07C13SEC.LIL From Ms. Lila po Lune, Director of the Federal Space Programme, with a Karpet Kwean, awaiting developments, outside Maison po Lune, in Tungopolis on the Planet Jupiter, relayed via the Ministry of  Truth of the Free Colombian Trade Federation, Palais d’Orleans, Isle de Belsize.                                                                                                                     

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                

                                                                                                                                                                                        

Agricultural Pest Control::Fluoridated Irrigator : Collared Beadles, Bollocked Weavers                                                                                                                                                                                   

                                                                                                                                                                      

My friend Ms. Minerva Miniskirt, Minister of  Truth, has so lagged behind with her press circulars that emissions reach embarrassing length.  Minnie reported in her  07C1SDS.GLY  that I was on the point of bagging a comely Karpet Quean who presented herself at the Domestic Market, Gloria’s  reception for foreign salespersons,  for my Secret Service when I realised she had come with the delegation from the Pommie’s Sirdar corporation.  I advised her to  get lost, preferably in the apartment I share with with Gloria, which these days is also always full of students on assignments at the Palais, while I interviewed this delinquent outfit.  I was however distracted by other eventualities and indeed have here to report my encounter with the pommies’ Tooth Dragon, who is promoting flouridisation of pommie water, or Singarporian, French and German water as I suppose it actually is, though he claims it does not work and, as I point out, provision of glucose in place of sucrose would be a more effective investment.



I do however eventually encounter this Sirdar crew.  This is reported in Minnie’s own words in her now abandoned circular 07C13SDS.GLY.  I claim no responsibility for Minnie’s portrayal of me.  Minnie is apt at times to convey opinions, but if this is her version of admiration I can hardly complain.  I sometimes envy ace journalist Arsula Undress for the insufficiently requited devotion that emanates from Minnie’s eyes.  Minnie has got the mistaken notion that Arsula has become standoffish now that she is a great celebrity amongst the honkies, with her photograph regularly on page three of every newspaper.   The name Miniskirt is in honkiland, as a matter fact, better known than Undress. 





The rape of the pommie’s Danelaw .. and also, increasingly, Caledonia, and, of course Hibernia, which is regularly raped, by the Torilanders who have successfully raped their own homelands and need something else to rape has been a theme at this recent Domestic Market.   There has been mass infiltration by the pommie pundits and their management consultants into the lands of the Viking and a self-destruction through excessive ambition that is written into the pommies’ LTIPs or Directors’ Incentive Schemes.  But perhaps the grossenwahn is of little relevance.  The objective is for the Danelaw to be sold, as Toriland already has been, to what from their point of view, though not necessarily ours, is the foreigner.   Any sale at any price generates great reward for the Directors.  It is the colonialists who are now being inwardly invested!   The Nordic Rock Mortgage Bank has seized the headlines and has become the scapegoat for the ‘taxpayer’ footing the bill for the debts and mortgages of the profligate.  The wastrels insist on more and the pommie pfunt banco has dutifully lowered its interest rates while being peed-upon by a great bronze statue covered with greenspam.  But we met delegates also from Scottish Power, confiscated by the Hispaniard, from Kelda (Yorkshire Water), to be presented to the Government of  Singapore,  from Baggeridge Brick, donated to Mr. Weinerburger.  Delegates arrived also from Pilkington Tiles.  This was based in Toriland, but a similar case .. a humble operator and not a great temple of toriland.  Management Consultants pointed out that after the eruption of Vesuvius there were in Pompeii, a major customer, rather less Pilkington Tiles, or at any rate, less that were blatently visible,  forgetting that the Italian aristocrats,  or the Neros that were going to move in needed new bubble baths in which to entertain their favourite slaves.  They are not Neros of course.  That is no politically incorrect.  They are Nigers or Schwartzeggers.   So Pilkington became a property company, Poole Investments, and has managed to sell itself off to some carpetbagger..though not at the nine pommie pfennig per share predicted prior to months of devaluation.



We wish Sirdar every success!  Their delegation, maybe, was received with excessive enthusiasm.  It may have been the pineapple juice.  It is Dr. Eugene Karadzic who has expressed these opinions.  We had heard what Eugene had to say and in our Federation we have learnt to assume pommie pundits to be guilty until proved otherwise.. and we are still waiting for the first proved otherwise.  Eugene, however, persistently insists that he is only an ignorant policeman.. that his utterances are the fruit of mystification rather than sophistication.  Sirdar pay dividends into the pommie subsidiary of our Poncho Bolero Pension Fund and, since there are not many pommie concerns left to pay dividends, we would be delighted if the Sirdar Directors, on our behalf, proved pre-eminent in wisdom.  Nevertheless, had we intended to buy shares in a carpet factory rather than a ball weevil we would have done so!    





