07701WNG.PRC:::From the Princess Goldenlay, via the Press Office of the Free Colombian Trade Federation, Isle de Belsize, with a short introduction by Ms Minerva Miniskirt, Minister of Truth





Duvalier Wins Election::Ants Invade Jupiter.








The Princess Goldenlay recollects the anxieties of  shareholders in pommie public companies and those of the pensioners who depended upon the dividends, when, in the l980s, Nu Laeba took over and the former entrepreneurs were being replaced by the Fat Cats and Management Consultants.





The most historically significant revelation in the Princezza’s nine month overdue report, that the yahoos, as did the Dinosaurs from whom they inherited their culture, were, for similar reasons, to abandon the Earth and to become (which the Dinosaur’s didn’t) the subterranean or subjupiterean ants of the Planet Jupiter, with Fatima as their queen and Fanny as her vizier, was not at the time taken seriously.





Federal Minister of  Truth, Ms.Minerva Miniskirt, asked the Princezza to contribute to the review of  the Greed Oration delivered last year by her granddaughter,  First Minister of the Isle de Belsize and Federal Minister of Finance,  Ms. Gloria Goldenlay.   Gloria had focussed on the parallel between the decline of the pommie economy and its constituent J RtR Rk Organisation – decline over decades or centuries passing unnoticed by the rejoicing propagandised pommies…though at the time this dissolution appeared to be terminating in an explosion.   Both had sold everything with the aim of converting themselves into a profitable Casino, but the pommie Casino industry, with then the possible minor exception of  Rnk, was now foreign owned!  The Princess set upon her task indirectly.  Gloria had already reviewed Rk in her previous years’ circular 06511FRD.GLY and in her recent 07701WNG. GLY the Princess recollects her official opening of  Mr. Clever Dick’s House of  Horrors, a museum for the entertainment of pommie sex-tourists on the Isle de Fouchette.  Following the Princess’s fracture of a gong, the VIPs admire, in the Public School Room, the magnificent oolite carving by Greek artist Mr. Laocoon of deposed pommie President Toby Liar being strangled by his mother, the Duchess of  Finchley, the accredited founder of  Nu Laeba.  At the conclusion of the circular the party are gathered beneath the equally imposing effigy, by the same artist, of  the Royaumes’ Unies First and Greatest Fat Cat, the Rnk Organisation’s Milor Davis, brandishing a snooker cue.  The action now continues, with amongst the diversions, to aid in the appreciation of the scene, an account of  Inca architecture.   The Rnk shareholders, despite the pundits, feel relatively secure.   Their income and the Fat Cat’s perks, titles and fame, are supplied by the pommie Xerox Corporation, over which the pommie pundits have no control.  But then the pundits sell their share in Xerox…and then, eventually, the Blunder to End All Blunders.  What is that?  To Be Continued!











The Goldenlays supposedly are squaws of  action, squaws of few words.  When I asked the thirty six stone Princess Goldenlay to contribute to the review of her granddaughter’s Greed Oration I supposed that her verbiage was limited to ‘Gee up!’ and ‘Good Horsie!’.  A couple of pages I had expected at the most!  Publication has been delayed for nine months and the Princess has been asked to revise her contribution.  Well… we have presented the first part..07701WNC.GLY.. and now this present circular turns out not to be the final episode of  the Princess’s dissertation but the second.   The Princess, rather than review the oration directly, has chosen to focus on preceding events and conversations that influenced Gloria’s discourse. 


                                                                                                                                                                                      


My good friend Ace Journalist Arsula Undress, regretfully, is regularly away from the Federation and presently she has neither been able to check on her notes nor on her portrayals by the Princess Goldenlay.   Arsula wired me that she was in ‘a secret location in Haiti’, possibly Habana in Cuba, reporting the current re-election of their Warlock in Perpetuity, the Zapakok Duvalier, whose hundredth birthday celebrations we reported in 07B16POP.LIL   The Haitians suffer the misapprehension that our Federation is inimical to the evil bastard Zapakok.  The village, Arsula reported, is friendly.   Since Arsula is well recognised as an Inca, this proves that they voted against the Zapakok.  It turns out that there was another candidate, a  Mr. Chevalier… Therefore they know that the Zapakok lost.  The election results are unknown… have not been announced.. which proves that the Zapakok refuses to accept the result.   Rather like the pommie elections where the unelectable socialists usually, when the results are announced, streak far ahead, yet Nu Laeba does not accept defeat!  There was, Arsula informed us, an ominous peace.  How was the Military going to cope with the ominous peace?                                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                                   


