeuros… that is a great deal of money… enough to buy your Vodafone three times over.  The reason for this, Fatima tells us, is that the assets of  the mine were originally assessed as the sales value of the allegedly accessible Polonium deposits that might be extracted.  It is true that the world prices have recently escalated on account of unanticipated demand..but the point is that all the anticipated profit has already been included in the company’s valuation.  When the Polonium is extracted therefore, the mine can, at best break even, but, since that never happens the company registers a loss.  Baskerville may be computing his accounts by a similar method.  The valuation was, apparently, originally agreed when Toby Liar’s mother sold the mine to RBJ.  The deposits may have been devalued since and maybe then again revalued.  It depends on what is included.  However Fatima finds it difficult to see how Baskerville can include his machinery amongst his assets.  When Baskerville values his reserves, surely, he subtracts some estimate of the costs of extraction – which includes the price of extracting the Polonium, including the price of the machinery.   But we cannot see how this machinery can be regarded as an asset.  It has no function beyond extracting the King’s Polonium.    The Brigand Tung is not going to drag Baskerville’s machines out of his mines, buy them second hand and transport them to Pilkington.  We build our own machines… well, actually, we use pickaxes.  It makes it easier to evade the geological obstructions – the unpredictable lumps of oolite.  Nor can the machinery be capitalised.





We do not claim to understand the King’s accountancy but it does appear to be a hotchpotch of  incompatible accounting ideologies.  The King claims to be using ‘historical price convention’ but seems infact to be using some manner of inverse inflation accountancy.  The King tells us: “Expenditure on seismic and geological mapping costs which increases the value of the reserves by identifying additional reserves over and above those previously recognised or increases the value of the existing known reserves by providing information which enables reserve estimates to be increased, is capitalised.. and this amortised on a unit of production basis over the shorter of four years or the life of the associated reserves’. Ms. Gloria was astonished recently to learn that the pommies were already in the l950s spiriting away assets and money by ‘capitalisation’.   Since at the time her great grandmother carried her present duties and Gloria wasn’t even born, she can be excused.  We did think this was a new ideology.  If the contents of the brown paper envelopes which the Tum Tums returned to the King have, in fact, gone mysteriously missing… then under old fashioned accountancy this was a loss.  But the reason that Baskerville is not too bothered is that is that the Polonium or whatever was in those envelopes is now ‘capitalised’.. it is an investment.  In fact, his assets have even gone up.  If  Baskerville spends a million pommie pfunt on knocking down the walls on his estates and then building them up again, the money squandered is added onto the supposed fair market price of the premises.   The more it costs, the more is added on.  It is possible that Baskerville’s envelopes will be amortised.. the price gradually chopped off the assets over the next thousand years..So, at any rate, the losses are deferred.





King Baskerville tells us that contrary to Gloria’s previous claims, the value of his housing estates or potential housing estates offsets the losses on his mines.  He can sell enough land to cover any estimated losses on his mines… at any rate in the ‘foreseeable future - which is defined as ‘within the next twelve months’ – which, by pommie standards, is extraordinary foresight.  Gloria says that we will have to wait and see.  But the King has also adopted the new pommie tradition of including increases in the supposed prices of real estate in his ‘profits’.   This has become a criterion whereby Directors’ perks are assessed.  Does this mean that the Directors will suffer deductions from their salary when the prices go down.  If inflation is added to the profits, then surely it has in corresponding amounts to be added to the sundry provisions for insurance, subsidence risk, replanting the trees before they are pulled down again to build the housing estates.. and the rest.  It appears that increases in stock prices in the pension fund are also profits.  It will take some years to discover how this new accountancy works out.  It sounds very much like pommie desperation.





Fatima tells us that the losses on the Marie Curie Deep Polonium mine may not be as severe as appears.. or they may be even more severe.   The Brigand puts massive amounts aside for ‘provisions’.  If a heavy Dinosaur, for instance, trampled over the surface of the mine and caused the rocks to cave in, the Brigand might have to build a new hospital to accommodate the splints while the injuries healed and maybe the Brigand needs a new hospital anyway.   At present the 0.1 microeuros is intact… although the Dong is the currency on Pilkington, the accounts are formulated in Belsize Euros.   Similarly there is a there is a fund to cater for the hearing of the Dinosaur miners being damaged by the music emitted by the Polonium ore .. and this money is intact too.   The Brigand has also awarded himself a heap of  deferred tax remissions on the basis of his accumulated losses.





So, it would appear, mining accounts are a little mysterious.   Ms. Goldenlay concedes that she can presently neither confirm nor deny that the King has a viable business plan.  Instead of simply exhausting his mines and recording this as loss, he is similarly divesting himself of his land ..thereby having enough assets available for the losses not to be fatal.  But the King’s own profit and loss account does claim that the mining operations, or it may be the operations overall, have made a loss of  41 million Pommie Pfunt ..which is coverted to profit by the increase in alleged ‘fair value of the investment properties’ of  P£68million.   And there also seems to be some P£25million for ‘decrease in provisions’ .. that, apparently meaning that the provisions are not provisions any more but assets instead.. and there is some similar amount for price increases for stock held by the pension fund.  Some ‘provisions’ apparently have been deducted from assets and others not.  Then the King suddenly tells us that there are £P 400m accumulated property losses and that he may have to pay ‘clawback’ to the Gorgo.  Then, apparently, the property subsidiary is paying rents to the ‘Group’.   The l965 accounts have also been rewritten to include £P40m for property revaluations.





