07.5.22 CLA.LIL::From Miss Minerva Miniskirt, Minister of Truth to the Free Colombian Trade Federation 





Puffless Magic Dragon








Gorgo Morganus, the Magic Dragon that lives by the sea, now grows tomatoes in winter. This is not because he is globally warmed. His tomatoes eat radiant sunlight and not hot air. Previous magic dragons, however, have removed the festive fog ... and that at such a cost that the maritime island is no longer a great power of industry. On the other hand, it might be possible now for the maritime island to become agriculturally self-sufficient. But more recent magic dragons, the Toby Dragon (Tobias mendax) and his mother (Bellona dulvici), sought to remedy the industrial decline through the island becoming the working class of the world in factories owned by everyone else and by entertaining the new owners of the factories in casinos. ..and indeed transforming the island into a great aircraft carrier for the world’s entire working class, most of whom charge less then the pommies. For so copious a working class it is also necessary to invent some work and to arrange for this work to produce wealth by exponential price inflation. The island is therefore covered now with houses and carparks, the rainwater leaks helplessly into the sea and the solution to every reverse is some further endeavour to create non-wealth. That is why the Gorgo is a magic dragon. But the saga of the festive fog lives on – and the Gorgo wants to finish it. Will this herald a new era of tomatoes – or terminal ruin? President Mussolini of our Free Federation reacts both to the grandiose EU proposal to introduce, for their alleged terrorists and criminals, ‘world citizenship’ and to the RU President Elect’s protestations about puffeasies, with one word… or in strict orthography, two: “Offada Fourchetta!” The present EU citizenship just enables one of their kingdoms to boot out armies of alcoholics to the next without booting them out of the Italian Empire altogether. If King Atilla of Italy chooses to award these reprobates the citizenship of the world just to be rid of them, we are not going to pay for their upkeep at Alcatrass Bay without ample compensation. We are not going to surrender our sovereignty to some international bureaucracy of Nu Laeba clowns. We might consent to control it from outside, but we will not serve it. President Elect Gorgo's programme for the expulsion of the consenting puffs in private has all the marks of having been designed by a committee and if he supposes we are going to house all his schizophrenics at Alcatrass Bay he had better think again! But in time, maybe, within a limited field of reference, there might be a more favourable response.. an understanding or concorde, maybe, as we have with the Princess Rogan in relation to the Merciavostok aircraft industry. We cannot see what profit there is to the RU’s President Elect Gorgo in closing down his puffeasies – unless the executives are redeployed in some similar enterprise. On our island of Fouchette, though only for the benefit of sex-tourists, we have introduced the much more efficient service to the consenting adult in private which in the RU the President Elect seeks to abolish – and in his native kingdoms has already abolished. Mr. Clever Dick, owner of the puffeasies, pays – as is consistent with standard business practice and the Subacute Combined Degeneracy Code, which is so sacred to the RU’s Tobies - the licence fee- and then recovers it many times over from the addicts. If Mr. Gorgo cared so much for the protection of the personal liberties of the innocent bystanders – or for the children, benedictine nuns, vestal virgins and others who might be affronted – then he would not be expelling from the enclosed public open spaces the punters who have signed written consent and who cannot sue for compensation but would be extracting the licence fees from the addicts in the open public open spaces. But, maybe, the President Elect has a more noble long-term objective in mind, consistent with concern for the external innocent bystanders. Nicotinism in the RU is now almost entirely restricted to their penniless ‘schizophrenics’ who would be unable to meet the charges in the Nu Puffeasies ..or Nu Laeba Puffeasies…which would be full of the compulsory bags of slaked lime, to remove the carbon dioxide, provided, at great cost, by licenced and fully paid- up members of their House de Milors. A more desirable type of addict would remain within the puffeasies while these undesirables would be driven to the open public open spaces and the on-the-spot licence fees demanded from them would not only contribute to constructive voluntary euthanasia but relieve Mr. Gorgo’s exchequer