09202PST.LIL From Ms Lila po Lune, Medicine Woman of the Inca Nation, via the Press Office of the Free Colombian Trade Federation, Palais d’Orleans,  Isle de Belsize                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                     


Takeover Bid For Microsoft


                                                                                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                  


Adman, the primogenitorial honkie, in the Meadow of Melons,  ignoring the pleas of sister Lila, was duped by Godzilla, disguised as the Lamia Pythoness, into devouring the fruit of the Cannabi Palm, was exiled by Lizileth to the deserts of terrestrial frigidity - and the honkies ever since have lived in a world of hallucinations.  But salvation rests in the traditions of the Incas.  Ms. Lila po Lune, in the spirit of her illustrious progenitor, warns the honkies against our Mr. Clever Dick’s proposed takeover of their Microsoft Corporation which, if they allow it, they will live to regret.  In providing some explanation of Inca Tradition Ms. Po Lune casts doubts on the rumour that our Federation was threatened by a North Sea Bubble akin to those experienced by the degenerates.





I take this opportunity also to render thanks for the fascinating letter purportedly from Dr. Hawking of Cambridge University in the honkie Litus Saxonis in which he reveals that his students take the Dinosaur multidimensional theories of Cosmology explained in my 07616GRA.LIL very seriously.   I had supposed that in honkiland they were completely unknown.  His comments have been passed onto the eminent Dinosaur Scientist Dr. Nho, currently touring the Transylvania Galaxy.   Dr. Nho suggests that the ‘quantum mechanics’ arises from a location being in some dimension closer to the yolk than evident to yahoos’ perceptions.   It seems a popularisation however to suggest that a fragment may pass out of a dimension into some other.   This appears to be a reference to another Dinosaur proposition.. that time and space are discontinuous… more like a ticking clock.   The Dinosaurs say that the fragment passes into a different ‘phase’ rather than different ‘dimension’.  Ms. Gloria Goldenlay also wishes to thank the Newcastle United Supporters’ Club for their kind appreciation of her support for the unfortunate Viking shareholders of  their Nordic Rock Mortgage Bank, threatened with rape by the pommilanders,  in her 08118NR.GLY – which has apparently been of some assistance.   We wish Mr.Allardyce good fortune with his unexpected windfall.                       


                                                                                                                                                                    


 


We have been telling the honkies, again and again, that their Greenspamite economic policies have been tried repeatedly during the last three thousand years, indeed, several times in the last ten, and that every time the bubble burst and the faces of the honkies were plastered with the emissions of their self-abuse.  Now they tell us: “It has never happened before – not since records began!”.  Records began, we hear, in 1999.  We have heard a great deal in recent years about the hottest day in their frigid climates and the various greatest miracles since records began… and all the manifestations of ‘global warming’ that have been with us for millions of years.  We are surprised to hear that the honkie cultural recollections stretch back for more than a few minutes.  If the honkies wish their memories to be restored, they need to be less reliant on Mr. Clever Dick’s continuously updated computers.   And most certainly they need to scupper Clever’s latest plan – for the money he made out of the future virtual islands on Mercury to be used by his PESTILENCE ™ MACHINATION to buy up the honkies’ Microsoft Corporation.        


                                                                                                                                                                  


Mr. Microsoft invented ..or annexed..a primitive device, essential to their Internet Machines, called the Scanner.  If you wanted, for instance, to use the Scanner to discover whether you were suffering from cancer you would type in ‘cancer – diagnosis’ and a list would come up of websites of various hospitals – though, because we have no diseases, no hospitals in our Federation except a few owned by Mr. Dick for the benefit of honkie sex-tourists who imagine that they cannot be murdered at lesser expense.   But the Scanner has been superseded by Clever’s invention, or annexation, the Scammer.  Instead of hospitals you get a list of massage parlours, credit card vendors and on-line gaming salons.  Mr. Dick has been promoting a great fourth world sales drive, siphoning off the honkies’ spondulix by selling shares in PESTILENCE ™ throughout the  world’s stock-markets amid the ululation of their propagandists.  Every gazette in honkiland  has Dick panegyrics on its front pages.  He must have paid them a pretty penny!  Clever has bought up just about every internet confidence trickster in honkiland.  Now if the honkies clock in to Mr. Microsoft’s Scanner, instead the black rat, the symbol of  PESTILENCE ™ appears on the screen and a list of masseuses in Oberamagau…or there may still be the list of hospitals -  a thousand hospitals, a million hospitals, indeed, 345, 905,477 hospitals, but click on any one of them and you are directed to the site of  Lolita’s massage parlour.  It doesn’t matter what the honkies do with their internet machines – the great BLACK RAT PESTILENCE ™ appears on their screen and Lolita’s Massage Parlour in Oberamagau.  Naturally, Lolita pays Mr. Dick and not Mr. Microsoft to advertise her wares!  Mr. Microsoft is out of favour with the pundits and stock markets.  Mr. Dick can GOBBLE ™ (another of Clever’s corporations) him up!   But the honkies should not permit Clever to do this.  They should wait until even they themselves become aware of the true impact of  Clever’s practices and become motivated to put an end to them.                                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                   