Arsula is no longer in Habana.. I mean ‘an unknown location’… You are much more likely to hear the election results in Unknown Location than in Habana.   She still does not know the result.. other than that each candidate has fifty per cent plus or minus something of the votes and seats…and, she says, Mr.Chevlier is making a great deal of noise instead of calmly accepting victory in the anticipated re-run.    Arsula has moved to Thatchograd in Toriland where they too have an election.  We would have thought that the Mayor, Dr. David Livingstone, is delighted that his opponent, the fat cat evading the congestion charge on a bicycle, has been so openly endorsed by Toby Liar.. or it may be the deposed dictator’s younger brother.. but it amounts to the same.  Toby, prior to the great explorer’s  previously election, had branded the doctor an ‘unelectable socialist’.  Nevertheless the doctor turns out to be very keen that the fat cat should win and has promised, if re-elected, to crowd lots more houses into Thatchograd for people who in the present election don’t have votes.   Arsula reports that Thatchograd is full of empty houses and flats, and For Sale Notices, all with planning permission.  President Gorgo is bribing China to join the European Federation so as to fill the houses and prevent the collapse of what Gorgo calls his economy.. and, Arsula has wired me, the Rnk Organisation, she says, is trying to sell itself to the Chinese.








‘Fouchette’ is a name usually reserved for the Southern Promontory of the Island, the remainder of which is generally known as Phucket, or by some other of numerous native names.  Similarly there is a catalogue of  vernacular appellations, that cannot be written or pronounced in the honkie languages,  for the promontory or conurbation, in so far that it is a conurbation .. though in honkispeak it is also ‘Dickiland’  ..or Dickiland can be regarded as scattered around Fouchette.   Dickiland is not a defined fenced off area, with a gate surmounted by Daddy Bear and Goldilocks: “Welcome to Dickiland!  Membership Free: Two Hundred Honkie Euros!” – though various versions of such statues are scattered around just as  Mr. Dick’s services to the sex-tourists are scattered around.  The housie- housie stalls, coconut shies, Mme. Goldilocks’ Fun Parlour, Putting Greens and other attractions, some catering for tastes less sensitive than the reader’s, are randomly mixed with the Wesleyan Chapels, the Chinese Embassy, the modest ‘Town House’  Mr. Dick has provided for Direct Debbie (though Clever’s Main Residence, of course, is his ranch on Knossos)…  Colonel Sanders’ Restaurant, for instance, is sandwiched in between less sensitive limited attractions, for which reason it is known as a Sandwich Bar  .. and the Sandwich Bar next door is wedged in between the Colonel’s Restaurant and Mr. McDonald’s.  Next to the Duck Parlour, as this is inevitably known, is the entrance to the International Court of Justice, then ‘A New Girl Just Flown In From Prague Every Three Minutes’, then Uncle Tom’s Sauna House – where many of the world’s major financial deals and swindles are negotiated – then the Temple of Kali – the real one, not the Dickiland pleasure dome of that name – then Anne Summers’ Emporium, then the Precinct Tum Tums Narcoutes and then the Non-Executive Hotel. …  then, a further walk along the promenade, various Dickiland provisions, the Mosque, the International Golf  Course and so forth on the one side, and a steep descent to the sea on the other.. and eventually the Palais des Horreurs.





Me honour  privilege ope Mr. Dick Housede  Horror.  Mr. Dick artistry  no limitd  swindle n presti-digitA -tion   honkie currency.  Clever active interest  creAtion museum.   But Horror Palais more work Minister Culture, Ms. LIla po Lune.  Little Little Lila she mould mAr-vell -ous wax doll!  Me no say model real folks! No stick  pins!  Witch no descend  such banAl-ity.  But  play doll, knit magic carpet, turn cartwheel o’er sequoia tree, transform self owl, flap o’er house torment cat time go t’bed..all de usual child-hood pleas-Ure… dey ess-Ent-ial  witch In-fancy.  Great artist  Mr. Laocoon -like, known n’Salem  El Greco, he turn up Palais Horeurs  Opening Grecian sideburns pretty Dick Whittington minidress ….great artist tell what to do, go n’strike!  But get on bona fEll-Ow artist, doers, no talkers issue advice.  Hand o  Little Lila ev-I-dent  n’oolite sculpture Milor Davis dominate Public School Room.  Fat Cat wield Snooker Cue…needle de effigy stab self  n’pommie E-cOnomy!





The Bulldog Drumbo as it has been nicknamed became a focus of attention and conversation.  A bulldog is a pommie version of the dachshund, but overweight, suffering from rickets and not with a disproportionately large nose.  However, the classical poomie was supposed to be a fat bow legged farmer – not large and well built like an Inca squaw but obese, as the undernourished honkies tend to be – attached to a lead, the other end of which was fixed to a ring in the nose of a powerful black bison.  The farmer had therefore to follow the bull wherever it chose to go and  was, therefore, the bull’s dog.