by replenishing the pockets of the Tum Tum Narcoutes he would be obliged to hire from us to administrate his cumbersome operation. This might even prove convenient. The sexual equality legislation being contemplated on some of our more regulated islands might provide an incentive for granting world citizenship to some of our Tum Tums. The Miniskirts turn out to be an ishmaelite tribe. Numerous Miniskirts, for instance, are employed within the bureaucracy of Gospodin Rasputin … and the Emperor Caligula was rarely to be seen without his Miniskirt. Minnie’s distant cousin, Desdemona Tutu, has been recruited to Royaumes Unies’ President Elect Gorgo’s communications centre. Also so Sharon Kleinrockschen and Aaron Kleinrockschen.. and Polly Miniskirt and Molly Miniskirt and dozens of others. But the latest e-mail from the Royaumes Unies comes from the Black Sheep of the Family, Dolly Miniskirt. Miss Dolly tells us that we were entirely wrong when we claimed that the President Elect was banishing his puffeasies to protect the punters’ health. Did we say this…? We may have assumed that the President Elect was saying this… But whether we said it or not, according to Miss Dolly, her employer is banishing the puffeasies because they threaten the health and personal liberties of the innocent bystanders. By Golly, Miss Dolly! That’s a good excuse! But our President Mussolini replies nevertheless: “Offada Fourchetta!”. Ms Gloria Goldenlay, or so she says, is witness to the Royaumes’ Unies former ‘festive fog’. This is not our finance minister, though a former finance minister and the current finance minister’s great great grandmother. Who is known within the Federation, to distinguish her from others of the name, as Young Gloria. Young Gloria is our ambassador in Indonesia but currently in Belsize on a furlough of about forty five seconds to recuperate from any damage to health incurred in that Sunami-ridden climate, to deposit some gold she bought off the President Elect of the RU into the Banco Belsize Cayman International and to attend her annual hundredth birthday party This traditionally takes place on the day on which Mr. Osama bin Ladin, President of the BBCI, raises his Minimum Muslim Banking Management Fee. Royaumes Unies punters were formerly euthanased by provision of inhalers, resembling the modern cigerilla, known as ‘Honeysuckle Divines’ or ‘Woodenbines’. ‘Woodenbine’ is a vernacular abbreviation for the Honeysuckle Divine, a shrub common in the Royaumes Unies’ former rain forests, known also as the Lonicera because the wood was used to produce the spatulae their nurses used to examine the tonsils. It would be misleading, however, to suppose the RU’s commercial woodenbine (‘Excrementa canium, B.P) resembles closely our own Nicotiniae folia or the berries of the pommie shrub which are recommended by the witch Lucretia Borgia for the treatment of the alleged Morbus Altenheimeris or General Paralysis which has so unfortunately stricken King Lear and others of the EU aristocracy.. It was important to achieve the correct balance of horse-manure and macerated dead cockroaches before soaking them in diesel oil and enclosing them in paper impregnated with tri-esters of glycerine. RU Punters would splutter around with the ejaculating woodenbines glued into their orifices. Or more likely – which has been described by the Mad Monk as the Metropolitan Line Syndrome, they would be reclining in semi-coma on the benches of railway carriages, with light blue skin, with the blood in their necks shooting up and down their necks from clavicle to chin, frantically pulling in and out the furiously ejaculating woodenbines in rhythm with their sonorous respiration. The woodenbine ejaculated a continuous shower of fragments and convoluted ‘stringlets’ – now known as ‘carbon particles’ but then believed to be a compendium of pharmacology. These were not only inhaled and swallowed but spread all around as the ‘festive fog’. This is not the smoky canopy, that formerly enclosed RU Cities and sometimes descended to the ground, which has been blamed for their former global warming but it contributed and the histories of the canopy and the festive fog are inseparable. The festive fog was not confined to the RU ..but the RU was the metropolis of enclosed public open spaces. Nathan Gold was an import-export trader and Young Gloria would find herself dragged from New Amsterdam, or wherever, to Londinium for The Great Exhibition, or the Olympic Games, or the Festival of Britain or the Exhibition of the Ideal Home. ..or whatever. These markets would be conducted in great covered public open spaces with, miles above, a roof of windows supported by steel girders. But beneath the ceiling