It has been my duty as Medicine Woman of  Belsize to have words with Clever about this enterprise.  If  he does not desist, the honkies are strongly urged to desist on his behalf.  Incas too respect what the imperialists call ‘competition’ – or the words they utter, with a different meaning.  Whatever the honkies say or see, it is in their minds corrupted into the realities of the honkie religion.  When the pirates invaded our less impregnable mainland they manufactured the delusion that we suppose Godzilla to live in an upright stick or on top of a mountain or that we have a goddess of shipwrecks, and another for hurricanes, another for pineapples and another for melons.  Religion is built into the race.  The honkies have a built-in Boss.. and they see a stick and they say “Ah, yes!  They are dancing around the Boss!  How terrible!”.  But the Inca does not have an inbuilt Boss.   The whole of nature is built in.  We do not  worship ‘competition’ in the honkie sense of the biggest criminal or biggest bully taking over and eliminating everything else.  We see all possibilities, a plurality in nature, which enables it to evolve and enables us to survive.  The honkies, despite our warnings, insist on interfering with the natural order, on inflicting changes that eliminate all possiblity of further change or of reversal.  The honkies now sit in front of their Internet Machines.  It is their entire existence.  If they cast their eyes away from the internet machine a curse would come upon them in the manner of this Israeli woman with the loom that Milor Tennyson tells us about.  If the honkies allow PESTILENCE ™ to take over  that is permanent.  There will be no escape from Lolitia’s massage parlour.  If this proves to be a mistake, it will not be possible to rectify.  You must always allow for the possibility of a mistake.. never embark on a policy that eliminates alternatives and cannot be reversed.                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                    


Mr. Dick has no objection to me delivering this apparent criticism of  his ambitions and this advice to the honkies to undermine his ambitions.  It is not that he has a honkie mentality of ‘It is my job to maximise my profits and yours to regulate.’   We Incas are caught between Scilla and Charybdis.  Mr.RAB, the Northern Rock would-be carpetbagger whose lead the punters ought to have followed, wrote in his younger days an autobiography entitled  ‘The Art of the Possible’.  The Very Rev. Dr.Lesbia Funkie-Gibbon, Primate of Belsize, goes even further, claiming that the Chairman of the Temporal Office, Mr. Lucifer Archangel B.A. J.P., MIMgt, whom she depicts as a large vampire bat, is the personification of all that is repugnant to the spirit.. and,if that is so, it is maybe fortunate that I have never officially accepted the numerous government offices whose functions I fulfil.  Politics becomes polluted with the stench of the honkie.  We find ourselves playing the game of the honkies’ corruption to preserve our own purity.  To be perfectly frank – decadence within our Federation… Inca traditions perserved in a few enclaves with imitation of the honkie every else… has gone too far.   As Lesbia puts it, we have forgotten the loves of our youth.  I don’t mean that I’ve forgotten Gloria… but we have lost sight of our responsibilities.  There is a need for change.                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                         


If Tenferraris Leeson were to place a bet on hopelessness futures he would not necessarily win (not that it would do him much good if he did).  My own daughter Fanny is, according to Inca tradition, to be hereditary Emil of Belsize.. and so also Medicine Woman for the entire Inca nation, wherever it is to be found..  Fanny spends her time gadding round the world.. We never know what she is up to… gadding round the universe, in fact, since we have a very active space programme.  We are inclined to regard Fanny as a honkie-style trendyist ecofreak… whales, seals, dolphins, rain forests, womens’ rights in Midian, Studying yoga in Buddhist monasteries, dancing around with Jesus Army contingents at pop festivals, building underground nuclear power stations in North Korea… all the in-things.. and one is inclinded to think that it is all posing, the honkey pretence or diversion from reality akin to their sitting in front of an internet machine all day and riding around in cars and then, for exercise, paying a subscription to a gymnasium where the ride on a stationary bicycle.  But then.. how else is she to gain the education she needs to be Emil of Belsize?  What she can learn here, she has already learnt.  These preoccupations of hers are not all trendy.. and they are all calls to duty.                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                    


There have been even greater doubts as to whether Vendredi Goldenlay is ever going to take office as First Minister.  I reckon she isn’t.. and as Emil it is my job to know!  Vendredi is going to carry on more as an ambassador to honkiland.   There really isn’t much doubt about who is going to the next First Minister.  In recent months she has behaving as if she is so already!                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                    


When we had a King Ponchobolero, from the point of view of the Incas the same King Poncho Bolero was in office for millions of years.. or the current version was the son of the previous version.  But surely, even were the chap’s paternity known for certain, there is no such a thing as a son of King Ponchobolero.   Amongst Incas the child is the son or daughter of the mother.  In fact, King Poncholero was forever being sacked and replaced by other Ponchoboleros who were supposedly distant relatives.  Also, adoption was a well-established procedure.  The incumbent to carry out the inherited responsibilities was identified and absorbed at an early age.  It is widely supposed that the offices of  Emil and First Minister invariably passed from mother to natural daughter.  In reality the daughter was often enough adopted.   Inca inheritance is not exclusively genetic as it is supposedly amongst honkies.  Numerous Incas have non-Inca ancestry but nevertheless Inca physiognomy, physiology and mentality.  Fatima is widely regarded as being my adopted daughter.  But it is amongst the duties of the Emil of Belsize to be conjugated with the First Minister, to share her bed and impregnate her with wisdom.  As a matter of fact we were impregnating wisdom long before we returned to Belsize and not because it was our duty to the Incas.  That means that Fatima is also officially Gloria’s daughter… and there is nothing to stop her taking on the name Gloria Goldenlay and becoming First Minister.  The name is supposed to signify that she was born in a haystack during the daylight hours… but I am sure it is going to turn out that she was!                                                                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                     