                                                                                                                                                                                               



The determination of our Chief of Police, Dr. Egene Karadzic, to capture the Tooth Fairy  resulted also in the extradition of  Professor Don Wenceslas Fangborer, the President of the pommie Royal College of Dental Surgeons or ‘Tooth Dragon’, though the Professor’s translocation was effected diplomatically, his appearing at the Domestic Market as an honoured guest invited as a consultant on the extraction of dental leprechauns – though admittedly the transference took place with an efficiency that amazed his team of management consultants, currently being entertained separately at Alcatraz Bay.                                                     

                                                                                                                                                                    

“I am directly descended”, boasted the Professor, “from Don Rogering Fangboring, a knight in the retinue of  King William the Bastard who distinguised himself at the Battle of Hastings.  My ancestors were all educated at St. Trinian’s Academy.”.  Although the pommies persecute the Vikings, their ruling classes are very proud of their Viking origin.                                                                              

                                                                                                                                                                             

“Fangoring”, observed Karl Darwin, Professor of  Etymology, or maybe Entomology, at the Institute of Pommie Studies of our  Delmonte University, “is a settlement on the pommie Litus Saxonis set up by Fangbor the Terrible and his fellow Sassenach dental surgeons.   Your fees at St. Trinians were paid by the Fund for Refugee Orphans….”                                                                         

                                                                                                                                                                                

“Say that again”, snapped the Don, “and I’ll find myself updating your dentures…You are just a degenerate whom we had to exile to the Southern Colombias!”                                                                 

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                

“It may come as a shock to you.”,  I had to remind our honoured guest, “But we are the masters now!” (Historical words which I uttered with more conviction than the pommies’ Don Harold Wilson).         

                                                                                                                                                                      

The pommies, of course, despise scientists who, if they have any, are foreigners or what they regard as degenerates amongst their own kind who are not permitted to be anything else.   The Professor gets no kudos from being, if that is what he is, a tooth scientist.  He is an Expert, a member of a social mini-class or club with the exclusive right to some algorithmic routine which is their means of survival.. in his case the profession of dentistry.  But that does not mean that experts do not also seek a prestige as scientists… though this must be under the guise of experts.   The Don, when he appears on TV, is expected to wear a white coat, to stand beside a dental chair brandishing a tube of  fluoridated toothpaste and to begin his discourse with ‘It is absolutely certain that….’  And (capital letter provided gratis by Microsoft) the (lady) interviewer, also considered an expert, must co-operate in this manner of education.                                                              

                                                                                                                                                                   

The Expert must display his scientific credentials in the manner in which science is portrayed in the propaganda media.   He requires, adorned with suitable jargon, what is known as a ‘golden dildo’.   We suspect that the famous Human Gnome may just be a very powerful golden dildo.  The dildo is an instrument by which the Expert buggers the population, with the upward flow pocketwards of money.   This is consistent with the ‘sexuality’ of the honkies and their social system.. a hierarchy with downward buggeration (or education etc.) and upward flow of money.                                                      

                                                                                                                                                                                     

Those familiar with the researches of  George Orton, Professor of Psychology at our Institut des Etudes Pommies, will be aware that on top the hierarchy is the Grand Matron of the Public School.  They will also be aware that his studies commenced with the honkie psychiatrists and their electroplexy (‘ECT’).  ECT, and many of its variations, the more primitive of which have been demonstrated by Dr. Karadzic, who in honkiland still holds the Presidency of the Serbian Royal College of Psychiatrists, appear to be an alternative to drug therapy.  The immediate predecessor to the modern ECT, insulin coma, or convulsion induced by insulin, is a drug therapy… as is the administration of quinine, which was an adjunct or alternative to the insulin.  However, beating up the patient, the revolving stool, submersion into flowing or stationary water and other alternatives do not appear to involve drugs (though drugs are in fact administered).  In George’s diagrams money does flow to the drug company.  The sociomechanical process is not necessarily the same as would that witnessed by the objective observer.  The psychology takes place in the mind and in the unification of minds.  It is, in fact, enough for the ‘patient’ to be considered to be suffering from a disease and for the disease to be incurable.  If that happens, the drug company can cash in.    It is important that there exists a psychiatry which does not recognise causes, where, ultimately, the drug is a necesssity (apart from the fact that the revelation of the causes..primerally, in honkiland, lack of money, would be a political embarrassment). 

                                                                                                                                                                                             

Don Denis Q Basher Hill GMC Dcd., the founding father and demigod of the honkie General Medical Council, proclaimed that the mechanism of  ECT was that it caused mental confusion, for which he supposed the ‘convulsion’ to be necessary.   He therefore ordained that governments should control the plebs by provoking or organising riots.. as happened in pommiland at the height of the incapacitated pundit’s power in l981. But ECT, and all its variants, also induce loss of memory.  The Mad Monk discovered during Basher’s l981 riots that they too induce loss of memory, a physiological process known to Professor Breuer as the establishment of a ‘hynoid state’.  Chronic anxiety, such as life in pommiland, as a matter of fact is enough to induce these states or the self-medication with ethanol and other drugs that induce them.   The memory loss facilitates what is known to the psychiatrists as the Korsakoff Syndrome.  False memories replace.  It becomes easier to brainwash the patient.   Pommies since l981 have lost their memories.   The propaganda media do not then brainwash necessarily consciously.   They repeat what they believe.   They suppose they are educating facts.   Everyday conversation can be unintended propaganda.  Though you are expected to reinforce a lie with the prefix ‘of course’.  The pommie population has been educated and it has become a bonanza for our Belsize Ponchobolero International Drug Corporation  of Colombia both in supplying their registered pushers and their amateurs.                                                                                                                                          

                                                                                                                                                                               