there rolled to and fro a cloud, a cumulus of festive fog several metres in depth, or, possibly, as the spellchecker suggests, several metros deep. But the festive fog ejaculated also from the orifices downwards towards the floor and Young Gloria would find herself dragged through cumulus after cumulus. It was popular legend that the supreme king of the RU, one, therefore, of Toby Liar’s ancient predecessors, had perished from ‘lung cancer’ which was attributed to addiction to the woodenbine. Twenty years later it was still well-known that the numerous punters who perished with carcinomata of the lung .. or certain typical carcinomata… invariably did so with an ejaculating woodenbine in the mouth – or, more commonly, a cheaper version, the do-it-yourself woodenbine. But in those days the compensation lawyers were magnetically drawn to the most mountainous accumulations of currency. They still are.. as they always are… but nevertheless, dead kings who had squandered all their money on woodenbines did not have very large mountains to offer. Also, there is not much point in going to all the trouble to popularise voluntary euthanasia only then to undermine its credibility. Eventually, however, after some sixty years or more, the medics admitted openly that – as everyone knew - between woodenbines and the cancers.. and, in indeed, just about everything .. there existed some connection. Also in the case of asbestosis it was a matter of decades between the consensus oral tradition degenerated into public proclamation… and when it did, as happens, the stories could be fanciful. This infestation by lawyers was fortunately less in evidence with the false allegation that connected the alleged homosexuals with the alleged AIDS - which was proclaimed infallible truth before the alleged disease was even discovered! But then the scientifically sophisticated have a capacity to perceive the truth much more rapidly and with immunity to error when dealing with homosexuals and Africans. The well-wishers of the homosexuals and Africans, of course, belonged to the established crème de la crème (the incorrect grave accents having been produced spontaneously by Microsoft) of intelligence, a privilege denied to the addicts of the woodenbine. When this discovery was openly acknowledged the woodenbine, perhaps, was still a great scourge. But it was on the way out. The reasons for this may be debated. Punters may perhaps see a connection with the transformation of the City of Smoke to Sunniville on Thames – which was, perhaps, done for the health of the punters .. or maybe the pundits… and, although at the time this reform made a great deal of money for many enterprises, this was done, for the RU, at great long-term economic cost .. a cost from which it has been unable to recover. The pommies abolished thus their carbon dioxide which, in those days, was known as sulphur dioxide. But the compensation lawyers were mobilised. The festive fog was replaced by the invisible festive fog. Actors appeared on their television sets, two days after dying from eating food and a day after dying again through drinking water or ingesting salt, claiming that they had succumbed to lung cancers by the inhalation of the invisible festive fog. One actor died with one year, twenty two times, on each occasion after eating a different essential food and on each occasion from a different disease and died also on seventeen other occasions on account of each of seventeen other causes, including the invisible festive fog. As was much publicised, an eminent actor did in fact succumb to carcinoma of the lung… though it was an adenocarcinoma .. a version that would not be expected to have and was never noticed to have any preference for the woodenbine. Although the future Sunniville was the metropolis of the festive fog, this phenomenon was not restricted to the Royaumes Unies. Our Dr. Freud, who will perhaps be remembered in the RU City of Newcastle to whose Alan Shearer Hall the good doctor carried some cabbages, is said to have alleged that one ‘Little Hans’, a relative of the good doctor and also of the Mad Monk, when five years old.. a hundred years ago… was afraid of horses. Dr. Freud does not seem ever personally to have made such a claim and, indeed, appears to have regarded it as a bit of a joke. Children in those days were not afraid of horses. But ‘Hans’ lived in the city of Vien whose Chief Medical Officer, Baron Krafft-Ebing, broadcast daily on their TV that horses, and particularly so Jewish or masturbating horses, delighted in biting and running over children. Particularly the outsize Juggernorses, bred out of Dick Turpin’s Black Bess, which gslloped down their broad inter-state turnpikes. Child