 It may be part of the corruption that we have become leaders and establish ourselves through personality cults.  We put on an act.  I am not really a Scarlet Woman (as the Emil Mose Ramose supposes).  I am Witchdoctor of Belsize.   Arsula is not a sex-goddess but a journalist.  Minnie isn’t  Cinderella but Minister of  Truth.  Gloria isn’t Hercules but First Minister of  Belsize.  Similarly, Clever Dick and Uncle Boris are not ruthless plutocrats accumulating wealth and money.  Uncle Boris, as a matter of fact, has taken on the role formerly adopted by King Ponchobolero.  Our Chief was always what the honkies would suppose to be a weak or ineffective ruler.  It was Uncle Boris who persuaded Gloria and the rest of us to return to Belsize to take on our various offices or non-offices.  We refer to it as ‘return’.  All the lands in our Federation are described as ‘property of King Ponchobolero’ or, maybe, ‘property of  Chief Hiawatha’… Incas always use the name of their own chief for all other chiefs.  They don’t distinguish between them.  In that sense, King Ponchobolero was the richest man in the universe.  But King Ponchobolero owned no property.   The phrase really means ‘property of the Incas collectively’ .. or ‘of the local inhabitants’.                                                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                 


Clever is a calculating machine or computer.  He plays computer games.   He is world champion at swindling honkies.   That is an achievement.. since swindling is about the only thing honkies are any good at!   His calculation-obsession goes so far as his publishing his International Rich List, on which he himself stands in second position next to some twenty seven digit number.  As a matter of fact, I am on that list myself… number four, I think… which is puzzling.. but the list is prepared for honkies, presumably, and I suppose from their point of view I ‘own’ a villa and  three hundred square kilometre ranch on Knossos… and land prices on Knossos are high.. though no land is ever sold on Knossos.  But if Clever really had an ambition to be rich or richer, he wouldn’t publish a rich list..or would omit his own name.                                                                                                                                                                    


                                                                                                                                                                                       


As in the case of the totem poles, folk always see themselves when viewing others.  My friend the Princess Rogan of  Merciavostok (in pommiland) regularly visits my villa on Knossos to discuss international affairs.   When she first arrived she was greatly alarmed.  I was ‘exploiting’ the three hundred or so students who were helping out on the farm.  I did not pay them any wages.  They were compelled to slave for me because I was Dean of Sociology at the University, Director of Space Research and their Parliamentary Representative.  They were confined to one room while I owned a ‘three thousand bedroom villa’.   They owned no transport and had to clean out my stables while I ‘owned’ twenty thousand horses, several helicopters and executive jets, a Concorde and three nuclear submarines.  And, of course, I ‘owned’ this ranch which covered a larger area than the City of Lear in which tens of thousands of impoverished Maltesani illegal immigrants were imprisoned.                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                


But nobody in the Federation is paid wages.  I also only occupy one room.. or one at a time… and only one bed at a time.. or, when Rogan has arrived to discuss international affairs, half a bed, and I ride on no more than one horse or jet at a time and the students ride on only one horse or jet at a time..  I don’t have to impose regulations on these students as to what they may nor may not do.. or what they ‘own’ or do not ‘own’.   They are responsible Incas, not honkie townie delinquents.  They don’t ask my permission to use the billiards room, the tennis court, swimming bath or rodeo arena.  Nobody has ever told them they cannot enter or copulate in room 2356 or room 3158.  They don’t bother anyone else, don’t damage anything and nobody bothers to issue any orders.  There are buildings enough on the estate and nobody stops them pitching their wigwam.  Osama bin Ladin’s ranch is full of the students’ little wigman villages. .  The racket of their pop concerts can be  heard from my villa at all times of day and night!  Well.. if I am in residence, the wind is blowing in the right direction and I listen hard enough.. and it isn’t really a racket   This isn’t a pommie eco-city.  I rather think my students camp out at Ozzie’s… and for all I know Vendredi is hiding out there too!                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                    


  Nobody is forcing these students to do anything.  I would not be their parliamentary representative if they did not vote for me!  If  I was ‘exploiting’ them surely somebody would vote against me!  You can check for yourselves.   There are no polling booths with CCTV cameras set up by Eugene Karadzic  for the sake of ‘national security’.  If there were, I might get less votes!  Benny Mussolini has several times tried to impose an ‘official government party candidate’.  I am not a member of the party.. I have never been a member and I am not sure that it has any members.. but I was nevertheless long ago expelled.  To be expelled from the Party is another of the duties of the Emil… It makes me sort of party leader.  Our government party consists entirely of  members who have been expelled.  I suppose these official candidates must have been too.. unless they were illegal immigrants sent over by Toby Liar.  Nevertheless, nobody would sign their nomination papers.  I persuaded two hundred students to sign ..any one of whom could have stood herself  . but nevertheless not one of  the ‘official government’ candidates’ polled even a single vote, despite on these occasions there being a hundred per cent turnout.   I am an even greater thorn in the side of the ‘official government party’ (or of the ‘official opposition party’) than was my friend Boris Yeltsin back in our Moscow days!  He never managed more than 97%.  I do have stables but the mustangs do not use them.. except maybe when seeking veterinary care or sheltering from a hurricane.. not that they have ever done so.  If I want a horse I just go out and whistle and they come running along.   But if the stables did need cleaning, then if  Hercules could find a way, I’m sure my students could.   The students are all engaged in various research interests and nobody forces them to do any work.  But I can’t see how they are going to eat the potatoes if they don’t dig them up first (with ‘my’ spades) and cook them (quite possibly on ‘my’ cookers).  Ours is a warm climate and the tubers do not have to annually re-sown….                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                      