An Inca palais is always some variation of the ‘amphitheatre’ design –  a circle of building surrounding a central open space.   That is what we mean by ‘palais’.  My villa on Knossos is a palais.  In the Dinosaur Era the encircling outer wall might be the only stone, even the only permanent, component of the structure.  The central open area is called the ‘yard’ – though in pommispeak it is more a garden or park – unless the palais is built round a lake.  The surrounding building is a ‘ring’, even if, say, heptagonal or rectangular.  Any storey whose ceiling is wholly or partially above the level of the ground surrounding the building is a ‘cloister’, even if fully enclosed. The lowest of such cloisters is the ‘base’ with those above and those below numbered progressively from one onwards.  A storey which is above the level of the yard but entirely beneath the exterior ground level may also be called a ‘cloister’, as may  a cellar, particularly if  not extending under the entire yard, which our cellars rarely do because there is almost invariably some manner of lake somewhere in the yard, but is below base level.  The Palais d’Orleans at least externally appears to be rectangular, and although not designed with cosmetic artistry as the first priority, looks from outside much like a honkie palais, though maybe a bit like a box with lots of rows of windows… at least the higher cloisters.  There are however three North- South Transept Buildings – so that there are four yards.  Although the outer yards are still ‘yards’ and the exterior walls of the building belong to the box, the building is in both cases built around a lake, which is below base level, at the level of the Loch Skegness, the contiguous cloister walls being built of  transparent rock.  Submarines and Ichthyosaurs can gain access to the yard and Palais via tunnels running beneath the beach, between the Palais and the Loch. The Italian High Priest is said to have a bigger Palais, at least in the sense of the area of the site, but the Palais d’Orleans covers a greater area than any other building in our Federation, indeed than most of our uninhabited islands.   The middle transept, which is larger than the other two,  by itself is larger than any other building in the Federation (except for the Palais).  It has however potentially a central open yard in that the transparent plates across the central upright cylinder can be moved aside.





Clever’s Palais des Horreurs – Little Lila, maybe with some help from Fanny,  is the architect and assembled the  contents but Mr Clever Dick is to be its operator or manager - is a rectangular palais, but  over each of  the base, first, second cloisters a ceiling of rock, transparent except for its outer rim, stretches over the yard or what would be the yard.   The remaining four cloisters are of more orthodox cloister design, encircling the upper surface of the ceiling of the second cloister, which serves as the yard.  The  fourth and fifth and sixth cloisters are entirely enclosed, except for windows or apertures.  The third cloister is the Public School Room.  This is the tallest of the cloisters, fifteen meters (approximately) in height , with the higher cloisters supported by arches and pillars.  Although I have described the imposing Bulldog Drumbo as ‘against the wall’, the third cloister has no interior circumferential wall – that is, no wall between cloister and yard – and the exterior wall is, except for pillars, nowhere more than two meters in height. 








“Mind th’immits!’, yelled Ms. Fanny po Lune.                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                               


“Regardez th’immits!”, I exclaimed.                                                                                                                                   





Fatima muttered some quotation from Ecclesiastes, which is probably some Muslim religious text.        


                                                                                                                                                                                           


‘Mind’ in Belsize-speak may mean either ‘mind’ or ‘mind’ and ‘regard’  may mean ‘mind’ or ‘regard’.  Fanny meant ‘mind’ and I meant ‘regard’.  Fanny paid due regard also to the quotation from Ecclesiastes.              





                                                                                                                                                                                                  


Visitors to Fouchette will have encountered the island’s native tiny black ants.  These ants live in cavelets and tunnelets  beneath the surfaces of  cliffs and rocks..or in cities they have excavated beneath the topsoil.  The surface entrances are typically exposed, for much of the day, to direct sunlight (unless clouds get in the way) and thus, unlike the pommies’ rats’, are rarely indoors.   However Incas encourage these ants to enter their habitations, as the pommies’ do the rats – for the same reason, to promote hygeine.  The ants remove every particle of unwanted organic matter that lands on the floor – though they spray it also with formic acid, which is not in the best interests of the moss, but not lethal or unbiogradably cumulatively poisonous like the pommies’ organophosphates and the like in which they immerse their sewage and poison the seas.  The ants are particularly useful in the removal of the remains of  murdered sex-tourists.  The possibility, even likelihood, exists of the young lady’s brother catching up with honkie in the Public School Room.   The building is so designed that the walls and the opaque areas of ceiling are ideal habitat for the ants, numerous entrances to antsville opening to sunny surfaces of the Public School Room.                                                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                             


Not many minutes had passed since my performance on the gong.  Clever’s sidekick, Deborah ‘Direct Debbie’ Dixon, now rushed in, accompanied by two of her Nigerian friends who were adorned in white face-masks and Dick Whittington oufits designed by yankee costumier Al Gorilla, bearing the pommispeak edition of the Trumpet Final Edition of  the ‘Free Bears’, which is the local Fouchette edition – but with rather more editions -  of  my brother-in-law’s ‘Bufera Billiriciya’ but, at Clever’s expense, distributed free of charge.  Those staying up late, which is not usual in our Federation, as it also not unusual in less sunny and colder honkie climates, such  as in Hispania, may catch the Morning Final.  The Late Final arrives usually around an hour later, and an hour after that the Final Final and then the Extra Final.   The fifth final after that is the Trumpet Final.  It gets its name from the puppets around the clock which Mr. Dick has erected on the roof of the Casino.   At noon, Daddy Bear catches Goldilocks in the act.  Goldilocks springs out of the bed, and to immobilise the threat by inducing acute otalgia, or presumably so, Goldilocks blows a mighty puff into a mighty solar-battery-powered hunting horn which she has conveniently brought for the purpose on her burglarious expedition…for the purpose of blowing her own trumpet …  unless the horn is something else she has nicked off the Bears.  I suppose it must be some manner of rape alarm.  Some imagine this ceremony on the stroke of noon to be Clever’s sly reference to a former First Minister of this realm.  An Inca squaw would first have flattened the bear with the trumpet and would then have blown it .. if it was still serviceable.  The Goldilocks in the puppet-show is a honkie and, in real life, the Tum Tums would then rush in to collect the Licence Fee ….  Unless it isn’t Daddy Bear’s lucky day, and Goldilocks’ brother gets there first.  But Tum Tums and brothers, throughout Dickiland, are exposed daily to this cacophony at noon and have become immunised. 