actors would appear describing how they had been eaten or crushed to death by a horse and grieving parents would appear to express their regrets at not purchasing the compulsory horseproof wheelchairs. Although the children, as they always are, were irresponsible and would regularly be seen chatting to these dangerous animals on the streets, the adults were very much terrified of the horses. What actually happened was that ‘Hans’ was taken, as was a cultural obligation, to view the white horses at Schonbrunn palace. This was not a closed but an open public open space. The horses were in a field separated from the punters by a fence. However, between the crowd of punters and the fence there was a broad unoccupied strip. This was because the punters were terrified of the horses. These horses were muzzled because they were so bissig and ill-tempered. Little Hans, or Herbie as he actually was, found himself hemmed in by this dense crowd of Austrians equipped with ejaculating woodenbines and fat Switzerlanders puffing cigars .. with festive fog pervading whatever spaces that remained between the grown-ups. Herbie’s parents were preoccupied with their phobias, ignoring the tall leggy lady with the pointed umbrella who had been following them around and whom Herbie recognised immediately as an agent of the genealogy bureau. For a kingdom dedicated to the Italian God she may have been somewhat underdressed but the Genealogy Bureau was not overgenerous in wages. So Herbie nipped off, to escape from the festive fog and to chat with the horses, to the otherwise unoccupied space that surrounded the fence. When his absence was discovered the parents were consumed with terror. The boy had perhaps been consumed by a Struwelpeter (a cousin of the bogeyman who deals with infantile masturbation) or a horse – and they would be condemned for neglect by the genealogy bureau – or given a medal. It would not occur to an adult that a child might not be afraid of horses - and Herbie could hardly have been wicked enough to nip off through his own free will. Therefore he was afflicted with a psychosis induced by hippophobia. We do not in the Federation have, as they do in the RU, the bogeyman. Nor do we have the big cities as in the RU were the parents walk around in a permanent neurosis. Our largest conurbation, Port aux Bicyclettes and Montmandie, is by the standards of the RU uninhabited green belt ripe for development. Our children are ignored. We recognize only adults - and children only in so far as they are adults. There is no danger, therefore, of overprotection. It is true that the Gulag Archipelago, which is within the Federation, is infested by vampires – and witches – most notoriously so the island of Salem. In the RU anyone might be a bogeyman and anyone might be accused of being a bogeyman. In the RU it has been possible to successfully accuse anyone even before Nu Laeba. It is a legacy of their Public Schools. On the other hand, in the Gulagapos the witches and vampires are separate nations that keep apart. A witch can recognise a vampire when she sees one. A vampire and a witch might sleep in the same tree – or bask in the sun on the surface of the same cloud - but they would pay little attention to each others' presence. No vampire would dare provoke a witch because the witches are armed with tranquilliser guns. No vampire will lay a tooth upon a child. If the vampire sneaks up when the witch is not looking he is still, after the event, going to be turned into a zombie –not just for a mortal coil but for all eternity. After a few thousand years he is going to come crawling back to the witches for forgiveness and begging for the horrors of the detox tent. Parents in the Maltesas have no need to be neurotic. The Princess Goldenlay – that is, the finance minister’s grandmother – during her visit to Merciavostok in the RU was astonished to encounter seven year olds being pushed around in wheelchairs covered by transparent plastic domes. This was not just to protect the children from the plastic dummies their moronic parents invariably insert in anticipation of the cigerilla but also to keep away the noxious oxygen and carbon dioxide and the bogeyman. If the bogeyman could be seen, you would know what a threat he was to humanity. He can, unfortunately, not be seen and he continues to imbue the punters of the RU with insane terror. In this Vien they had, however, a device to protect the child from the dutiful parent who fails to mature together with its offspring – the irresponsible nurse. It is a sequel to the aforementioned adventure of little Herbie that Herbie-mum sacked the nurse. Or maybe it was the same story. The most unfortunate children in Vien were those like