Professor Fangborer, in the l960s, found himself  beset with two handicaps.. the presence of  heaps of unopened brown paper envelopes from drug companies and the absence of a golden dildo.  There had, it turned out, been an unnoticed or unadvertised golden dildo all along.   Flouride was alleged to displace choride in polysilicates in tooth enamel, this making them ‘harder’.   This was not necessarily an advertisement since glass is amongst the hardest of substances but nevertheless unsuitable material for teeth.  Concrete has similar disabilities.   You bang your head on it, but it is a fragile building material, unable to stand up to ‘shear stresses’.   The flouride legend however was reformulated into a claim that it ‘hardened’ even ‘reduced caries’ in deciduous teeth.  These are the ones possessed by children, which do not sever maternal nipples in the manner of enthusiastic older admirers’, which teeth fall out when sixpence is offered by the Tooth Fairy.   ‘Caries’ is presented by odontologists as a precisely and scientifically defined entity, just as the diagnoses of psychiatrists are so presented.    There may well be an objective definition of ‘caries’.  But nevertheless the term is used even by the odontologists very loosely, as, for instance, ‘the teeth of the lower classes’.  The Mad Monk in the l960s pointed out, to incredulous and uncomprehending ears that (I) if the teeth that benefitted were deciduous they were going to fall out anyway (ii) in so far as there was an objective definition of ‘caries’ it was particularly common amongst adolescents who consumed a great deal of sucrose (cane sugar) and the dentists themselves were well aware that this was the cause   (iii) trials could be expected to favour the dildo, since trials always end up rigged to favour dildos, not necessarily deliberately.  There are all manner of reasons that have been discovered for the ‘experimental groups’ faring better than control groups (iv) flourides were adequately present in a non-neurotic food intake (food neurosis, as a matter of fact, was not yet rampant) (v) additional amounts could be expected to interfere with biochemical processes (vi) flouridisation of water would set a precedent for tampering with or poisoning water in other ways, such as adding chlorine, disinfectants, antibiotics or tranquillisers (vii) the experts were always the least reliable authorities on any issue because they had vested interests, depended on the reception of brown paper envelopes and very limited or specialised and also artificial view of the world rather than the universal perception required by science.                                                                                                                                  

                                                                                                                                                                                

In so far that in the presence of heaps of brown paper  envelopes discussion is possible, the reaction to the Mad Monk’s curiously solitary objections was ‘I don’t know.  The experts tell me. I don’t know what they mean.  But I suppose they must be right.  I’m not an expert!’ – even so from Professor Fangborer himself though he was appearing on TV with the tubes of flouridised toothpaste.  Or ‘Maybe the flouride protects the permanent teeth.  We don’t actually know!  Er .. um .. I havn’t actually thought about it.. Doesn’t it?  We ought never the less give forcing people to drink flouride a try!”.  OK!  If it really protects deciduous teeth, what can be so different with permanent teeth?   The Mad Monk never encountered this particular protestation, but it would have been reasonable comment!                                                  

                                                                                                                                                                               

We have in the Federation not previously had a great interest in honkie tooth fairies.   We would not wish our nation to be afflicted with pandemics of cholera, as has regularly occurred in honkiland.   But we do not have large conurbations with high density of population as they have in honkiland.  Although Montmandie has a large population it is a table mountain of considerable size and decidedly rural.  Billirici and Dickiland are not really Inca settlements.  They are tourist resorts and we provide facilities including the water supply which are as honkies themselves have them.  By turning on a tap they can have water identical with that of any region of  honkiland they choose…even with the cholera.   We do have piped water or can easily set it up by connecting hoses to sources of supply but we have plenty natural untainted sources and are not obsessive about its composition.   We do not have any diseases in the  Federation and can assume that minerals or their absence occur within our diet in satisfactory amounts.   We have had no motive to follow the history of honkie flouridisation in any detail.  But we did have the impression that, as might be expected, the reported investigations since flouride was first imposed favoured the practice of forcing the population to drink flouride and the other poisons they have neurotically dumped into their water, of charging extra for toothpaste because it contains flouride and of charging even more if the heretic punter wants to do without!                                                                      

                                                                                                                                                                      

                                                                                                                                                                                           

The Tooth Dragon,  however, to our astonishment, confessed, without any persuasion, that the ‘scientific investigations’ had unequivocally confirmed the seven objections launched by the Mad Monk in l964, not just as possibilities or conjectures, but as facts!!   Nevertheless he conceded he had to ‘co-operate with the experts for the sake of the dental health of the (pommie) nation’   not just because of the brown paper envelopes but because there were thousands of experts now employed to advertise flouridisation.   The pommie taxpaper, who in other contexts has been the subject of laments, is having to fork out ‘numerous billions of pfunt’ to enforce universal flouridisation and a similar amount is to be spent on educating the voters to provide a democratic justification for this imposition.                                                                                                                                                     

                                                                                                                                                                  

“Do you sell glucose in your pommie Hypermarkets?”, I asked Mr Solly Gideon Samson (President of our famous Dodo Island based international chain of emporia) “..or invert sugar?”                                                                                                                                                                         

                                                                                                                                                                          

“Pervert Sugar?  What is that?  Is it something listed in the Book of Leviticus?  I thought I had read it…”                                                                                                                                                                      

                                                                                                                                                                                     

“No! Cane sugar, sucrose, can be broken down into two monosaccharides… glucose and fructose…”           

                                                                                                                                                                        

“Is that the same as dextrose?”                                                                                                                              

                                                                                                                                                                               

“Yes!  Dextrose is the same as glucose and fructose is the same as laevulose.  It’s the direction it turns polarised light…”                                                                                                                                                     

                                                                                                                                                                                