Do you really suppose that money is charged to distribute these potatoes to the Incas?  The thought would never occur to an Inca!  The Island of  Belsize is the ‘property’ of the International Joan of  Arc Office, but I neither have to ask the permission of  Mr. Gabriel Archangel B.A., J.P. nor of King Ponchobolero if I decide to eat a goat living on the mountains or decide to gather up mushrooms.  If  I decided to eat every goat on Belsize all in a single day or one of my students decided to dig up every mushroom mycelium on my ranch and sell it to the pommies, then perhaps traditions would have to change.  But Incas are not irresponsible honkie eco-townie delinquents.   Nobody stops any of the students riding on the mustangs.   Since I have to commute between Belsize and Knossos I have a jet at hand…  Some form of air transport is a necessity in our Federation… and, except when travelling by Tardis, it is usual to occupy only one plane and one seat at a time.. planes and seats may be changed but only one is occupied at a time.  The available transportations are available to the students as well.  The aircraft and helicopters on Knossos are usually described as belonging to Uncle Boris.  The Knossos airline is organised from Villa Nikodemopoulos.  An airline does have to be organised.  The nuclear submarines… there are more than three around Knossos… are also usually described as belonging to Uncle Boris.. but my bay is convenient and I use them for research and development of transport and other aspects of engineering.. such as our new Celery Version of the Tardis.  The aircraft and submarines are presents.. or bribes.. from various Presidents of honkie nations.                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                      


 The Incas are not deprived of executive jets.  These foreign benefactors have given us more than we need ..not that we are incapable of building these primitive devices ourselves… any three year old Inca child could do it…and there is a store of several thousand beyond requirements on the Isle de Robespierre..formerly the dumping ground for surplus G8 Foreign Aid.. though this is being transferred to the planet Jupiter.. to the Pale.. a desert some three hundred kilometres from Tungopolis.. but the aircraft have to be modified before they can be used on Jupiter and also we are fitting them up to travel there under their own steam.. not that this is necessary.  This is an entertaining project for the students at the University and, as a matter of fact, we do make considerable use of  slow space-shuttles.  Where there is a requirement of  continuous steady supply.. such as, for instance, the stored energy from Jupiter shipped to Pilkington.. once the pipeline is established and functional it does not matter that the transports themselves take five years to arrive.  It was so, as a matter of fact, with the pommies’ produce from Australia.. probably still is, despite the Sell By Dates.  As I understand it there is a party of students trained by Crocodile Duncannon  living on the submarines so as to be close to the machinery while engaged in developments of the Celery… Some of these young ladies are not untalented….each with thirty five or more doctorates… I’ll have to pop down when and if I get time to keep my hand in….                                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                             


So the Incas do not ‘own’ wealth or property in the same sense as do honkies.  Our security depends not on invididual ownership but collective ownership.  The honkies’  versions of ‘ownership’ are forced onto them because of their inherent degeneracy and because they breed like rabbits and suffer problems of overpopulation. ..   …….. ….. …. Yes that is true, however…. Fatima points out that the illegal immigrants now found in great numbers throughout the Federation, apart from Knossos, Belsize and Pilkington, are paid wages or some manner of subsistence allowance, pay Council Tax and therefore, presumably, own property and are considerably better of than the Incas.  She points out also that irrespective of what may be the internal set-up in the Federation, we do own property outside it in the same sense as the honkies.  Uncle Boris owns around two thirds of the degenerate world and Ozzie and Clever own most of the rest!  But we live nevertheless within the Inca traditions and not those of the degenerates.                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                                           


Our importation of illegal immigrants and our co-operation with the imperialists also in supplying them with illegal immigrants in exchange ..maybe with some ulterior imperialist motive of our own….is a scandal that needs to be stopped.   This human traffic organised by the Presidents of the fourth world and by the fourth world public-school-educated quisling lawyers who are Presidents of  their allegedly liberated colonies is an abomination.  Each person should have the right of survival within his own land… not be kicked out because she does not belong to the new ruling class, or because no group of people or class must ever be permitted anywhere to become securely enough established to threaten the privileges of the master-race, or because she isn’t stupid enough to be one of their alleged workers or consumers, or because his government was too mean to educate him and the foreign governments more generous to their own, or because her home stands where the honkies can build a hotel, factory or casino or some edifice that generates extravagant council tax.  Fatima’s morality verges on extremism.. but we need an extremist to crush this poisonous scorpion with her heel… I speak figuratively of course.  Incas do not go round murdering scorpions…The scorpions are our sisters.. but not this particular scorpion...                                                                                                                                                              