Clever occupied himself upon ‘Genuine Lower School Castigation Bench, St. Trinian’s Academy, 1323’, together with Direct Debbie and Dr. Karl Darwin, with the aim of solving the crossword…personally composed by the Bufera’s Crossword Editor, Rhesus, pen-name of  Dr. Karl Darwin.  Dr. Darwin has his work cut out.   The Free Bears is published in over a thousand languages.  It is convenient to procure the Bears from one of the numerous dispensing machines in Dickiland which automatically print the paper in some language which the machine supposes to be intelligible to the reader (who may also, if he doesn’t trust the machine,  push buttons).   Dr. Darwin, since he had composed the puzzle, ought to have known the answers, but nevertheless found himself inconvenienced by the absence of a pencil.  Fortunately, next to the bench, Clever had erected a pen dispenser:  “Bargain!  Free Pens! Five million dong – you pay for half the pen and get the other half free!”.   There was no way, apparently, of getting two free halves .. and nobody had any dong.  Fanny, who has keen eyesight, eventually found a five million dong piece lying in a crack.  Karl thus procured a very sturdy black ball point pen – with ‘Welcome to Dickiland’ printed in gilt letters on the barrel – not cheap rubbish manufactured by Baron Bitch.





The expected photo of the podium mishap was already on the front page.  It was Arsula’s expert opinion, we read, that the hatchetwoman’s speech represented a ‘shift in government policy’.   I have nothing to do with ‘government policy’, if we have such a thing… but then Fanny also appeared on the photograph… Fatima and Fanny could be described as a shift in government policy.





Karl was just about to pen in ‘accoutrement is a shattering bore (4)’ when his pen ceased to function.   Clever smiled and handed Karl an obsolete cheap standard one million dong substitute, a present from Baron Bitch personally.   The pens from the dispenser, Clever explained, were ‘commercially updated’, and, in particular, they did not just have the ordinary ink-bearing disposable plastic tubes, formerly common to million dong pens, five million dong pens, fifty million dong pens and every other sort of pen, but commercially updated cylinders with one tenth of the standard cylinder’s internal diameter.   This meant that the contained only one hundredth of the space within the obsolete models ‘and we don’t have to fill that up with ink’.  We watched amazed as Karl was now able to enter, without further mishap, the entire solution to ‘metal mined in distant India (3)’.








“There’s millions of them!”, exclaimed Ms. Fanny po Lune.                                                                                         


                                                                                                                                                                                                


‘Millions’ was exaggeration.  There were, perhaps, five thousand, a squirming black myrmecobachanalion confined to a patch of  floor no greater than five square centimeters in area at the side of the plinth.  Myrmecobachanalion is one of several thousand words used by Inca entomologists for ‘orgy of ants’.  Although I don’t know how this differs from, for instance, a fornicoformicarium, this was a myrmecobachanalion.  The orgiasts appeared to be spinning and rushing around tapping each others’ antennae at random…just one tap and then, immediately or upon shift or rotation, one tap on somebody else’s antenna.   A few of the ants would be departing from the melee.  Most of these soon bumped into some other ant, tapped antennae and then returned back again – but some managed to get as far as exploring, apparently at random, the surface of the statue, the occasional ant even reaching and aimlessly wandering around the top. But there was only around one ant per hundred square centimetres of  statue.  Some of these were seen to return to the orgy and resume the tapping of antennae.       


                                                                                                                                                                                                   


“Probably somebody dropped a dollop of honey.. or boot polish”,  Me blurted.   I regretted my words as soon as they came out.  It was obviously not that.  Fanny was not going to be palmed off with such an excuse.     