“We co-operate with the healty food policy, of course, and charge more for empty packets of sugar.   Sugar makes people fat.  But this dextrose…. It used to be sold… I suppose if you paid enough you could get it somewhere… not at the Health Shops… neither ours nor any others sell it… but maybe at the chemist’s (pommie for ‘apothekar’)”                                                                                                   

                                                                                                                                                                            

“But, surely, it is in your Mars Bars and Lucosade and your olympic athletes eat it before they go for a run..?"                                                                                                                                                                        

                                                                                                                                                                                   

“Not any more they don’t!  They take anabolic steroids!”                                                                                       

                                                                                                                                                                               

So there you have it!  From the mouths of the equine beasts!   Billions of pommie pfunt subscribed by the sacred taxpayers are to be spent on tipping flouride into reservoirs.   It is not difficult to tip salt into a pond and this does have the advantage that somebody can pocket the billions for very little effort…and Uncle Boris can readily provide flouride, extracted maybe from the teeth of dinosaurs so that it also augments the size of the penis.. a preoccupation with the honkies for which, presumably, there is some reason.   Though it is not as if flourine was rare earth.  A similar amount in billions of pommie pfunt is going to be spent on educating the masses.. and that too will provide income and employment to the deserving.  Nevertheless, whether this flouride protects teeth or not.. and the Tooth Dragon says it doesn’t… sucrose is certainly the cause of this caries!   If our government had such money to throw away it would spend it on provision of the glucose or invert sugar in place of the packets of sucrose.   Our industries can stand up to such calamities!  It is not that difficult and our sugar plantations wouldn’t lose out.   Also, as a matter of fact, although the honkies do not have the money to throw away, our Federation has!  We, after all, have the honkies’ money and no great urge to hang onto it.  And, after all, it will be Uncle Boris and Mr. Clever Dick who will provide the flouride!                                

                                                                                                                                                                                

The tiny Pommie Wakefield-based Sirdar Company has been selling decorative fluffy jumpers which can be procured, though not necessarily cheaply, in two or three of what the Tykes call, for want of any other term, their Pakishops – small enterprises that remain in private ownership…ideal, for instance, for James Herriot or a Wensleydale Cheese Farmer who visits Doncaster once every thirty years.  Alternatively, Sirdar provided knitting patterns and the wool.  Pommie children in the l940s were presented at Christmas and on their birthdays jumpers knitted by ‘Aunties’, ladies who manufactured these garments while basking in the global warming adjunct to Cromer’s Hotel de Paris.  Tourists in the RU may still discover, for the nonce, not only beefeaters and town criers, but also, and this time, the real thing, such Aunties in the environs of the friaries of  Mr Oliver Cromwell’s archaic New Jesus Army.  Sirdar, therefore, has not been a major industry in the sense of  marketing obsolescent mobile phones nor indeed of the thousands of pommie cotton mills that have been incinerated to collect the insurance money.  Nor have Sirdar gone flat out on the advertising and marketing.   They have been content with the little shop which hardly anyone ever discovers in Doncaster – and the sort of antedeluvian remnants in the RU to whom such products appeal are also those without the money.   But Sirdar were the only company in the R.U., probably in all honkeyland, provding these services.             

                                                                                                                                                                                     



To those who have a wider view of the world, both geographically and in the sense of time, these Sirdar- type enterprises clearly have some value and their demise is a considerable tragedy.  One of the many reasons for this is that there is a need for small industries.  The Bliarothatcherite RU is not an ideal substrate for the small or new industry .. not one that is genuine.. but nevertheless, if our illegal immigrants are to repair the RU’s ‘turnaround scenario’, this is to be done not by buying large combines, which as a matter of fact, started off as backyards and corner shops, but via the tiny enterprise and a preservation of an evolution with concerns of all sizes.  If our illegal immigrants were buying up all these defunct RU industries Ms. Gloria might not weep so much for her shares though this would very unfortunate not only for Ms. Goldenlay but rather more so for the RU’s existing non illegal immigrant population.  They would then be sacrificed in the cause of  progress and evolution.  But we have no reason to suppose that these industries are being bought up by our illegal immigrants or by anyone who has understanding of anything other than  gambling in the monetary casino – and, in fact, not even understanding of  that…our Mr.Clever Dick is the real expert, though I can’t see him gambling on anything but a certainty!



                                                                                                                                                                                   



Sirdar does not appeal to the brainwashed RU mentality.  Their management consultants are selling off or closing down the ‘specialised knitting’ and intend instead to sell carpets.  So that the pommies forget the decline of their civilisation they are dumbed down with drugs, propaganda and advertising and kept in batteries in little cages, much like the dodos at Mr. Gideon-Samson’s hypermarket,  all supplied with the same mass-produced commodities and decorations.  These include what they call their ‘fitted carpets’ – together with the inevitable settee and television set.  These carpets are an essential feature of the cage concept as a whole and a reflection of what Doctor Langdon Down calls the ‘Oligophrenia Pommiensis’ though, of course, modern political correctness insists on ‘Congenital Heliophobic Albinism (CHE)’.  These carpets are a serious fire-hazard, as are the settees, and make it impossible to inspect the fate of the ever more flimsy floors of the Prezzahutches – the Pommie Principle of Appearances or the Cover-Up.  Combined with the ‘fitted carpets’ are their Hoovercraft or Noise Machines emitting the earth’s energies as racket and heat and encouraging in some distant place, maybe China or the Maltesas,  which supply the pommies with electricity,  – which the Pommies use for everything despite their inability to find a plausible source of manufacture – emission of carbon dioxide, though this is not nearly as noxious as the poisonous deluded and lying emissions of carbon dioxide that vibrate from their pundits’ mouths.                                                                                                       