                                                                                                                                                                                    


We probably do own a great deal of honkiland.  The reasons have been explained previously.  We have to guard our own security as well as we can in a world in which we are surrounded by dangerous lunatics.   They are all at it and we have no choice but to join in.  The Inca Nation is not now limited by the bounds of the Federation and will not be so in the foreseeable future.  Incas living in the degenerate world or in the lands stolen by the pirates find themselves like pommiland’s vikings, like victims everywhere, inwardly invested, rendered homeless, with the status of illegal immigrant.  We buy up the honkilands not with imperialist aim but for protection.  If we do not inwardly invest them, they will inwardly invest us.  We do not seek to trample over the honkies or the residents of honkiland.  In fact, if it comes to a conflict of interests, we put theirs first.  Our alleged plutocrats, Osama in particular, dish out vast fortunes in honkie currency to enable the so-called illegal immigrants of honkiland to live.                                                                                                                                                                                  


Even Clever sees himself as a sort of international Simon Templar who swindles victims who deserve to be swindled.. though the rest of us suspect there is in this an element of rationalisation.  In reality, whatever the swindle, it is those who are already victimised lose out.  I do not wish to cast aspersions on on Tenferraris Leeson, but at the last count he still had twelve Ferraris.  He stores them in a show room and does not lend them out to his fellow denizens of Brick Lane, for whom a Ferrari would be singularly useless.                                                                                                                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                      


 But whatever the status of ownership may be in honkiland.. or the view taken in honkiland of our possessions in honkiland…we have no such concept in the Federation.  Mr. Dick is a resident of Knossos… also, it is true of Fouchette, which is a place where sex-tourists come to be robbed and murdered.. but essentially he is a resident of Knossos.   Gloria and I also have a litte caff in Fouchette in remembrance of our days in Moscow.. and occasionally we drop in to dish out spaghetti ..But this does not make us scheming plutocrats who have to extract worthless currency from starving sex-tourists.  Quite the reverse!  Mr. Dick has nothing to gain personally from owning the Microsoft Corporation – and does not imagine he has..and no motivation driven by greed or lust for power…nor is he seeking to impress the young ladies of honkiland.   The young ladies would not be very impressed if they knew him.  He is a modest man with no taste for worthless toys or luxuries valued in extravagant numbers of greenspam.                                                                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                        


The pfunt and greenspam which Mr. Dick wishes to hand over to Mr. Microsoft come from the sale of islands and virtual islands.  Mr. Hashimo from the IMF kept whining that we have zero ‘inward investment’.  That’s how Julie Kaisar perished.. through the inward investments of his friends.  Our unfortunate cousins on the mainland have been very thoroughly inwardly invested..as now are pommiland’s Vikings.  We are all thoroughly fed up with Mr. Hashimoto and leave President Benny Mussolini to deal with him.  He is a master of the appropriate diplomatic language: “Offada Fourchetta!”.  But then Clever Dick, a buddy of Benny’s… they both are old boys of the St.Trinian’s Academy in Caledonia….. happened to be listening in.  He was as fed up as the rest of us.  “Let’s give him what he wants!”, Clever mischievously suggested.                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                   


Accordingly we arranged to ‘sell’ thousands of our uninhabitable rocks and islets .. and virtual islands.. to honkie speculators.   The inducements included an automatic mortgage, an initial payment holiday and/or initial minimal, zero or negative interest rates and a initial gift of money..a few thousand Dong, the everyday currency in our Federation outside Belsize, Knossos and Pilkington. .. and with the island came, assuming that the ‘owner’ would vote for himself,  a seat in our House of  Representatives.  The attraction to the speculators was the spiralling increase in ‘property values’, if measured in Dong, triggered off by our generous mortgages., and also eventually in honkie currencies, but not Belsize Euro,  for the same reasons and because of their independent devaluation.   These ‘property values’ increased the wealth of our Federation many thousand fold -unless measured in Belsize Euros.  In terms of Belsize Euros – at least as they are reckoned outside our Federation, our National Wealth has even decreased.  The Belsize Euro is what was formerly known as a ‘hard’ currency… the price of a lump of granite in terms of our Euros does not change.. and the value of a Belsize Euro does not change.. but from the point of view of the inflationary honkies our Euro is inevitably worth more and more… .              


                                                                                                                                                                                            


Minnie Miniskirt, in her Press Circular 07B24RSB repeated a rumour that we had been afflicted by some manner of  actual or potential North Sea Bubble of our own which had been ‘averted’. In the course of Presidential Question Time I (Ms. Lila po Lune (Belsize (Delmonte),  357,907 votes) posed the question: “Mary, Mary, quite contrary, how does your garden grow?”.  President Benny Mussolini (Corleone, 783 votes) grinned and snapped: ‘Offada Fourchetta!”,  Skegnessie (Belsize North, 5412 votes) stuck her head through the window and  guffawed and Ms. Gloria Goldenlay (Belsize Central, 25, 413 votes), at the President’s side, added: “With silver bells and cockle shells and pretty maids all in a row” ..a reference to Queen Mary, known as Bloody, of  Pommiland’s Hispanic Illegal Immigrants. The Leader of the House (as he would be called in pommiland), Don Isaac Newton (Belsize, Muscaria, 73,208 votes) produced a camping stove, a flask of fluid, some soap powder and some straws and started blowing bubbles.                                                                                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                     