                                                                                                                                                                                              


“It is obviously not that!”, snapped Fanny po Lune, “No spoonful of sugar nor medicine went down!  I am not going to be palmed off with such an excuse!  But to check up on your spoonfool theory let’s ask Randy!”                                                                                                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                               


The nose of  Dr. Marie Antoinette’s guidedog, Randy, duly hovered politely over the ants and, safely distancing himself from the emmets, he barked at Fanny enthusiastically.  I supposed that this meant that my absurd suggestion had been verified.  But Little Marie then explained that Randy was expressing his delight that he had proved useful in his ascertaining that there were no addictive odours other than, maybe formic acid, which is not addictive, even to ants, and that he would get a pat on the back from Fanny as reward.  Randy was an intelligent dog, Little Marie added, but Tum Tum dogs were apt to be conditioned to the pat on the back rather than to their ordained task.  If their nose was pointed in a certain direction, then, if they barked, they were rewarded with a pat on the back and perhaps even an extra tin of kangaroo meat when they returned home,  So they invariably barked.                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                            


“They are drawing a map!”, Fanny insisted, “The statue has only recently been carted into the Public School Room.  The Drumbo has not yet been surveyed and included in the ant atlas.  This sea of ants is a computer building up a map of the Drumbo’s surface.  Each ant that returns from explorations adds some fresh information.  The unanswered question is – does every ant carry a full map or does each ant just carry part of it?  The considered opinion of  experts is that every ant bears the entire map… at least every ant that has participated in the orgy…”.  By ‘experts’ Ms Fanny po Lune was referring to Ms. Fanny po Lune.                       


                                                                                                                                                                                              


“Is this a matter of considerable importance to the accredited experts?”, asked Mr. Clever Dick.                            


                                                                                                                                                                                                


“Mightily so!”, boasted Ms. Fatima Patel.                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                           


“Why’s that?”                                                                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                             


“You have probably only been to Tungopolis on Jupiter on brief visits”, Fatima explained, “and suppose it to be just a City of  Skyscrapers… Actually, before the city was built the Brigand Tung blasted the area with thousands of  intergalactic nuclear missiles…so as to penetrate the surface with tunnels..”                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                           


“I suppose that is the sort of thing he would do!”, conceded Mr. Dick.                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                                    


“He did it with a reason!.”, answered Ms. Fanny po Lune, “ Not only have your visits been brief.. but Crocodile will have timed the trips by Tardis so as to arrive in, by Jupiter standards, exceptionally hot and sunny weather….”                                                                                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                                            


“Fanny and I are building ourselves a private den on Jupiter”, added Ms. Fatima Patel                                    


                                                                                                                                                                                               


“The rate of incipience per square meter of solar lurgi on the Planet Jupiter”,  Fanny continued, “is significantly lower than of that incipient upon Terra.  There is also much more rapid global surface cooling.   Lurgi, however, is stored underground.  The emmet, on Terra, faces a very similar conundrum.  Not so much on Phucket!.. But in pommiland, a cold climate with a bitter winter, there existed formerly numerous myrmecoid species, some even four times the size of these, with the egg-layers, of whom there might be several thousand in one city, even bigger.  Many species of  insect in pommiland… indeed, the yahoos themselves… can only expose themselves on the surface during the hottest moments of the two or three hottest days of the year….. It is as Mr. Ecclesiastes says… We can learn by studying the ant!”                                     


                                                                                                                                                                                                   





We can learn by studying the ant!   But some of us are condemned to less educative preoccupations.  I held formerly not only the offices of  Prime Minister and First Lady of the Treasury, now occupied by Little Gloria, but was also, as is now Little Gloria, Manager of the Pension Fund of the Belsize-Registered Ponchobolero International Pharmaceuticals Corporation of Colombia – which has a pommie subsidiary.   We are, however, not ‘fund managers’ in the pommie sense.   We don’t take the pensioners’ or shareholders’  money and run.  The pensioners are my brother-in-law, Mr. Nikodemos Nikodemopoulos, and his friends and relatives.   It is our own pension fund.  .. So our interests are those not of pundits but of  shareholders and pensioners.  So we had an interest – from the point of view of shareholders – in this J RtR Rk organisation and in this Milor Davis.  About this I began telling you in the previous first part of this report 07701WNC.GLY and Little Gloria related to previously in 06511FRD.GLY which may be the same as 06523RNK.GLY, promulgated a year before the opening of the Palais des Horreurs.  Gloria subsequently took the Rnk Organisation and its parallel decadence with the R.U. economy as the theme of her Greed Oration.