Though we may disown Lila’s uninhibited invective, she only repeats what we all say about the RU when there are no pommies around to take offence ..other than, of course, our own  Pommies such as Dr Darwin and Milord Fantasticus.  In Pommieland anyone who is too thick or too computer numerate to become a scientist becomes some manner of boss or management consultant.  If we had companies that manufactured lampshades or operated trains we would expect them to manufacture lampshades and operate trains and their directors to know all about lampshades or trains.  If their managers can do that, then they might also be expected to master the lesser challenge elementary logic and arithmetic ..but, were they not so,  Ms Goldenlay is not short of  ten year old Ph.D. students in her office who can manage the economy as a whole (and in detail).  In Pommieland they have managers and, on top of that, a Board of Directors that understands nothing but the direction of money into its own pockets – and it does not even understand that, though it is not ineffective in robbing the company, shareholders, customers and nation.  These pundits do not live in the real world, are forever chasing after the current consensus or fashion amongst pundits, are unable to think ahead – beyond what they suppose will happen in the next five minutes.                                                                                            

                                                                                                                                                                                     



The LTIPs (‘Long Term’ (ie three year) ‘Incentive Plans’) of these pundits drives them into unrealistic ambitions.  Ms Goldenlay did warn the Northern Rock directors that the expansion demanded by their LTIPs was unrealistic, even dangerous. If the Directors fail to qualify for their LTIPs, which is just about certain, they get them anyway if they then sell the company – even to themselves!  Ms. Goldenlay also warned these Sirdar directors, or their predecessors, that they should rely on the small secure niche market, not sacrifice this security and survival in the chase for some greedier and unrealistic ambition.  The old fashioned Sirdar mentality, as a matter of fact, accords with the illegal immigrants we and other nations send to the RU and Sirdar had greater prospects with ‘specialised knitting’ than they have with fitted carpets.  The trendy or fashionable, Gloria pointed out, was only trendy for so long.   It produced vast profits for a brief period – or apparently so – and great ululation from pundits, financial journalists and fund managers buying up overpriced stock – but these darlings of  business supplements invariably were rapidly wiped off the scene.                                                                                                                                                   

                                                                                                                                                                                       



Although the Northern Rock Corporation had to good sense to send the Newcastle Football Manager as rep at our recent Domestic Market, Sirdar chose to send – in addition to the usual acolytes, dancing girls, carpet queens and management consultants, three newly appointed directors who introduced themselves as experts on ‘turnaround situations’. Maybe they didn’t have anyone else.   Sirdar is not big enough to sponsor a football team.  Our celebrated Tum Tum, Colonel Turner-Round, was much amused, but his boss, Dr. Eugene Karadzic, our Minister of the Interior, battered this unfortunate trio with his machine gun.  Their appointments, he ranted, were ‘company suicide’ and amounted to establishing the ‘turnaround scenario’, that is to say, financial collapse, as a certainty.                                                                                            

                                                                                                                                                                                     



Lila did not choose to rescue the unfortunate Directors.  Instead she just stood there in traditional Belsize National Costume, which consists of a broad-rimmed hat, five pommie feet in diameter, and nothing else, yelling at the battered trio.   The wearing of clothes on Belsize, other than, when out of doors, the hat, is considered very bad form but we turn a blind eye to the ignorance of  visitors.  “Every idiot”, she screamed, “knows that selling carpets is the graveyard of  pommie companies.   These carpets are intended for the idiot population who are not expected to pay their debts,  Not only, to compete with rivals, do you have to offer hire-purchase but you have to allow preliminary holidays of a year or more from paying anything at all.  That is why you can charge these ridiculous prices for carpets, settees and what you call beds.   For a while, maybe, you can decorate your profit figures with the payments you are supposedly going to get.  But you will never get them!  Long before the payment holiday is over your punters, having confused some red mite for a dreaded bed-bug, will have thrown out their carpets, settees and bed and have bought off you, under the same terms, replacements!”  [Lila says this but in pommieland there is always a great string of who lends to whom and we havn‘t worked out yet how to predict who will end out of pocket and who will not have to pay their debts.  Presumably the pommies don’t know either and all of them imagine they are safe and that someone else is the patsie.  It is pommie carpetvendors who are notorious for going into liquidation but the manufacturers have to sell to the vendors].                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                         . 



Every delusion of the RU pundits, Lila proclaimed, had its origin in President Gorgo’s policy of encouraging carpetbagging – the artificial elevation of prices in select commodities above market rates by the dishing out off money by banks and the government.   The Directors themselves now admitted that their policy had failed because of the ‘downturn in the housing boom’.. Every time some idiot in the RU erected or bought a new building they insisted on laying a new set of carpets.  The population of Poland is limited and it is only possible to lay down so many carpets within a limited period of time..and according to the Directors’ own publications the pommies were now not laying them down at all and attention was more turning to their inability to pay for them!                                                                                                                        

                                                                                                                                                                               



Dr. Karadzic was all for transferring these three Directors to Alcatrass Bay.  Gloria however expressed a reluctance to offend President Gorgo, whose retribution, though that of a minnow, might ‘impede Lila and Rogan’s little affaire’.  Also, the only theoretical exception to such Pommie Prisoners being other than an economic burden was that they might provide information.  These ‘imbeciles’ could provide no more information than Marmaduke Gnome Junior, information extracted by the ballscrew was in any case unreliable and the Federation did not resort to such methods and had no need for them.  “Really?  Is that so?”, Eugene inquired, “In that case I can’t be bothered”.                                                                                                

                                                                                                                                                                                 



One of  the three pointed out that she had bought up no less than seven per cent of Sirdar’s shares, that Gloria should be grateful for this and that she, the pundit, thus squandering ‘my own money’ (which Dr. Karadzic doubted), could be assumed to ‘know what I am doing’ (which Dr. Karadzic, reciting a list of other examples, also doubted).  Maybe she was what the pommies call a venture capitalist.