Unfortunately, not all of these islands and virtual islands had yet been repossessed for non-payment of Council Tax ..a few thousand remaining in foreign ‘ownership’.. and some two thousand of these ‘owners’, with one vote apiece, were in attendance.   They were all lawyers, ex-pupils of the St. Trinian#s Academy and life members of the pommies’  Oxford Union.  So there was a great cacophony of  jeering, hissing, yelling and stamping of feet.  The Speaker , Mme. Pandora Nikodemopoulos (Knossos, 713 votes) was seen to bang her machette and, had she been audible, she might have imposed upon the unruly miscreants substantial licence fees.  Because of the racket nobody had heard what anyone had been saying.  There were nevertheless great stock market crashes throughout the fourth world  as the rumour spread that the Federation’s North Sea Bubble had been Found Out. President Walker Blow Jobson reduced the greenspam interest rate and Mr. Clever Dick rapidly disposed of  a few thousand CDs.                                                                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                


As I recollect it, the story was that Mr. Clever Dick’s Fouchette International Investment Bank… the Feeb or Dicky Bank…. had supplied ‘mortgages’ to these speculators to enable them pay our treasury the cost of these islets, or to pay himself in the case of  future virtual islands on Mercury.  The term ‘mortgage’ is also used for the ensuing debt and repayments owed to Mr. Dick by the speculator.  It was claimed that Mr.Dick borrowed the money to hand over to the speculators from Mr. Osama bin Ladin’s Banco Belsize Cayman International.  This money was however immediately returned.  This was possible because Mr. Dick had set up a series of  independent ‘local bancos’ which bought from Mr. Dick the ‘mortgages’, paying rather more than the speculator owed to Mr. Dick.  The ‘local banco’ then sold on the mortgages at an even higher price in the form of  ‘securitisation bonds’.  It was possible to sell these bonds to punters for more dong than they would receive even if  the islet’s ‘owners’ paid all they were owing because there is in a bear bubble always an irrationality.   Everything connected with ‘property prices’ is visualised as increasing in value.  Don Isaac Newton tells us that the pommies were beset with a similar delusion at the time when he was setting up their national bank.  Bonds made up of other bonds were believed to have an ‘added value’ and cost more than the cost of the constituent bonds.   The pommies, as a matter of fact, still suffer from this delusion.  Their government charges for the labour involved in making up these composite bonds a ‘value added tax’ – any form of waste of human energy being to their mind value added, growth or increase in wealth, prosperity and GNP.  It was possible even to sell these securitisation bonds in advance of sale of the islands…so as the scheme unfolded borrowings from Osama were no longer necessary.                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                              


                                                                                                                                                     


The presumed cause of the potentially found out bubble, as I recall it, was the alleged insolvency of the Nogger Bank, a ‘local bank’ set up by Mr. Dick to facilitate the sale of  Northern Rock, Brighton Rock, Plymouth Hoe and a few other real and imaginary overt or submerged rocklets in the vicinity.  The Brighton Rock was sold to a Don Graham Carlton-Greene, the pommie’s Director of  Propaganda.. Minnie’s opposite number, I suppose… and the Plymouth Hoe to Don Fransisco Draco.  The Northern Rock was not sold.  Both Sven Goran Erikson and the pommie Newcastle United Football Club Supporters Association expressed an interest in the Northern Rock but there was some objection to the size of the transfer fee.  As I recall it Pip Nikodemopoulos was by both parties employed as agent.  Pip was to receive a sum equal to five per cent of the transfer fee and insisted that therefore the suggested price of the islet was inadequate.  The story was that the local Nogger Bank had borrowed money to hand to Don Draco and Don Green, or maybe to purchasers of a few high grade virtual rocks, that these gents had then failed to return the money to the local bank or else had not done so, or were not obliged to do so, before donor asked for it back.                                                                                                                 





                                                                                                                                                                                                   


Conversation turned to this alleged potential bubble recently when we were amusing ourselves with gymnastics on the beach.  Minnie and Ursula like turning cartwheels on the high wire   Minnie and Arsula were firmly attached to each other in the olden days, reciprocally imparting a great deal of wisdom, but now with Arsula being the international celebrity with her photo on page three of all the leading honkie journals and Minnie being the supposedly boring office girl they are apt to get a bit shy and embarrassed towards one another… so it was a matter of reviving the past.  This alleged potential bubble cropped up as topic of conversation during mango-juice breaks.  It dawned on us that the rumour made no sense at all.  The routine, in the absence of  Mr. Dick, would have been for the Federal Dong Bank to issue a loan in dong to the speculator, which the speculator would have handed back to the bank to buy the island.  So the money would never leave the bank.  Nobody bought anything.  Really the speculator was paying a rent.  Even if this alleged cash underwent an actual or virtual circulation and Mr. Dick and his nieces took their cut, there was no opportunity for any significant losses.. and, when all is closely examined, any losses at all.  Furthermore, surely, the only debt a ‘local banco’ can owe is to Mr. Dick.. and this ‘independent’ Nogger Bank set up to absolve Mr. Dick from losses and liabilities belongs to Mr. Dick!  All this can be and was examined more thoroughly but it seemed that there neither had been nor could have been any manner of losses or bubbles… not from the point of view of the Federation.  From the point of view of the honkie speculators, perhaps.. but that goes with being a honkie speculator.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                               