There is a lot in these accounts which we don’t understand.  For instance the King tells us that costs prior to coaling planned for surface mines are originally scheduled as future debts and then, later, transferred to the ‘consolidated income statement over the recoverable reserves of the mine’.  Maybe we understand that and maybe we don’t.  But 41 million Pommie Pfunt appears to us to be a large gross loss… we have the impression that pommie pfunt are being eaten up somewhere… Crocodile Duncannon tells us that the company has sold all its profitable assets in Australia.  Baskerville tells us that his four remaining ‘deep mines’ are losing money because they have signed contracts years ago to provide coal at prices below the present market levels.  But surely if these prices were low that was because they had to be ‘competitive’.  We find it difficult to understand how coal which is mined next door to the power station is cannot be adequately price when the competitive coal is transported all the way from Poland.  .particularly with Poland joining the EU and therefore being doomed to charging similar prices.  The King tells that these contracted prices are in any case shortly coming to an end.. yet he claims also that because of  these prices he has been obliged to keep down production despite coal now being the fuel that generates 41% of the RU’s electricity.  Baskerville, after all, does not have to sell the coal he mines.  When UK coal was first afflicted with Management Consultants they were helped along considerably because they had stockpiled great heaps of  unsold coal.  Coal does not depreciate at the same rate as  Polonium.  The Brigand has had to open up new mines on the planet Jupiter..but in the RU there is plenty coal still underground -–and there is no need to abandon the ‘deep mining’ in preference to surface mining or no mining at all…





Fatima tells me that just because Marie Curie mines Polonium it does not follow that nothing else is extracted.   The Mercury is used in the pressure gauges in the Spaceships and we use the platinum for microeuro ingots.  Although we bought heaps of  cheap gold off  the Gorgo the supplies from Marie Curie come in useful locally in the spaceship factories.  We are not overpreoccupied by making profit and whatever is produced we do something with it.  The methane is mainly bottled and can be used in night-time camping stoves on Jupiter and we transfer quite a bit of it to underground storage depot next to the volcano on Vesuvius Island.   Baskerville tells us that before he sells his deep mines he uses the methane to produce electricity to drive the central heating on his housing estates.  Gas heating, he says, is too expensive.   He was ordered, it turns out, by former RU dictator Toby Liar that he must burn the otherwise unused methane because it is a ‘greenhouse gas’.  Although this does consume the oxygen that is reportedly poisoning the pommies, it does liberate carbonic acid and lurgi,, thereby enhancing their global worming.





King Baskerville insists that we are prejudiced against the Vandals and that we wish no success to his enterprises.   Well.. perhaps we are not too bothered about Baskerville and more concerned about the RU coal industry.   Ms. Goldenlay’s Ponchobolero International Pension Fund, after all, invested in coal and not in a housing estate.   Also, Ms Lila po Lune, who is an non-executive director of  Deep Polonium Resources tells me that the discussions at board meetings concern technology and the practicalities of  mining.   She doubts that the current Directors of  UK Coal would risk dirtying their ridiculous suits by actually going down a mine.  RU accountancy has now become so complex that nobody understands it.. the Directors have to be accountants and the Neddies have to be accountants and because of the complexities they don’t understand it either and have to employ outside advisors.  Nevertheless we would like to see the occasional engineer or scientist in the boardroom.  Engineers understand accounts but accountants can’t understand engineering.


























The Dinosaurs set up the University of  Delmonte on Montmandie (then known as Delmonte) on the Isle de Belsize to train the highly intelligent local Inca yahoos to be engineers on their spaceships.  When the Dinosaurs departed their emperor, Dr. Nho, left the University in the custody of  Chief Ponchobolero.  Some millions of  years later Amanita Muscaria (canonised posthumously as Saint Mandy) instituted the Lewd Greed Oration, named after a pommie pirate who perished on the Isle de Fouchette, to be delivered annually in the Amphitheatre of the University by the world’s leading proactive macroeconomist.  The oration inevitably was explored the question, albeit indirectly, “Why did the Dinosaurs depart?” or, equivalently, “Why did they stay so long?”.





It is well known that the Isle de Belsize is surrounded by rocks.  The inhabitants, if, say, they wish to travel to Knossos they can travel by submarine, through the tunnels that may be entered beneath the Loch Skegness, or they can climb down the steep cliffs that surround the island and then, either immediately or after traversing causeways amongst the rocks at low tide and then hitch a lift on the back of a palaeosaur.  For the journey back, a Pterodactyl may be more convenient.  Or they can swim.  The two islands are only some twenty kilometres apart.  But Belsize cannot be reached by surface vessel.  There is thus a long history of honkey pirates being shipwrecked on the surrounding rocks – and being rescued by the Ichthyosaur Skegnessie, who has served the Princesses Goldenlay down the millenia.





In more recent times Belsize was visited by Julius Caesar, who got lost during his expedition to Ultima Thule and also by the Scandinavian pirate Sven Goran Erikson, who lost his way when travelling to visit the Princess Omlette in Helsingor in Vinland.  Erikson had been told that all he had to do was to follow the coast after departing from Norwich in Swetland and to ignore the first Helsingor he came to, since that was in Daneland… and that then it would eventually be straight on..  You can’t miss it.  Or he could have followed the signs put up for the guidance of  mariners ..but he turned the wrong way and when he saw Belsize he supposed it was Vinland, rode straight ahead and didn’t miss it.  Erikson then left the useless map with the Princess Goldenlay – and it is still preserved at the Palais d’ Orleans at Port aux Bicyclettes, then still known by the Dinosaur name Skeg Nez.





Skegnessie was later obliged to rescue the Italian pirate Christophoro Colombo -with his crew and shipmates.   Colombo was given the nickname ‘Coulomb’ because when he fell out of his ship he collided with an electric eel.  His arrival  coincided with an outbreak of  Draculosis, now a harmless infection carried by our vampire bats which all our natives contract during their childhood.   It is supposed by some that the native honkey distemper or Black Measles infected the Incas, changed strain and returned to the honkeys with devastating effect.  Colombo on arriving on our island appeared to refer to it in his own language as ‘Asia’ – or maybe he was just sneezing on account of a mild attack of Draculosis.  He should perhaps have been kept more securely in quarantine.  Next thing he married his cabin boy, Indio Jones, and Colomboa now decided that our island was called India.  But Indio rapidly succumbed to the distemper and Colombo married his Ghanaian servant, Afriga Muscaria, and our island became ‘Africa’.  But Afriga succumbed too and Colombo then married her younger sister Ameriga and the island became ‘America’.  She too died of the plague but the Incas had rebuilt the pirates’ ships and Colombo returned back home, without marrying the youngest sister, Amanita Muscaria, who remained on the island.  