Lila purred on.  “Just as Pilkington and Baggeridge and your Post Office and your everything else have been closing down activities and selling buildings for ‘profit’, you have sold two ‘mills’. ..by now…rather more than two… You cannot profit from selling buildings.  You get the price of the building minus the cost of selling.  Well.. you maybe profit, since you get some of the cost of selling.. but there is no profit or, in your language, ‘real growth’ overall.  You cannot make profit from non-productive activities.  The RU is ruled by a non-productive master-race of pundits, unproductive materially, intellectually or in any other sense… What is going to happen to these ‘mills’?                                                                                                                                       

                                                                                                                                                                                



“Eighteen months ago I attended the opening in Lear City, in Merciavostok, in Pommiland, of the world’s largest Hole in the Road ..or it may have been the City’s millionth Hole in the Road.  Executive Mayor Captain Thomas Cook had plastered the city with placards and information kiosks proclaiming that he was eventually going to honour his taxpayers by covering  this area, around his clock tower, with resplendent new paving tiles – though there was nothing wrong with the old ones and nobody was to notice the difference.  But a year after that, during a flying visit to my friend the princess Rogan,  I discovered that in exactly the same place there was a new Hole in the Road.  Where was this hole the surface is now covered with rough uneven concrete, which would make access difficult to any pipes or cables below.  But there are no pipes or cables below this particular concrete I have in mind.. which means that the cost has been born not by Severn Trent but by Tom Cook’s council tax payers…                                                                                                                     

                                                                                                                                                                              

                                                                                                                                                                                

“Everywhere in the RU there are gangs of  Polish builders erecting hospitals and police-stations.  While these erections are still being built, another team of  Poles is simultaneously demolishing them and a third team is setting up the edifice which is to replace the one that is still being constructed.. and a fourth team of  Poles demolishing that.. and a fifth working on a third replacement.   The Royaumes Unies is plagued with investment and refurbishment.. with waste!   The earth’s energy and resources, indeed, human energy and resources., or, if you chose to put it that way, money, is being purposelessly squandered.  But this stimulates their economy and empty buildings emit less carbon dioxide than doctors or policemen.          

                                                                                                                                                                               



“These mills of yours are going to be purchased by some Siberian Clown who will then pull them down and replace them with some obsolescent cardboard skyscraper which won’t even have time for your carpets to be fitted before it is again pulled down and replaced by a tower-block built of even thinner cardboard.  Your writings admit that you have discovered your mistake but at the same time that you are not prepared to admit this.  What if you eventually do admit your error and want to buy the mills back.  They won’t be there any more.  Not all the money in your Bank of  Pommieland could pay for the replacement of any of these ancient artefacts which you are pulling down and replacing with fragile plastic, glass, concrete and the occasional Wienerberger Brick.  You are not making any profit out of your sales.  Well.. I am not bothered about your personal gains .. neither one way or the other.. but no profit is being made overall. only a conversion of  part of these mills to taxes payable to President Gorgo.                                                                                                           

                                                                                                                                                                                   



“ Your accounts record also taxes that will eventually be payable on supposed profits on holdings in your pension fund.  You are there at least releasing the pussy from the Schrodinger Bag..which can’t be entirely useless.   As management consultants within the oligophrenic RU your arithmetic might be expected to be somewhat rudimentary… You may have a blindness to the obvious or to algebraic systems, but, whatever the figures, if you have some possession and then part of it is handed to President Gorgo, you have ended up with less.  You are, as I understand you say within your own idiom, unable to perceive the rain forest on account of the profusion of mahogany”. 



Why Lila was bothering to address these pommies is not entirely clear.  The pommies are not a very sturdy race and are genetically endowed with a lowered resistance to Tum Tum’s battering them with machine guns.  Not only the three directors ..except for this lady venture capitalist, whose speech had apparently aroused some sympathy …but the entire party of  Sirdar acolytes and management consultants was lying  motionless on the sand,  incurring, as is the fate of their race, some risk of neoplasms of  the dorsal skin.  They were wearing shirts, but the heat of the sand was dissolving the shirts.   Gloria,  her fourteen year old charlady, Ms Fatima Patel, who writes the Annual Reports produced by honkie companies, and Lila went into a huddle over Sirdar’s literature, with Eugene Karadzic peering over their shoulders.  They apparently were oblivious to the carnage around.  But then Skegnessie, Gloria’s pet ichthyosaur, stuck her neck out from the Loch Skegness and transferred the bodies neatly to a set of chairs round one of the tables covered with sunshades we have on these occasions on the beach.   Gloria and her companions went over to enquire about their health.