the Mad Monk whose mother was a nurse. They had no nurse. Herbie’s mother was a nurse but she had sacked the nurse and therefore could not have been a nurse. The dismissal of the disgraced nurse was a traditional cruelty to the child that had also been experienced by the good doctor Freud. This had made him so neurotic that he blamed the nurse for seducing him into all his future vices – the greatest of which was addiction to the cigerilla. In this addiction he engaged in secrecy with other perverted consenting adults, such as Herbie-dad, in their low-life puffeasies or ‘coffee-houses’. Following the sacking of the nurse, Herbie-mum decided to take the boy herself for walkies – with the outcome that he sprang out of the wheelchair and proceeded to occupy himself with his own affairs. This proved that he was a delinquent perverted by a fear of the Ross – supposed by RU druids to be named the Horsa. But Herbie was not afraid of horses. His wickedness was due entirely to the congenital degeneracy of the male that reduces them to impotence, blindness, infertility, epilepsy and insanity – the woodenbine. It is that, isn’t it, Lila? That is what they got up to in their puffeasies? Yes, sure enough, as women we wouldn’t know.. but from the dog-ends all over the floor when it comes to cleaning up and the nicotine stains on their underwear you can make a good guess! We find therefore that the woodenbine in the RU was for many decades an unrecognised curse. But as it is with the delinquencies of the male, they were eventually Found Out. So the woodenbine became a great boon to the compensation lawyer.. But before long the woodenbine and its accompanying eugenic favours had gone out of fashion. The bored pundits in the RU, where there is nothing to do, needed greater excitement and nicotine, the opium of the wimp, does not breed a great many rapes and murders. Only the penniless ‘schizophrenics’ retained allegiance to the cigerilla, and the traditional woodenbine was shunned entirely. There may not seem to be much point in accusing a schixophrenic of being a bogeyman .– but as a matter of fact, in the RU, anyone can be successfully accused.. The compensation then comes from President Gorgo who is accused of not having discovered the bogeytude before the event and having failed to transport the schizophrenic to the gas chamber. The former festive fog was nowhere to be seen – except for the occasional token whisp. But the imagination of the compensation lawyer is not to be outdone and now the danger came from the Invisible Virtual Festive Fog, created by the addicts, the inhalation of which was more horrific even than the woodenbine or the actual fog. ..that is to say that there was a probability greater than zero, that is to say, no probability, that invisible fog was now the scourge of the universe, as proved by the authentic confessions of many professional actors that appeared in adverts of the Chief Medical Officer. It was a pit that mortality rampaged amongst the Thespian population since they are also the world’s most sophisticated biochemists. And it was not only the invisible fog. The Tobyite economy, since there is nothing else to do, thrives on repeated refurbishment. If some enclosed public open space is refurbished in the age of petrol and shoddy – say some old ship – it has happened again and again – some hooligan consenting would-be adults might sneak into the enclosed public open space for a secret drag on the cigerilla. The open space then explodes into incandescence. This is why Nu Laeba are called ‘terrorists’. The word means ‘builders of bombs’. Maybe it is the just spontaneous combustion of acrylic paint and chipboard. There has been a great catalogue of such ships… the Windsor Castle, the Opera House of Vien, the Sheffield, the Queen Mary, HMS Kings Cross … a list too long to mention … refurbished and.. poof! Any competent compensation lawyer sees here the impact of the cigerilla, which is after all the congenital degeneracy of the male, and of the degenerate woman, the source of all evil. So the good President Elect Gorgo may have good reason for his flight from the cigerilla. If not banished from his own enclosed public open spaces it puts up his insurance praemia – and insurers in the RU live in Switzerland, not the RU. The Swiss may ask for payment in Belsize Euros. You will recall that when we bought the President Elect’s gold we did not part with any Belsize Euros.. not with any microeuros. Mr. Gorgo would hardly have enough gold to merit a full Belsize Euro.. It might seem plausible, therefore, that Mr. Gorgo, as claimed by Ms Dolly Miniskirt, wishes to banish the puffeasy to protect the innocent unwilling victims, that is to so say, those