Amanita, devoted her life, together with her Sisters of  Chastity, to the needs of  mariners shipwrecked off our shores.   It was Amanita who erected the flashing red light, now on top of the Tour de Piffel on Montmandie, which serves as a warning to the approaching pirates and mariners.  It was not always clear whether the flashing light was intended as a deterrent or whether it was invitation.    Captain Morgan, the Welsh pirate, even referred to Amanita and her lighthouse as the ‘Fata Morgana’ – that she was sea-witch who enticed mariners to a rocky doom.   When Morgan was eventually enticed, however, he had no complaints about the hospitality.   Another grateful guest was pommie pirate Don Walter Rally.  It was following his visit that Skeg Nez came to be known by the honkeys as Port aux Bicyclettes.   Rally, while on the island, invented the ‘amphibious velocipede’ .. a cart with its wheels surrounded by annular rubber sacks full of  helium.  Raleigh propelled the wheels with feet, using a pedal that rotated round a pivot, and the contraption could travel both over the rocks and over the sea.  It was however Amanita who adapted the invention into the ‘vertical bicyclic giroscope’ and, also, for terrestrial transport, the ‘all-steel bicyclette’.   The Incas would rebuild the ships of the marooned pirates and send them on their way.   When Rally left three families of  Gothic stonemasons who had joined Rally’s expedition because they belonged to the same lodge applied for political asylum.  There were arguments in honkeyland between the supporters of rival high priests of the Italian God.  The stonemasons therefore remained on Belsize and supervised the building of the massive cathedral on Delmonte, as it then was.  An army of  plesiosaurs carried from the island of  Portland in the Gulagapos rocks that had been laid down when the Dinosaurs poisoned the seas with their disinfected sewage.   When the Cathedral had been built, we then needed a Saint.  The Maltesas are long way from Italy and, therefore, we had no Saints.  It turned out that it was advisable for a Saint to be a virgin and to have performed a miracle.  Amanita was a virgin… probably… at least some of the time.. and so she qualified on both counts.  The Italian religion also requires its saints to be dead.  So posthumously Amanita became Mandie, the virgin patron saint of  Belsize.  





The honkey pirate Lewd Greed, as a matter of fact, was never a guest of  Saint Mandy on Belsize.  He landed, with nefarious intent, on the Isle de Fouchette.  His estate thus, following his, from his point of view, untimely decease passed, therefore, to the Responsible Murder Trust, renamed by some of the politically correct the ‘Responsibility in Murder Trust’ (Since, they point out, there is no such a thing as a responsible murder, though, if that is so, it follows also that Greed was not murdered, which, for a sex tourist visiting Fouchette, is a let-down. )  The honkies have some bizarre notions of  geography and of history and insist on referring to the Princess Minihaha as the ‘Last of the Mexicans’.  The Princess Minihaha, during a visit to Belsize, to consult with the Princess Goldenlay and other Inca Chieftains, asked Mandy to become trustee of the Lewd Greed Estate.  Mandy, in turn, used the gold and other trinkets to set up permanently the annual  Lewd Greed Oration delivered in the Colosseum, the amphitheatre of  the University of  Delmonte.


 


As a matter of fact Mandy did not use the gold and other trinkets for this purpose.   It is true that because so many pirates have been shipwrecked around Belsise the island has for centuries had massive stores of  gold, money and other trinkets cherished by the honkeys  – and, in any case, we have plenty gold of our own.  That was what pirates were out to steal – not that twe would have shed many tears if they had done.  Locally we have no use for money, whisky, glass beads, or whatever else this Lewd Greed had had in his booty – Polonium maybe, but adequate supplies have always been mined on Pilkington and Coconut.  But Mandy thought she had to put on a show of  using the honky trinkets to some purpose – as a mark of Inca gratitude to the munificent pirate..  








Schoolchildren on the Isle de Belsize when they are awarded their seventh doctorate by the university are said to be ‘greedorated’.  This is because those who wish to attend the public lecture rather than watching it live on any of seventy two state television channels may do so in the Presidential Box in the amphitheatre ..in which there are in any case seventy two television sets.  Belsize is not a large island.  Our islands are numerous rather than large.  There are only a few thousand children between the ages of seven and thirteen on Belsize and these can easily be accommodated in the enclosure.





The Greed Oration is devoted to proactive macroeconomics and is to be delivered by the world’s most eminent proactive economist.   In other words it tackles the questions that are always being asked: “Why did the Dinosaurs leave” and “Will they return?”.  There is an Inca tradition that they will.  In Mandy’s day she herself was the world’s greatest pro-active macroeconomist and she, herself, delivered the Greed Orations.  The original videos of  Mandy’s orations are still stored in the library in the Palais d’Orleans and are studied by all local children prior to embarking on their doctorates in economics.  Religious Orders modelled supposedly on the traditions of  Amanita Muscaria are known as the Maudlins – a name considered synonymous with miserable personality.  Mandy might have been supposed to have been a boring colourless character, a naked version of Florence Nightingale bashing her Sisters of Chastity with a cat o’nine tails.  Mandy was, after all, the lady with the lamp – the flashing red light that now surmounts the Tour de Piffel.   Yet, on the videos, cats o’ nine tails are nowhere in sight.  The Sisters of  Chastity that surround the Saint are colourful and cheerful and the whole proceedings are conducted with informality and hilarity.  Mandy teaches in the style of Don Isaac Newton briefly scanning through the complexities of theory and entertaining the students with practical demonstrations.  There are transparent flaggons full of proliferating bacteria which then perish in a sea of their own excrements.  Mandy makes the same point also while standing on a nest of termites in the university campus.  In her last oration she produced a replica of  an early Dinosaur Mars Shuttle, constructed by Don Walter Rally, powered by minute velocipedes operated by trained termites who disappeared into the sky cycling off to Mars. Nowadays the task of delivering the Oration – or of persuading someone else to deliver the Oration - naturally falls upon the Dean of  the School of  Economics.   Research in Economics was, of course, conducted at the University already in the days of the Dinosaurs and it was Don Isaac Newton whose wage-earning job was to be the first Professor of  Economics or, at any rate, of  Business Studies – though at Cambridge in the Royaumes Unies.   The first holder of the title of  ‘Dean of the Faculty of Economics’ in the University of   Delmonte, however, was Dr. Ernesto Guevera.