A ‘virtual island’ is an island which does not exist – what is known to Tenferraris Leeson and his fellow arbitragers as a ‘derivative’.  Its value increases exactly as would that of a real island or is determined by some ‘index’, which is itself a ‘derivative’.  The term arbitrager is derived from the fact that the honkie’s original stockbrokers used to stand beneath a tree (Classical Italian: arbor) and bleat like a goat (Greek: tragos).  Mr. Clever Dick turned out to be owner of thousands of  ‘future virtual islands’ on the Planet Mercury.  Nevertheless Tenferraris did not, as has been suggested in the Pommie Press, trigger off our alleged potentially found out bubble.  It is true that, as regularly happens, on account of  Mr. Leeson’s ill-judged speculations, a great heap of honkie euros suddenly appeared in the Banco Belsize Cayman International.  I say ‘ill-judged’.. but I suppose Nineferraris does not lose anything… He is what the honkies call a ‘fund manager’… loses other peoples’ money.   They invest in his companies because they are impressed by the eleven  Ferraris.                                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                        


Fourteen year old Ms. Fatima Patel, like the rest of the non-executive directors of the BBCI, is allocated a small sum which she can handle at her discretion without immediate consultation with Mr. bin Ladin.  I suppose Fatima must have charged Eightferraris a variable Muslim Banking Fee.. a sort of derivative depending on circumstances.  This is not sinful and is quite usual.. especially when dealing with inflationary foreign currencies.  But the eventual size of the fee, which Fatima was in a position to procure, was an embarrassment to Ozzie bin Ladin.                                                                                         


                                                                                                                                                                                    


During a subsequent prayer meeting and Bridge evening at Villa bin Ladin Fatima and Ozzie were overheard exchanging words.  The meaning conveyed by the consonantal element of their Aramaic patois is comprehensible to eavesdroppers… but variations in the vowels, repetitions of syllables and other subtleties become a private code.  Fatima was understood to say (though it may have been the opposite!): “I tried to tell him!  He wouldn’t listen!  The only way to convince him was to agree to his terms!”.  Osama was understood to reply: “Get rid of this obscene lucre!”.  Had Fatima then thrown it all on the bonfire, assuming it was real rather than virtual… and I suppose it had to have been real… Osama would then probably have rewarded her with a very expensive veil from Anne Summers’ emporium on Fouchette.. except that Fatima is a very serious girl and doesn’t wear veils… Maybe he would have offered her a partnership…. and the delighted Honkie Eurobank would have sent a heap more for incineration.   We might have expected Fatima to ship this tainted inflationary currency over to Pakistan to finance ophthalmic hospitals… Fatima’s favourite charitable cause… But what happened was that before the hand had been completed there was a great boom in the stock markets of  Taiwan, Poland and Romania.  Fatima could have bought these three countries more cheaply but Ozzie gave the impression that he wanted to get rid of the honkie euros immediately.  Unloading what by honkie standards is a large sum always triggers off an upward bear-boom spiral and Fatima overpaid.  Except that next thing it turned out that all the honkie euros floated back as another prenegotiated Sevenferraris Leeson Muslim Banking Management Fee.  All I can say is that Fatima has at least been trying her best to outmanoeuvre Sixferraris’ generosity.                                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                                               


Not only have Ozzie and Fatima being hatching plots to stimulate the degenerate economies with accelerated money supplies but Mr. Clever Dick has also been afflicted with burdenous honkie lubrication.  This seems to stem from the popularity of  his future virtual islets on the planet Mercury.  When Clever is afflicted with these inequalities in the distribution of honkie virtual wealth he thinks up a scheme with which to entertain the honkies.  One of his more amusing contributions has been his ‘tribal warfare’.  The honkies, as I have explained, always see in others an image of themselves, not what really occurs…and Dick has this motto: “Give them what they want!”.   If they pay Mr. Dick a sufficient sum they may gain access to the ‘Fouchette Jungle’.   The Northern seven eighths of  Fouchette, under the control of  Jeanne Pucelle’s Fucket Freedom Fighters, is not short of trees, but this jungle is an arboretum in Dicksealand.  The tourists will be fortunate to arrive just when they are able to witness the Mehicans… as the natives of Fouchette are known to the honkies, who are a bit weak on geography…adorned in honkie-style outfits specially designed by Anne Summers… armed with bows and arrows…under the leadership of their Emil, the Princess Minihaha, amid much dancing, shouting, singing and beating of drums, setting out to capture the lands of the somewhat similarly adorned and behaving Cannabis and to kidnap their men for the purposes of reproduction.  It was not made clear what the Mehicans were going to do with this captured territory and how they were going to use it peacefully without the Cannabis taking it back or making a nuisance of  themselves.  Nor was it made clear why, if the Mehicans were so keen to be impregnated by Cannabis, they didn’t just walk across the border in their Anne Summers outfits (except that the Cannabis lived three hundred kilometres away across the sea).  There is a great deal of hoohah for some ten minutes during which it is not really possible to see what is going on behind the trees ..but it is all done with Mme Feonic’s whispering treeleaves while the actors are drinking  drinking mango juice.   Then the Mehicans return in triumph and feast on the bodies of the Cannabis so that they as to absorb the virtue and strength of the losers.   Then the taxidermists distribute shrivelled up scalps and facial skins so that if the honkie sex-tourists are obliged to leave before being murdered they can take them back home and prove it was all genuine.  The taxidermy was a practice of the honkie pirates whose Presidents’ paid them a reward for each Inca scalp produced.                                                                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                    