Shareholders in pommie companies are prone to nasty shocks!  The shareholders you might suppose own the company and employ the directors, can if they so choose overrule them, and can protect themselves from the pundits and the nasty shocks.  But not so!  Ninety five per cent of the shares are controlled by the fund managers!  It used to be less but the reforms of the Duchess of  Finchley, the ‘property owning democracy’, discouraged the ownership of personal property (and of collective ownership by the people).  Instead of  pommies paying affordable council rents for their houses or owning them, for instance, there was now an exponential inflation in house prices triggered off by the easy mortgages and low interest rates – the greenspamite policies as they are now called – and punters, instead of being secure in their cheap homes,  found themselves homeless or paying an catastrophically expensive mortage…that is, a rent paid to a mortgage bank but absolved from the previous Leasehold Reform Act, the Nu Laeba mortgages being leaseholds for which the lessor rather than lessee paid.  The publicly owned companies were all ‘privatised’ ..well. all that you have been told before.. and it was done for the Fat Cats and to undermine the function of government as an organisation set up by the punters for their own protection.   The punters were to be the slaves, with no property, no democratic government, just rule by an intangible nationless industrial or non-industrial system of pundits.  So come the Duchess of  Finchley, there were hardly any private shareholders.   Except, for a while, in some of the former nationalised companies.. before they were sold off to the Hispaniards.  It was an empire of fat cats and was all done so that the fund managers could screw the pensioners!  The fund managers didn’t own the shares but they cast the votes, in their own interests and not those of the real shareholders, the pensioners or investors in their funds.  The fund managers were pundits.  The company directors were pundits.  The pundits were allies and they were allies of  the Duchess’s political party, Nu Laeba, since when they screwed the punters they paid a share of the punters’ cash in tax or bribe!   The Fat Cats became the tax collectors of  Nu Laeba.  The pundits, maybe, were not very clever criminals, since pundits are not very clever…but nor does a criminal have to be clever!  The pundits destroyed the company, converted it into a sum of money and stuck the money into their pockets.. and then eventually the money wouldn’t be worth anything and there would be no industries to earn more money or to provide value to money.   That may not be very clever, but you can go on robbing for a very long time.  It’s a long time before the highwayman runs out of  victims.   But the punters ended up without their pensions and their money became worth even less than the pundits’.  The punter always has to pay for the pundit.  The prudent always have to pay for the irresponsible debtors.  The fact that the punters and debtors are stupid does not wash out that universal rule!                                                                                                                                                     








There was a time, say l960, when this Rk Organisation was Rk-Xerox.  The founding entrepreneur, J.RtR, had already retired to yankiland to to dig up oil in Texas.  When the pommie entrepreneurs went, the Pundits, the Club Members, moved in.  That, for the shareholders, was bad news.  But the Rk shareholders were not too worried.  The Rnk pundits could not do so much damage  because Rnk was Rnk-Xerox.  It owned a half share in the yankee Xerox Corporation.  But the pommie directors were not allowed to involve themselves in the management of  Xerox.   So the Rnk shareholders might be afflicted with pommie pundits, but they had Xerox…or half of it.  Xerox paid the dividends, paid for the pundits’ mistakes, paid Milor Davis’s Perks.  For the skill in doing nothing to generate the profits of the Xerox Corporation he was paid handsome Perks –or ‘perquisites’ – which is prerequisites minus a re.  But then the shareholders had a Nasty Shock!                                                                                                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                                           


 


We awoke one day to discover the pundits had sold Xerox!   They could do this, I have explained, because Fund Managers masquerade as shareholders – and they are into killing the goose that lays the golden egg.  They are afflicted with the Greed Economy – and the punters give them so much money for their pensions that the pundits are able to pay so much cash for the shares that the income doesn’t even pay the VAT on the managers’ fees.. so that they need a bit of golden-egging.   The pundits’ story was that  Xerox had been going for a long time, that their photocopiers were becoming old fashioned, that not only their photocopiers but photocopiers in general were becoming old fashioned.   This was a consensus opinion amongst pundits and it was now, therefore, an excellent time to sell shares in Xerox.  Fairy nuff!  It might be so.  Xerox had undergone a bit of a downturn… and the story about the obsolescence of the photocopiers might even be true – though to date it has turned out far less true than anyone had anticipated.  The pundits, of course, didn’t just sell the shares because some other pundit was going to be paid a multimillion pommie pfunt commission for the sale, and for cooking up the idea, or because such an other pundit would not have rested in his persuasion of the silly directors or because such an other punter, who might be the same pundit, was offering the pundits a share in the loot.  Nor was it because fund managers always get a share in the loot.  That is how it is done.  But, as this pommie lawyer here says, we had no other reason to suppose that it was done so in this particular case.  So there might have been argument for selling Xerox.  But that did not console the shareholders.  As far as the shareholders were concerned, Xerox had provided them with protection and insurance against the Rk pundits – and was providing the company, even when Xerox was supposedly not doing too well, with an excellent profit and the shareholders with a dividend…and Milor Davis with a peerage and had transformed him into pommiland’s first and greatest fat cat.   These shares were now being converted into money, shareholders’ money, which was passing to the control of the Rk pundits.  So, in the view of the shareholders,  the Xerox shares and this money were just being thrown into the dustbin.   There is a lawyer here who says on behalf of the pundits that the shareholders had great confidence in their pundits.  But every shareholder knows that once in the hands of the club, the company passes on to a succession of club members.  It is not necessarily a particular pundit who has to be feared, but pundits in general.  In our view, Rk depended on Xerox and Xerox had to work out its own salvation.  We supposed in those days that yankee directors were more rational than our own pundits.