Nobody has ever set eyes upon a ‘Willkommen zu Belsize’ reklam,  Nor are there any  Belsize posters in travel bureaux.  But we do have tourists ..in their ridiculous honkey garments.  There are sufficiently few for us to get to know them personally.  Some even come to abide by local custom and discard the silly clothes.  We wear, outdoors, only the wide-brimmed hats.  When we go indoors, naturally, we remove the hats.  They cannot, after all, get through any except the widest doorways. Tourists neverthless rarely meet Ms. Jeanne Pucelle.  But they do at least leave knowing what Jeanne looks like.





There was formerly in the Place d’Orleans the Coulomb Coulomb, a stone statue of  the Italian pirate Christophoro Colombo standing upon an ultra-tall stone cylinder… an obvious target for Nu Laeba terrorists.   A Nu Laeba terrorist would stand no chance of setting foot upon Belsize, let alone of blowing up our beloved Coulomb.  Nevertheless, it was an obvious target.  We published the fact in the newspapers and circulated leaflets throughout the island and put up a notice, in thirty seven languages, on the Coulomb itself.  We ordered that no schoolchildren were permitted to buy gelignite at Mr. Patel’s corner shop on the plaza.  We have no crime upon Belsize, no laws and no police.  But we ordained it nevertheless.  The schoolchildren took an inordinately long time to take the hint.  But the Nu Laeba terrorists eventually struck.  We woke one morning to discover that our beloved coulomb had vanished without trace.  Well,,not entirely without trace.  There was a considerable racket during the night and the Nu Laeba terrorists had hidden the Coulomb in a cave overlooking the Loch Skegness.  It was the Nu Laeba terrorists who had vanished without trace.  They had however generously left several enormous cranes built out of components stolen by the terrorists from the workshops of primary schools on Montmandie.  This made it easier for us to replace the coulomb by the giant effigy of  Jeanne Pucelle that now bestraddles the plaza.  Ms Pucelle is described as a  Battle-axe.  The Colossus was unveiled by the Grand Honkey, President de Gaulle, himself, revealing, though we had all seen it before, the most spectacular feature, the anatomical battle-axe.  If  tourists have not seen Jeanne personally this is likely to be on account of her current preoccupation with the leadership of  the FFF, the Fucket Freedom Fighters.





There are innumerable valuable historical archives in the Library of the Palais d’Orleans.  Actually, the originals are not stored in the library but in caves guarded by ichthyosaurs.  This is a precaution, though hardly  necessary, against activities akin to those of the Duchess of  Finchley in the Royaumes Unies – who burnt all the books in the libraries, replacing them by rewritten history in babies’ picture books more suited to internet generations.  We have, for instance, the famous Vinland map left by Sven Goran Erikson and thousands of copies of various editions of the Dinosaur text book of physics ‘Gray’s E-  The Memoirs of  Hiawatha dates from the latter Dinosaur era.  This Hiawatha, who is known also as Crazy Bitch,  is an ancestor of the similarly named contemporary of  Saint Mandy.  Crazy Bitch writes with similar symbols and characters to those of the much more modern Memoirs of Kung Fu:-





“Perhaps, when the Dinosaurs gave their pet monkeys primitive canoes and weapons, they supposed they were dishing out harmless toys or conducting some experiment in animal psychology!  I find myself returned to humanity after being kidnapped by the big-nosed monkeys though now on the island of  Vu Jing”   (Fouchette)  “some many leagues off the coast of the continent Ko-Lah.  My brothers, before they perished, insisted that our father had sold us to the monkeys.  But he would have hardly have thought we were his to sell, the monkeys would have been to stupid to conduct such a transaction and they would have had nothing of use to give in return.  My new friends have even invited me to help in the administration of their island, in the precautions against the threat of long-nosed vermin and the rooting out of  honkey infiltrators, not that it is difficult to recognise a monkey.





“It might be thought that the rhinomegalic pests are so stupid that they can be easily controlled and even trained to perform some function on the plantations.  But they turn out to be completely useless.  Even if they are apparently trained, we must not forget the inborn nature of these aberrations, deficient both in morality and in intelligence.   They have an obsession with the accumulation of gold or of worthless trinkets.   They are too lazy and stupid to dig up their own gold   They have to steal the baubles worn by the lowest status women within our poorest, most backward and most hierarchical tribes, tribes that are hidden away on the mainland in infertile deserts so inaccessible for them not to receive regular sustenance from their luckier brothers.   These ladies might be willing to adopt a monkey.   They monkey could perform tricks or lie down looking pretty and hungry when they go begging in the plaza.   Even if not so, it would be no loss for the lady to hand over her trinkets.  If they were worth anything she would already have exchanged them for food or drugs.