It is quite true that the Incas absorb the strength of their ancestors who have joined Godzilla.  But they do so by burying them.   The mushooms, the plants and the rest then eat the valuable protein and those  in turn are eaten by the goats and vampire bats.. and we eat the goats’ milk and the melons…  On the other hand, we have never had tribal warfare!  There are not many Cannabis outside Haiti.  Why should the Mehicans sail all the way to Haiti just to be impregnated by some man about whom nothing is known other than he has lost a war.  Might as well be impregnated by Toby Liar, currently awaiting trail on Fouchette!  The squaws could all queue up outside the House  of  Correction and perhaps the former pommie dictator could be compensated with a lighter sentence.. such as a life of hard labour in the Pilkington Uranium Mines.  It is true that this island of Northern Rock is known alternatively as the ‘property of  King Ponchobolero’, ‘Property of King Hiawatha’, or as the property of the Chiefs of the Cannabis or of the Zapadoks… but that does not mean there has ever been any territorial dispute.  Incas have never distinguished between Chiefs.. nor more than do the Honkies.  The formula just means that the islands are the property of the Inca nation as a whole or of the local inhabitants.                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                       


The most important duty of the King Ponchobolero of  Belsize was to cook the ostriches for the weekly communal feast.  When the ostrich became locally extinct the office of King fell into disuse.  Other chefs cooked dodo, pterodactyl or other birds, or bison, or whatever.. but the practice of kingship everywhere faded out.. because of extinctions, because of protests by the Emils over the murder of goats and for whatever reason or non-reason.   But the chef also had other duties.  He had to ‘preside’ over the Inca Council, the local Incas or entire Inca nation – that is to say, all Incas – actually or figuratively in conference.  In that respect the King, First Minister and Medicine Woman of Belsize traditionally also hold those offices for the entire nation.  But the Chef was bound to hold his silence until all others had spoken and his ‘powers’ were limited to giving what the pommies call the ‘Royal Assent’.  If nobody spoke, or if there were no suggestions or nobody prepared to enact the suggestions, the King might be obliged to step in with some unilateral solution.  If the King spoke or did not speak then he would be sacked and replaced by some other king of the same name.  If his unilateral implementations failed – which they didn’t – he would be sacked and, even more so, would he be sacked if his suggestions were invariably successful.   A King who was always right too much resembled the honkie absolute dictator.  It did not follow that as in honkiland, where there is a similar custom, government was reduced to incompetence.. nor was it necessary to assassinate the deposed King.  Nobody, in fact, noticed that he had been sacked.  There was still a Chief Ponchobolero (or whatever name he bore locally)… a custom sometimes known as Re-Inca-Nation.  This was all done without rancour, the ex-king could, like any other Inca continue to provide his own contributions.. indeed, no longer a king and no longer bound to silence, even more so.. and after a succession of sackings might even return.  But neither the King, whether in office or sacked,  nor any other Inca, owned, in the honkie sense, any property.  The king did not lose through being sacked and, in the sense of being relieved of his official duties (unless called in by the new Ponchobolero to deputise) was better off.   The formula ‘property of King Ponchobolero’ is symbolic.  The Inca nation is owned by the Incas collectively.   Or it owns itself or Lizibeth owns it…                                                                                                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                                      


With the pirates there came ‘Inward Investment’ or ‘Illegal Immigration’.   On the mainland, which does not have the natural defences of the Maltesas, the Incas and the Inca Traditions were dispossessed.  What the Great Vampire Bat cannot achieve by one means he tries to achieve by some other.  The very existence of the degenerate honkie world creates a threat to our security and to protect ourselves against that threat we find ourselves accepting the very corruption which we are trying to avert.   There has, as you will have observed, been a creeping rot in the Maltesas.  Clever Dick describes his games and schemes as ‘giving the honkies what they want’.  Indeed, Uncle Boris himself is depicted in honkiland as the Nikolo (short for his name, Nikodemos Nikodemopoulos) or even Saint Nikolo, the great philanthropist and distributor of charity.. just as the pirates took all and then doled out charity.   Accepting corruption within our own shores is not clearly distinguishable to giving the degenerates on their own shores ‘what they want’.  We should turn our backs on both.  The domination Clever is establishing over the internet machines which have become the substance of the degenerates’ existence would be recognised in our Federation as criminality even on the par of the delinquencies of  Toby Liar, who will be lucky if he is sentenced to a remaining life of hard labour in the Uranium Mines.  He will be that.. or maybe be transported to the Planet Mercury to live on one of  Clever’s future virtual islands.  Such behaviour is not consistent with the duties of a denizen of the uncorrupted island of  Knossos (except for Billirici, which is really a separate island and not Knossos) who should be an example to the Nation.                                                                                                                                                                           
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