All this we discussed beneath the Bulldog Drumbo, chewing Mr. Clever Dick’s Samosa’s.. 


prepared as a matter of fact by a couple of youths working at the Palais d’Orleans for a Ph.D. in Cookery Studies.  We always have to turn away ninety per cent of our pommie applicants for cookery studies, because they think it is crookery and that we are going to train them to be management consultants ..and in any case, nobody is permitted to embark on Cookery Studies before completing their Ph.D.’s in Physics and Economics and three other non-cookery doctorates.  Our students tolerated Mr. Dick’s Dick Whittington outfits in good spirits.








If you allow pommie pundits to take control, next thing you will be afflicted with management consultants.  Membership of the club does not imply a capability in management.  The managers have to employ the management consultants. 





“Nobody is going to tell me how to do my job!”.   That was Laocoon’s contribution to the conversation…that and his own native version of the Dick Whittington costume.   “You asked me to sculpt this Bulldog Drumbo, as you call it!  Did you expect me to hand over the work to or take instructions from some Turk, who, because he has never sculpted a statue in his life and has no statues of  his own to sculpt and couldn‘t trust himself to do it, has become a sculpt consultant!?  Why do these pommies get so much money – more than I do for the world’s most accomplished artistry – if they are managers who can’t manage?”                                   





“I sympathise with you, Good Sir!” Little Lila assured him, “But the directors and managers get their money because they are very good at appointing management consultants and management consultants are very good at  finding ways of swindling the companies and shareholders out of their money and handing it over to the themselves and the directors.   That is what they are paid for. 





“ Some people could do with somebody to tell them how to do their jobs. You can always learn from other people, whoever they are!  But those who most need good advice, neither recognise it nor take it!  The pommie club don’t know how to manage and therefore they don’t know whether or not the management consultants knew how to manage.  So anyone in pommiland can be a management consultant…..Being a professional robber isn’t too difficult. Yes!  Anyone in honkiland can be a management consultant!”





“Really?”, inquired Mr. Laocoon, “How do they get away with it?”                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                                            


“Whatever advice they give”, Little Gloria explained, pausing awhile from her preoccupation with mobile phones,  “will be heartily endorsed by all the other management consultants.  They are applauded by the peer review.  Pommiland is a land of consensus, where nobody dares contradict.  Within every club there is an universal consensus.  The winner of the jackpot, you might suppose, wins at the expense of the other punters.. She has been travelling not on the bandwaggon but in the opposite direction.  She buys cheap and sells expensive.  But Pommiland is a land of trendiness and bandwaggons.  ‘The price of  houses, shares, Pokemon Cards or whatever’, says the pommie or the management consultant, ‘has been exponentially rising.  Therefore I will buy the currently most expensive house, share, investment trust units, Pokemon Cards or whatever available .. and pay a little more.. and I’ll make a great profit… like all the actors in the TV propaganda we keep viewing…’.  This happens in honkiland, in sundry contexts.. though in all the same contexts repeatedly.. in honkiland again and again.   The honkie will never learn!”





We have in the Federation a Management Consultant of our own, Mr. Clever Dick.. though his consultancy serves only clients in honkiland.  Clever is not just a management consultant.  Clever has diversified more successfully than the Rnk Organisation.  Little Lila and Clever Dick are well acquainted and do not greatly disagree – but they went through it all.. or some of it.. again.


                                                                                                                                                                                                


“I am not saying that all management consultants are fools.”, Little Lila apologised, “You are not a fool!  You get the punters to do whatever is in your own best interest!”.                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                         


“You are not altogether wrong about the consensus.”, Clever replied, “It just springs up again and again out of nowhere. But to succeed as a management consultant you do have to recommend what is in your own interest!   It’s not necessarily a great handicap in the job to be a fool.  Any idiot can recommend putting up prices and reducing services.  Any idiot can recommend selling everything off .. and it’s a good thing to recommend since we take our cut when there is a sale and indeed all the pundits, including the Directors, make their killing out of the sale.  In either case - especially when you are dealing with some service which, at the end of the day, some government has to try to preserve.  Then that government will come to the rescue and then pay you to cash in once again!





“The directors, when they sell off,  are also doing what is in their own best interest… at any rate, in the short term.  If you are completely incompetent it is an achievement to make a killing, however it is done!    If you sell anything you are bound to make a loss.  It may not seem that way as the figures are presented.  You may record in your balance sheet.  ‘I have sold the factory I bought for twenty pommie pfunt for thirty.. So in addition to the loss I have made on the transaction, I will be dishing out from the ten pfunt to Gorgo in tax.’.  But in fact the sale has to fund not only the buyer but all the in-betweens and the pundits and cashers-in. You have less than you had before or when you try to reinvest the money, you discover that you end up with less!  That is inevitably so, whatever the figures say.  The supposedly greater amount in real value is less.  In the case of a  company it is the company and, therefore, the shareholders, that lose!   We pundits, as you call us, at least in the short term, cash in!  I don’t live in honkiland… but eventually it is the whole of honkiland, including their pundits, that loses!”              