“However, the animals do not bother even to ask.  They mow down our women with their primitive weapons .. and the men and everybody else.  Not just once but twice!  Before they even ripped off the jewelry from the dead and dying it proves that the monkey’s inborn delinquencies have been inadequately satiated by their cabin boys.  All this performed in, even by monkey standards, confusion – induced through inebriation with their fire water.  We must remember that to fill one monkey canoe with gold takes the murder and rape of  millions of  Incas.  It is a consolation maybe that as soon as the pirates leave they are themselves robbed by the Pommies.  We have even been visited by Pommies who try to ‘sell’ to us glass beads stolen from our squaws in exchange for Cinchona and Koka-Kola leaves which they use to treat draculosis.





“We are fortunate in being a highly advanced and prosperous tribe with no use for worthless baubles.  What gold that is found in the waste-bins is transferred to dumps within the caves on Po-Til”   (Belsize)  “which is inaccessible to monkeys.  It is a mixed blessing that the long-nosed pests are too stupid to realise that a sea full of islands will also be full of rocks.  Our island does not have the natural defences of  Po-Til.  But we have no intention of retreating to Po-Til abandoning Vu-Jing to the monkeys who might then even settle down and stay!”





Despite this, Crazy Bitch then tells us that the tradition of  hospitality on Vu-Jing compels them even to extend to itinerant animals a warm welcome.  Other than some harmless bats and birds, ‘itinerant animals’ would normally be whales or fish or others that do not climb ashore.  If the pirates survive the rocks and the warm welcome they are then entertained in Italian-style restaurants by hostesses adorned in the honkey fashion, disguised, for instance, as rabbits.  Hiawatha insists that the honkeyfied version of his island’s name, Fouchette, is an abbreviation for the advice given by the hostesses when serving the spaghetti “fork out and off”.  But Dr Charles Darwin, Professor of  Etymology – or maybe Entomology – at the Institut of  Pommie Studies on Montmandie tells us that Crazy Bitch may be no more reliable than Dr. Fowler.





Even in the days of  Crazy Bitch versions of  just about every language were spoken in our Federation.  Numerous Inca words are adopted into honkey languages.  There may be several versions of  pronunciation, meaning, spelling and alleged derivation. Sometimes are themselves Inca versions of honkey expressions which have been fed back.  The adopted Inca words, which are regularly mistranslated, mostly all mean the same thing.  Thus ‘pidgin english’ does not mean, as Brewer’s Frase and Phable suggests, mean: “Welcome great gods from the skies!”.   The Dinosaurs came from the skies and maybe the honkies referred to them as gods.  The correct translation is ‘goodbye {or ‘be gone’] honkey’.  The Chinese Creole of  Belsize is particularly difficult to transliterate into honkey languages.  It depends rather more on the variations in sound and pitch (that is, frequency) of the vowels rather than the consonants which may even be unintelligible or inaudible to the honkey so that when Vu-Jing words are introduced into honkey languages they may bear little resemblance to the original.  There are thus several alternative spellings and supposed derivations of  ‘Fouchette’.  Formally the spelling ‘Phukit’ was preferred, rhyming with ‘bucket’ – the theory being that the pirates demanded that the squaws produced their jewelry in a bucket .. asking merely ‘Bucket?’.  The residents supposed that this was honkey for ‘Hello!’ and returned the word, pronouncing it in a more Sinic manner.  The pirates then thought that the natives were telling them the name of the island!





 We say that Mr Clever Dick is the owner, administrator or even President of the Isle de Fouchette…as well as generous donor to many third world and backward economies – including the Royaumes Unies.  As a matter of fact, he controls only a small region of the island, if any at all.  Ms. Jeanne Pucelle’s current pet project is her leadership of the FFF (Fucket Freedom Fighters).  This may seem paradoxical.  The Federal Government, surely, is a strong supporter of  Mr Clever Dick, whose revenues swell the Federal exchequer.  But at the same time,  Ms. Pucelle is operational director of the Joan of  Arc Office which, in turn, owns the Isle de Belsize and is also based at the Palais d’Orleans.  The Federal Parliament meets at the Palais d’Orleans and Ms Gloria Goldenlay is First Minister of  Belsize as well as Federal Finance Minister.  It sounds as if whatever are Belsize government polices must also be Federal government policies and both support Ms Pucelle’s FFF.  Our government, surely, would be unlikely to hand over to the gorilla bandits the surplus used armaments dumped upon us by the G8, or, at any rate fail to secure the doors of the warehouse on Vesuvius Island.  We don’t any more!  Now, to make it easier, we store the G8 surplus armaments in a shed on Fouchette.  It might also seem unlikely that Ms Pucelle would leave Mr Dick unmolested.  But there is no major paradox.  Ours is a liberal multicultural pluralistic Federation.  The FFF has no difficulty in co-existing with Mr. Dick – though she sometimes stages some stunt to remind Mr Dick who is in charge.








Dr. Ernesto Guevara moved to our Federation to lend his skills as physician, surgeon and veterinarian to the FFF.  He was, of course, as the only medic on Fouchette, also obliged to attend to sex tourists murdered in Mr  Dick’s Non-Executive Hotel.  It was such a visit that presented Ms Pucelle an excuse for providing the doctor with a ‘protective escort’, surrounding the hotel with armed guards and sequestrating the conference room which Dr. Guevara had purloined as a mortuary.  Jeanne conducted an impromptu meeting of the Army Council in the conference room.  The entire FFF and population of the island is on the Army Council but whatever Ms Pucelle decides she has no difficulty in persuading.   “Is any of you an economist?” asked Ms. Pucelle.   What she had in mind was the recruitment of one of the Tum Tum Narcoutes whom Guevara had asked to assist with the post-mortems.  Tum Tums are famed for their interest in money.   But Ernesto’s hand immediately shot up.  So Ernesto was appointed the FFF’s treasurer.    The FFF may have little need for a treasurer, but it does, for instance, issue its own bank notes, used Pommie Pfunt endorsed by Dr. Guevara.  Cruz Che Pesos, as they are known, are readily accepted by hostesses employed by Mr. Dick.