“These papers of yours”, Karadzic addressed  the semi-conscious delegates, “What is the story?  You must have had some reason for abandoning the knitting and adopting the carpets.   These accounts go back some years and … Is there anything in them to suggest that the knitting isn’t good enough?  All I can find to justify this conclusion is a sudden flash… a set of numbers disconnected from anything else, from everything else before and after this observation that covers a period of ten seconds and  may or may not be an accurate measurement,  all of which portrays the knitting in good health.  Within the two seconds after these ten you decide to brush out your knits and to carpet your floors.  I remain without any clear notion why you took this decision….”        



                                                                                                                                                                                              

“Ooh! Aah! Dave!”, came as a reply from a youth within the delegation, “’avanother lager! .You can make piles o’ dosh.  Ooh, ah, shucks to that..even better than villas on the Algarvie … carpets!  Yeah! Carpets!  Says so on the Internet…!  I know this bloke made millions on the internet…”



“Here we find that Gloria warns you against these carpets.. tells you to stay as you are.   Gloria doesn’t have to be right.  But the interesting thing is that it seems to be that a year ago you had yourselves discovered that she was right, that you could still have backed out of what had now proved to be a mistake, yet you didn’t!  You knew, made it obvious in your own reports that you knew, but, at the same time, were not prepared to admit to yourselves or anyone else that you had made a mistake.  ..Is that the correct way of looking at it…?”



“Borrow a million pounds?  Oh, yes, Sir, certainly Sir!  Why not ten million?… Make it twenty!”



“Now although I can’t tell, even from this latest bumph, what the story is…  In these June 2007 figures you report an increase in shareholders funds in the ‘consolidated account’ which, it says here, is the real account rather than the ‘company’ account – which is only part of what goes on.  An increase, even a small increase, might be a bit unlikely and could be connected with the 3.71 million upward revaluation of this pension fund from which none of you are going to benefit… but you do admit an alleged 0.411 Million Pommie Pfunt loss for 2006-7 compared with a previous years 2.613 million alleged profit. …”                  

                                                                                                                                                                                                 



“Ooh, aah,, Dave, potsomonni..”                                                                                                                                

                                                                                                                                                                                            



“Well… Unless you tell me, I can only guess.  I find it difficult to see this other than as what we call a strategical retreat.  You have got this business.. though as a matter of fact at the time it was not your business… You are all imported, aren’t you?.. a business which from Gloria’s point of view is the ideal investment..what she calls the specialised niche market without competition.. .and you close it down!   Abandon the old stronghold and seek a new…”                                                                                

                                                                                                                                                                                               



“Oohmeghoolies!  Spondoolies!  Good thing competition.  Keeps you on your toes!”                                      

                                                                                                                                                                                               

                                                                                                                                                                                             

“Is that so?   No competition and you lose your touch… sort of  disuse atrophy.   Particularly if its not your own money, not even your own business.  And you don’t have to worry about money because you can get unlimited sums off the Bradford and Bingley and you have an MRB and if  you fail that confirms you as an expert on the turnaround.  .  I was wondering about that.  Was this really an enforced strategical retreat or was it some sort of epilepic fit?  I wouldn’t be very pleased and my officers would be still less pleased if  Benny closed down the Tum Tums, sold off the police-stations and replaced them with a National Health Service…  I run the Tum Tums, not the NHS.. well, as a matter of fact, as Minister of  Euthanasia, I do, but you get my meaning… in my capacity as Chief of the Tum Tums…”                              

                                                                                                                                                                                              



“Tum Tum turnaround…” , sang the delegation’s vocal youth.                                                                                                                                             

                                                                                                                                                                                             

“You spoke?”, asked Colonel Turner-Round.



“He didn’t mean you.”, Gloria explained, “We have seen a lot of these pommie ‘turnaround situations’ over the years.   I havn’t been presented with too much faith in them.    Companies do escape from these devastations when your government floods your economies with debt through the inevitable devaluations being also devaluation of the debt.   The debters are the winners from devaluation… and on top of that there is usually an appeal for funds from the merchant banks and the punters via a rights issue …  to which the punters have to subscribe to avoid heavy losses.. and after a few more years of inflation the company does then seem to have emerged from tomb, punters have regained their losses and the debacle becomes forgotten history.  But I can’t recall a case of this strategy of yours… which I don’t think was necessary… succeeding… It just leads to a bonfire of  burning up assets and debts….There was Wire and Plastic Products which became a ‘shell company” to set up an advertising agency… but the original business was never closed down and is still part of  WPP…  There have been several cases of that.. but I don’t recall any successful attempts at what is effectively selling one company, which is being represented as having failed or as being inadequate, to pay for the setting up of a quite different company.   .. Nor, for that matter, change of  the nature of the business as a last resort in what you describe as the turnaround situation…”



“It does, does it?”, continued the Minister of the Interior.  “It becomes a bonfire?  I was wondering about that.  Is this really a Turner-Round….”                                                                                                                                                            

                                                                                                                                                                                       

“What was that, Chief?”                                                                                                                                                   

                                                                                                                                                                                              

“..or is it a bonfire?    This conversion of profit to loss is not too encouraging…”                                                 

                                                                                                                                                                                             

“Pintalager!  Potsamonni!  Have to speculate to accumulate.  Not an expert.  Expert advice.  Internet…”       

                                                                                                                                                                                            

“Is that so?” asked the Chief in response to the youth’s oration, “ If you speculate you inevitably accumulate.  Or do you have to calculate?  Do you speculate if you have already made it and if what you are gambling as stake is worth preserving?”                                       

                                                                                                                                                                                              

“We had this problem with the Rank Organisation”, Gloria added, “Apparently a solid foolproof business..It needed to be foolproof with those pommie pundit directors…with a portfolio of  interests to balance the risks… and then suddenly they decided to gamble all that and more on a theme park for entertaining ex-directors of  failed Japanese businesses.   It seemed hare-brained at the time and proved to be so….The obvious impression proved right, not faith in the hidden wisdom of the directors..