                                                                                                                                                                                               


“As you race along the road of life, chased by the hungry tigers, you may find yourself facing a wall… what in pommiland is called a brick wall.. though in the Federation we have so much stone that we have little occasion for bricks.  In pommiland a stonewall is something else.  In fact, we usually do find ourselves facing this so-called brick wall.   We have to find some way of  barging through it, or of climbing or jumping over, of going underneath it or nipping round the side.   We have no choice.  Nobody else is going to tell us how to do it.  Yes! You would tell me, if you knew how and if there was time to ask.. In the Maltesas we are a nation of allies not competitors.  But in honkiland nobody would know and nobody would tell you if they did!   They are all management consultants!   My clients are folx who can’t find their way through the brick wall.   Nobody can perform this feat other than yourself.  There is nothing I nor anyone else can do for them.  I wouldn’t be able to save them if I knew how, even if I told them…If I rob of them of their pfunt I am not doing them a bad turn because they will lose their pfunt anyway… without my help perhaps even more rapidly with the pfunt landing in a less deserving pocket than mine!





“But I still have to cultivate my clients.  Management Consultancy is a business that in theory eventually destroys itself … well, it is so in fact… because the noodles are destroying themselves.  But in practice there is always more than an adequate supply of noodles… and pommiland is a country of noodles.  In pommiland spaghetti is hanging on every other tree!  Not only that but, if you play your cards right, a single noodle can be a goldmine for a very long time… for your own lifetime and more!  Just look at my colleague Mr. McKinsey and the pommie Post Office!  More than half a century!





“ The supply of noodles has to run out eventually.  It wouldn’t worry me if it did!  Boris wants to devote himself to growing bananas.  I’ve got nothing against bananas.  But while the noodles last, I am a company doctor.  Like any other doctor, I would gain nothing from curing the disease.  I enrich myself by prolonging and cultivating the disease…. But one thing in pommiland is a certainty… You are never going to be found out.   Whatever you recommend, you will get away with it!”                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                             


Fanny was still studying the emmets, considering their ways and being wise.  But her attention was drawn by Clever’s last words ..not last words but most recent words..not that they had been previously unknown in this conversation.  Fanny turned towards Mr. Clever Dick.  





“I’m so sorry that I missed the speech about the spaghetti trees in the plutonium mines”, Fanny remarked, “But I heard that you got away with it. You seem to have got away with a great deal.. a relentless succession of blunders…”                                                                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                               


“The Rnk Organisation is one my proudest achievements!”, boasted Mr. Clever Dick.                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                                 


“Not yours, Honey!”, I reminded him, “You weren’t around in those days. It was Dick Dastardly. ..or some three year old on Dick’s payroll.. or on the payroll of a hierarchy of arachnodactylists sleeping on settees while the money rolled in..”                  


                                                                                                                                                                                           


“It must all have been very worrying for you!”, Little Gloria suggested,  addressing her grandmother, “I bet you gave Mr. Dastardly a piece of your mind!”                                                                                                                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                                           


“What?  Me worried?  When has Godzilla ever given us time to be worried?  I wasn’t very pleased about it!  If you had been around in those days, maybe Dick might have succumbed to a doze of your NHS-style cardiac resuscitation… but I’m not as efficient as you are!  Dick kept out of my way 


                                                                                                                                                                                               


“But we did imagine that there was a limit to stupidity…that it couldn’t go on forever and ever …that eventually they had to learn… that they couldn’t be as stupid as they seemed to be… They must by now have run out of blunders to make.. and it is contrary to the theory of random selection for the blunder bingo ball to be selected every time…and that there were some blunders that were so obvious and ludicrous that for anyone to make them would be beyond belief!   But in all that we were wrong!  If there is a blunder to be made, the pundits will make it.  They will even make blunders so amazing that you would never have thought of them!  Despite the efforts of the directors, the company was not on its last legs.  When the directors stopped blundering, there was a very healthy base still to work upon. But then.. we were astonished, appalled .. It was beyond belief… the Blunder to End All Blunders!





Direct Debbie’s Nigerian friends, in their Dick Whittington outfits,  were sprinting in with the Casino Final Edition of the Free Bears –  one hand pressed on their white face-masks, to prevent them falling off, in the other clutching the pile of newspapers, pressed, for further security, against their mini-microskirts.  Little Lila was acting editor of the Bufera and therefore also of the Bears.  But nobody had noticed Little Lila, nor Arsula, for that matter, leaving the Public School Room.  The Editor nevertheless had decided to retain the gong-demolition photo of the previous addition, not to replace it with our imitation of the coat of arms of some primitive colonialist backwater..  leaning in our party costumes on either side of  the effigy of  Toby Liar, Fanny resting, with dangling legs, in the handbag of  Toby’s mother, the Duchess of  Finchley, the founder of Nu Laeba, Fanny’s wide-brimmed hat, which, together with nothing else, is the National Costume of  Belsize, resting upon the Duchess’s hat.  The Editor had decided that one ultra-bona picture a day was sufficient, that the second should not be wasted when not needed but kept in reserve.  But there was no mention, then or subsequently, that the yahoos were going to be the ants of  Jupiter, that Fatima was to be their queen and Fanny her vizier.
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