Dr. Guevara,  naturally, was asked to contribute whatever time that might prove available to the education of the students at  Delmonte University.   So Dr. Guevara, being an economist, was appointed Dean of the Faculty of Economics.  When he arrived for his inaugural lecture he was expected to discourse on the economics of the pharmaceutical industry.  The University has access to plenty experts on that but Dr Guevara was presumed to view the world from a different angle.  to fill in some of the gaps.  Dr Guevara expressed some surprise but proved willing to impart, in passing, his views on that but insisted on being supplied with whatever animals had been delivered to the department of veterinary sorcery to demonstrate his skills in surgery and to practical pharmacology.  The delay proved expedient.  The entire student body had departed shortly after the eventual commencement of  the lecture in Crocodile Duncannon’s Tardis for the longest space flight since the era of  Dinosaurs, five hundred and thirty seven years and ten seconds, and only just returned in time. It turned out that Professor Guevera had not said that he was an ‘economist’ but that he was a ‘communist’.  The confusion was resolved by the Faculties of  Economics and Sorcery being amalgamated and Ernesto being elected Dean of the combined union.





If Dr. Guevara is in fact a communist he is presumably also a macroeconomist and he is generally supposed to be proactive.  He has delivered the occasional subsequent Greed Oration but it has become more the doctor’s responsibility to organise the Oration than actually to deliver it.  The University has not experienced  any difficulties laying hands on a world’s greatest macroeconomist even at short notice.  The Dean of Sociology, Ms Lila po Lune, has been roped in on several occasions a few minutes before the commencement of the Oration.  The audience considered this even a surprise bonus.  There might be others who recognise themselves as the world’s greatest economist.  But it cannot be proved that she is not the world’s greatest economist or macro-economist.  This is negative qualification is not an unique distinction.  Last year’s oration was scheduled to be delivered by Ms. Goldenlay, Chancellor of the University, but Gloria whisked off to join her grandmother on a State Visit to Merciavostok.  Fourteen year old Ms. Fatima Patel appeared unexpectedly in her place.  Fatima is accepted as the world’s greatest microeconomist – but the proposition that she is a macroeconomist cannot be disproved.  But the audience were not expecting a lecture on Muslim Relief and trachoma – which turns out to be the same thing as chlamydia  and causes blindness in Muslim populations persecuted by honky multinational corporations.  The Faculty Dean is nt the Professor of  Economics, which office is occupied by Dr. Milton Keynes, who is presumably the  world’s greatest economist, though the Pommie Pork Pie Industry did not appear excessively macro despite it turning out that President Toby was one of the largest producers.  Professor Sagittarius Fantasticus , Principal of the Institute of Pommie Studies on the Subacute Combined Degeneracy Code, Osama bin Ladin, President of the Banco Belsize Cayman International on Money Laundering, Madamme Georgina Whipcane, Dean of the School of Business Studies on the impact of destruction of bamboo forests on global warming and Don Isaac Newton are more problematical..but it cannot even be proved that Professor Fantasticus is not the world’s greatest economist.  Don Isaac, at least, was the world’s first Professor of Business Studies, having held at Cambridge the post now held by Ms. Whipcane on Montmandie.  But it is not immediately clear what connection some of these topics have with Dinosaurs





Although it may not be possible to disprove that some proposed orator is the world’s greatest macro-economist, it should surely be easier to discern whether he or she is ‘proactive’ or, at any rate, ‘pro-active’.  Ms Lila po Lune, apart from Ms. Goldenlay, has, in recent years, been the most frequent Greed Orator.  If it is accepted that she is the world’s greatest macroeconomist, or that this cannot be disproved, then, if she is also pro-active, she must be the world’s greatest pro-active macro-economist.  She is certainly very active – a very much active Dean and Professor, despite being the Federal Minister of Everything Else, and is very popular amongst students.  Her entertaining lectures are attended by staff and students from all faculties.and she is often scheduled to perform in the amphitheatre rather than the lecture halls or gymnasia.  This because those orations, even if chosen at random, are advertised outside the University, even outside the Federation, as ‘public’ and naïve visitors need some clues as to how to easily locate the site of the lecture.  But Lila, as do all the Professors at the University, prefers the peripathetic tradition of  Aristotle, Socrates and Saint Mandy – speaking in the open air.  Her own students, as were Mandy’s Sisters of Chastity, are during such excursions, in close proximity and have no need for radios but some in the audience may be at a distance of several kilometres.  The amphitheatre carries the need for binoculars, television sets and transmission of sound via the magic whispering roofs.  The amphitheatre also has the drawback that, for instance, were Don Edmund Hilary to hold an oration on mountaineering the mountain would have to be transported to the amphitheatre whereas it would be more convenient and more entertaining to for the orator and audience to transport themselves to the mountain.  The amphitheatre, lecture halls or gymnasia may be favoured during exceptionally severe hurricanes and we may arrange for lectures to be indoors to protect parties of  heliophobic melanin-deficient honkies but, assuming that a lecture is held indoors,  students prefer being crowded like sardines in the lecture theatres or gymnasia to the ample area of the amphitheatre.  So Lila is active.  But is she pro-active?  Students have liberal definition of ‘pro-active’ and Lila is has a past record or supposed past record of pro-activity.