“It is very difficult to have faith in the judgement of  your company directors… or your management consultants. ..You’ve all got these MRBs or MRA’s or whatever they are, havn’t you?…. All theory from some Professor at Buckingham… erudition purchased with the Pommie Pfunt… and it will be all trendiness.. current fashion…. A fashionable pommie isn’t a laboratory rat… you can give him a thousand electric shocks and he still doesn’t cotton that he is going the wrong way….



“You have all these Directors employed purely to make the decisions of  major financial policy who are supposedly better equipped to do so than the chap who cleans the toilets… They havn’t got MRB’s maybe but they are members of  a club.   Then suddenly they make decisions that appear so stupid as to be beyond belief.  Perhaps they are just very clever  and the appearance is deceptive .. or perhaps, if they are stupid, they will change their ways and make the best of their mistakes… but then all that turns out is that their decision has been stupid beyond belief.   It is difficult to have faith… It is difficult to anticipate your policy being anything other than it seems to be…”



“These figures may be a flash in the pan”,  Karadzic continued, “Are they that?  Tomorrow you may present us with something else.  But this loss is hardly encouraging.   What sort of loss is it?”                                      

                                                                                                                                                                                               

“Pintaspondoolie!  Investment!”                                                                                                                                  

                                                                                                                                                                                           

“Or investment down the drain?   To fund this investment, as you call it… and ‘reorganisations’….I’ve heard that word before…. It has the odour of management consultancy… you are selling your existing business, whose viability has not been convincingly disproved… and all these factories… even carpet factories….to pay for this risky reorganisation..”



“Pintsamonni!  Rationalisation!  Synergies!”                                                                                                              

                                                                                                                                                                                             

“You have what you call this reduced debt on which you are paying over half a million pounds in interest.  Can your existing business really finance this debt?   Are you going to run out of factories to sell?   Is the business generating this debt?  Does in fact what little remains of the knitting disguise the debts of the carpets?    That information does seem to have been censored out of your reports  ..the segmental analysis of  profit…?  Where is it?  Am I right in my suspicion that the profits of this small remnant of the knitting section, which you are shortly to sell off to pay for investment in carpets, are still substantial and that the carpets are doing rather worse than is being  clearly admitted?   I can understand that you might not want to broadcast this information.   But silence, surely, is as damning as a confession!   We are all grown-ups here, not pommie children.  What exactly is going on?”                                                              

                                                                                                                                                                                              

“Pintalager!  Potsamonni!”                                                                                                                                          

                                                                                                                                                                                          

“All is vanity”, purred Lila po Lune.   Was it really so?   It was bound to be!                                                    

                                                                                                                                                                                          

Lila’s daughter Lila was known as Fanny.   It was her name.. and Lila’s name.  Lila in Moscow had been known as Lila  Fanievka Ivanova po Lune.    Was Fanny really going to return to Belsize?   Fanny would go wherever Lizileth and Godzilla decided.   Every Gloria Goldenlay for ninety million years had returned from her travels to be Premier of  Belsize.    Every Lila po Lune had returned to Belsize to be emil, or as the pommies put it, witchdoctor.   The Dinosaurs had departed in their spaceships from Belsize.. but the then current Lila po Lune had remained to build spaceships not for the Dinosaurs but the yahoos.   Lila was still building spaceships.   Spaceships were now departing daily, not from Belsize, but nevertheless from the Maltesas – from Pilkington.   Would the yahoos depart and the Dinosaurs return?   Would Fanny be emil of  Jupiter or some distant galaxy?



Was Lila herself too old to emigrate?   Lila had set foot on the moon when fourteen years old.   She had visited, often enough, Tungopolis on Jupiter.  By Tardis, not spaceship.  Tardis had been the standard mode of passenger travel ever since Crocodile Duncannon had first set foot on  Belsize…for the Domestic Market… as Australian Director of  Pommie International Power.   Crocodile didn’t fit in.. not amongst the pommies in their ridiculous office suits.   He was a pioneer.   This Cyril Lord… the Caucasian part of this Cyril Lord, resembled Robin Loxley…but  Cyril Lord didn’t fit in.  Not among the Pommies.  He was there to wake the pommies up .. but nothing would wake the pommies up.   Cyril had no place in pommiland .. only for five minutes as a carpet queen.   Did she really think of this Cyril as a boy?   Was she herself growing old and fitting in?   She hoped not!   No!  She didn’t think of him as boy…or only in so much that she was a girl and his fellow pommies had grown old and stale… There were no children on Belsize and on Belsize nobody ever grew old…



Lila smiled sweetly at the unfortunate Sirdar delegation and purred.  “All is vanity!”, she repeated, “I am Ms. Lila po Lune.  Remember me!   I am the inspiration of the Maltesas.   It says so in Billericaya Bufera.   So it must be true.  I probably wrote it myself.  I’m acting editor.   I never tell a lie!   Enjoy yourselves on Belsize!   Post multa saecula pocula nulla.   But well before that happens, I predict in my capacity of hereditary clairvoyant of this island, you will find yourself bereft of a carpet queen.”                                                                                                                                   
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