Ms. po Lune would be guaranteed thousands physically present at her lectures, even tens or hundreds of thousands, even if she was scheduled to dance on the podium for forty seconds and then walk off  .. or jut nod her head.  But the most frequent Greed Orator, apart from Saint Mandy,  has been the University’s Chancellor, Ms. Gloria Goldenlay.  It is not that Ms. Goldenlay is regarded by students as boring.  It is not that students have not set eyes on their Chancellor or have not exchanged words with her on the campus.  Gloria can hardly be described as predictable.  Her orations to students, if she actually arrives, are likely to be confined to some some brief announcement at some formal function:  “This University is pleased to confer upon Don Toby Liar an honorary doctorate in taxation studies”. Even then the students are surprised if  she is not called away on some official function before she has finished the sentence. University does not even bother to put her name onto the programme.. and if she turns up, then she turns up.. or maybe so.    This may be followed., if she remains long enough, by lecture that resembles a delivery by the governor of the Pommie Bank at their Mansion House.  This may be of interest to foreign journalists.  But they get transcripts – at least so after the event.  If the speech is published in advanced there might be a greater attendance, since the actual speech will be something else, though, even there, the speech is being broadcast on TV.  In fact, the Gloria can be a teacher if she wants to be.  Her talks intended for schoolchildren soon to take their preliminary examinations – the B.Sc (Econ) – prior to embarking on their doctorates in Economics – are well attended.  Ms Goldenlay does conduct, though invariably at short notice,  seminars for students of  Economics and Politics.  It would be surprising if she did not.  All notables on Belsize – indeed, in the Federation – conduct such seminars.  Even President Mussolini.  Indeed, his seminars are entertaining and popular.  Benny does tend to be the stand up comic, delivering a monologue, rather than answering questions or encouraging discussion.  He has the habit, as is regularly the case with those who have a background in the Italian Empire, of ranting like Alf Garnet in some version of the pommie language.  But Benny has the great advantage that he does not take himself seriously.  And these seminars give him the opportunity of speaking off the cuff without his speeches being written by  Uncle Boris or  Ms Miniskirt and being censored while they are delivered by Ms. Goldenlay.  Apart from this however,  Glorias lectures are not physically attended by an audience of more than a few hundred.  Nobody knows in advance when and if  Gloria’s scheduled orations will take place.  Everyone on Belsize is familiar with Gloria’s views.  Quite apart from the fact that everyone on Belsize knows everyone else, Ms. Goldenlay writes regularly in the Delmonte Economist and other magazines published weekly by the University.  All her writings and speeches can and are readily accessed from the University’s internet site.  Printed copies can be obtained at the University Library and, indeed, also at the Palais.  Because of  this Gloria’s orations tend to be very advanced theory which, at the speed of delivery, can be only understood by the brightest students, like Ms Patel, who in any case work in Gloria’s office and do not need these additional orations. 





Nobody doubts that Ms. Goldenlay is the world’s leading macroeconomist.  But she can hardly be accused of being pro-active.  Ms. Pucelle has been described as a Battle-axe.  Nobody has never noticed Gloria to possess an anatomical Battle-axe, but nevertheless she too is regarded as a Battle-axe.   Ms. Pucelle’s statue is true to life but, nevertheless, the French are a dainty race whereas  Inca ladies are typically, when compared to any race, except perhaps the EU’s Sassenachs such as the Princess Rogan (and Jeanne may in fact have some Sassenach ancestry), are exceptionally large in everything except supernumerary adipose tissue.  It is generally believed that pro-activity and Battle-axe are exclusive features of character.  Ms. Gloria and Ms. Lila were close friends even during their early days in Moscow.  It was always supposed that Ms. po Lune was pro-active and Ms. Goldenlay was Battle-axe.  You would be very fortunate to have Ms. Goldenlay as a friend, but if you were an enemy of a friend of Ms. Goldenlay not even Mr. Clever Dick would sell you life assurance.  But students seem to be very liberal and generous and to accept a wide and flexible definition of proactivity – or else accept that Battle-axe is complementary to pro-activity.





Ms. Goldenlay delivered this year’s Lewd Greed oration without notice.  Dr. Guevara’s name had been printed on the programme and he had forgotten to invite a replacement!  He was relieved to find that Ms. Goldenlay on the site – not that anybody would have objected to a talk on the anatomy of the Eohippus.   Ms Gloria Goldenlay chose as her topic when delivering the annual Greed  Oration in the Amphitheatre  at the University of  Delmonte on Montmandie the similarly named ‘Greed Economy’.  Ms. Goldenlay, at some length, compared the history of the RU economy with the history of its Rank Organisation, both of which have tried to escape from economic decadence by selling everything and turning themselves into a Casino.  We shall return to this topic in future circulars.  But Gloria did also give explanation of this ‘Greed Economy’ – with which we will presently conclude.





 The Greeds are a prominent political party or movement in the EU, represented significantly both in the German and EU parliaments.  Atilla, the King of  Italy himself, has declared himself to be a Greed.  The Greeds, at least theoretically, believe that economics is to be assessed from the point of view of the earth rather than that of humans.  Ms. Goldenlay contradicts dogmas held by Professor Marx during his earlier career by asserting that these two points of view do in fact differ.  In the EU and elsewhere in the underdeveloped world values or prices have become distorted by a bogus ‘value added’ that has its function in political motivations rather than in economic efficiency.  The Greeds however insist on promoting policies more consistent with the Marxist appraisal of marcro-economics.





The underdeveloped world however can be hoodwinked by its own distortions.  Because of  innumerable creamoffs by pundits, governments and others.. creamoffs which, paradoxically, Professor Marx when professing his archaic theories recognised … punters in the Royaumes Unies pay a hundred times the price for goods or services than punters in the Federation.  The richer the Pommies think they become the poorer they get.  The Pommies and their allies attribute their woes to the determination of their enemies to blow up their economy.  This makes about as much sense as God waging war against the Israelis by blowing up Gomorrah which, we understand, did not breed sheep for the objectives of a creative economy.   The underdeveloped nations, if their enemies merely lie in the sun and ignore them, are quite capable of blowing up themselves.





The Greeds have stimulated much hilarity within our Federation.  What exactly a Greed is may be remains to us a mystery but we gather that Greeds concern themselves in the main with the production of electricity via nuclear radiation or through the combustion of  organically produced chemicals.  This is to us a matter of very little interest.   Belsize is the hottest place on earth and our homes are equipped with solar panels and windmills and there are generators in and around the sea and the Loch Skegness and under rivers that flow down our mountains.  We have on the Federation no production of  electricity by the burning of  elemental carbon or organic compounds whatsoever – not even the incineration of  ‘renewable sources’ such as weed forests and rain forests.  We have, as shall be related, nuclear power stations both in Uncle Boris’s hoveryachts and on the Island of  Pilkington.  These are essential to our space-travel programme which provides some possibility of  escaping from the difficulties that are troubling the Greeds.





Nikodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikodemopoulos’s hoveryachts Nikodemos and Pandora have four nuclear reactors apiece – with polonium accelerators.   These nuclear reactors have stimulated the emission of much hot air – hot carbon dioxide - during Uncle Boris’s family discussions, particularly from Ms po Lune.   Uncle Boris excuses himself in that the reactors were already in place when the yachts were the aircraft carriers Ark Royal and United States.  Nuclear reactors are relatively small and the required stores of fuel are cheap, occupy little space and are not excessively heavy.  It is not possible to reduce the radiation by intermittent use of the reactors, switching them off when other fuels are available, and then switching on again.  It would be impracticable to rely on solar energy and to store electricity for use duing the night.  There would be a need for chemicals or flywheels of great weight and occupying much space.





Lila po Lune after being arrested in her teens on the streets of Moscow was detained for three years at the Siberian Institute of  Cosmology and emerged as an experienced cosmonaut with a doctorate in nuclear physics.  Our own Space Research Centre is not on the Montmandie Campus but on the island of  Pilkington and thirty kilometres away from that on the Island of Geestring which is devoted entirely to space research.   Lila, when she finds the time, still nips off to visit Professor Polonia, buxom director of the institute, as she puts it, “to keep my hand in”.  She reports that the institute is experimenting with ‘induced’ energy… the possibility of the hoveryachts being powered through energy generated ground level being transmitted to the yacht as electromagnetic radiation.





The fanatical prophet of Pilkington, the Brigand Tung, also has on his island an ample supply of nuclear power stations and, or so he claims, atomic bombs.  The President of the Etats Unies,  Walker Blow Jobson, is forever bickering about the atomic bombs and, as a matter of fact, also about the nuclear power stations.  But the Brigand is also an enthusiastic promoter of space travel.  He supposes that the residents of Pilkington, or the whole world, will have to emigrate to some extraterrestrial location and/or import energy from such a terrestrial location.  His policies were transformed when Australian engineer, Mr. Crocodile Duncannon, arrived in the Federation on his Tardis (to attend a Domestic Market on behalf of the International Power Corporation) and transported the Brigand,  the Princess Goldenlay and Fatima Patel to Jupiter and back.  The Brigand is building no more atomic bombs and no more nuclear power stations – other than on Jupiter – and is advocating the importation of  energy from Jupiter.  He does, as a matter of fact, import it.  This sounds excessively inefficient or wasteful ..though the Brigand points out that it is no more wasteful than the ‘Tom fool schemes of the Greeds’ and that Jupiter contains a great deal of energy.  Ms. Polonia has to cater with the problems, however, that the Brigand’s scheme if extended beyond his island, and perhaps even if not, may greatly augment the energy content of terra and widen its orbit and that Jupiter’s energy is just as ‘hot’ as that procured from terrestrial sources.  That energy is ‘hot’ is a persistent laments of the Greeds.  The Greeds insist that the energy released by their machines must be voided into outer space which means also that a similar amount of the sun’s incipient energy must be retained and reconverted into the organic stores.    It is not clear that such a balance can be achieved if energy is imported and it may be preferable for the Pilkington pioneers to emigrate to Jupiter – which, of course, may be what the Brigand is planning.





The Brigand may have a peaceful objective in his apparently overambitious releases of energy.   Also on his island he manufactures the glass which is transported to the EU to enable their Greeds to ‘reduce carbon dioxide emissions’ – by allowing the heating of their buildings to escape through their windows.  The production of glass – essentially heating sand to a temperature high enough to render it liquid – requires a great deal of energy.


 


We have recently been approached by a rep from the Pommie’s International Power Company trying to persuade us to let him build power stations on our islands.  He tells us that he, or, at any rate, Crocodile Duncannon, has a successful prototype in Indonesia.  His power stations, he assures us, will rescue us from a great mountain of carbon dioxide.  This was some lawyer or accountant from a Pommie Public School.  His approaches have confirmed us in our opinion that the EU’s Greeds are completely crackers.  Ours is a hot tropical climate with ferocious hurricanes, active geysers and volcanoes and powerfully tidal waters.  The Directors of  International Power must be drastically imperceptive if they have not noticed that we have no need for their services…apart from the Crocodile’s Tardis, which is his own rather than his company’s.





The Belsize Stock Exchange has refused to adopt the Subacute Degeneracy Code.  We are plagued by visitations by salesmen from the IMF, decorated with Greed Badges, broadcasting the fantasies of their innumerable Greed Committees saturated with management consultants and lawyers.  President Mussolini answers them with one word: “Offada Fourchetta!”.  But we can see that the IMF will find it very difficult to catch this carbon dioxide in the atmosphere which remains only a trace however much they emit.  They are trying very hard to raise it to levels more amenable to their industries.  But their efforts are doomed.  But we have not turned our backs entirely to the EU’s obsession with electrical machines to absorb, before it is absorbed by what remains of the weed forests or by terrestrial water,  the carbon dioxide emitted, in concert with the release of previously bound energy,  during the production of electricity to power the machines that remove the carbon dioxide. We have not overlooked the merits of  carbon dioxide as an insulator. We have constructed upon Vesuvius Island, between the airport and the crater of the active volcano, the world’s largest underground storage depot for natural gas.  It is perfectly safe because it is covered by a blanket of  surplus carbon dioxide dumped upon us by the G8.   Madamme Georgina Whipcane, moreover, takes devotion to Greed Ideology very seriously when selecting the winner of the coveted Pandora’s Box award for Corporate Irresponsibility.
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