that might claim compensation. But does this make sense? The puffeasy, after all, is a very efficient weapon for a government to convert a vice into money… and it does so in private clubs, with secret rites, outside the public view. Sex tourists on the Isle de Fouchette will discover that there we have introduced the puffeasies which Mr. Gorgo in the RU, is abolishing. We would, of course, not prevent, say an eminent Tum Tum or the President of a major pharmaceutical corporation from puffing a cigar. This is a service reserved purely for sex-tourists. Mr. Clever Dick, the proprietor of the puffeasies, pays the licence fees. ..which is standard business practice and consistent with the Subacute Combined Degeneracy Code which the RU’s Nu Laeba holds in such veneration. He pays us the money. In return we let him earn a packet. Mr. Dick – who is not a man to react passively to failure to get the better of his colleagues, pays his licence fees very readily since the punters are after all addicts and when they run out of readies they are going to be murdered anyway. No difficulties are to be expected in Mr. Dick’s recovery of the fees from the punters many times over. The Tum Tum Narcoutes might under some exceptional circumstances be required to extract a fee from a tourist who wishes to commit some misdemeanour, or may do so retrospectively, but this is hardly going to happen very often .. and the Tum Tum would not be needed to extract any licence fees paid by the addicts to indulge their habit. The President Elect, by contrast, to collect his fees needs his entire police force, his entire judiciary, his entire portfolio of prisons and houses of correction – and even that will not be enough… not nearly enough! And is it really the punters in the puffeasies who will sue for recompense for having been led by the virtual festive fog into a compensation neurosis that has induced a compulsive mendacity that only a large heap of worthless pommie pfunt can cure.? It may be that under the modern circumstances the users of the puffeasy are not euthanased before they can sue by an actual festive fog. But the users of the club cannot sue. They are consenting adults who have signed a written declaration of consent and of acceptance of the consequences of their perversion. The door of every puffeasy has upon it a big notice, a government health warning, that puffeasies are full of vapourised prussic acid - and abandon hope all who enter here. They will instantly be struck down dead! And there won’t be any witnesses to support the litigation upon which punters do not live long enough to embark since the witnesses will be dead too! On the other hand, the vestal virgins, the benedictine nuns, the innocent children, all those who may be seriously offended by sight of a cigerilla, they will be on the road outside, in the open public open space. To avoid them enriching lawyers at the RU President’s expense he needs a law to stop this perversion in the open public open space .. and he needs to recruit every one of the benedictine nuns into his auxiliary police. So many police will be needed that there were won’t be enough benedictine nuns left to be lawyers. The whole thing is impractical. The world of commerce and compensation, however, evolves step by step. Some of our more regulated islands are proposing to introduce laws of equality of opportunity or of gender equality. We have this already and the only area in which there might be some argument for change refers to the Tum Tum Narcoutes. The greatest demand for the Tumettes is likely to be at their Fouchette Station. But Fouchette is amongst the Tum Tums a popular assignment. The Belsize Station is popular in the sense that there is no Belsize Station and on Belsize there is no work for them to do. On the other hand, Fouchette is popular because it is profitable. It is so profitable that it could even be regarded as chronically undermanned, or underwomanned. The new Tumettes are sometimes claimed to be unpopular with male colleagues on account of providing little to cure the Tum Tum’s relatively underdeveloped rapistness as compared with rapacity. But the Tumette is not a threat to the Tum Tum’s on Fouchette and no Tum Tum there is going to be pushed out to make way for them. Rather, if throughout our Federation the Tums were resentful of the Tumettes, the Tumettes would be likely to find themselves all assigned to Fouchette, where, in fact, they can render to the sex tourists profitable service that is beyond the duties of their colleagues. It is hardly therefore on Fouchette of any consequence to introduce legislation. Punters will be aware also that on other of our islands such legislation would be an absurdity. It is pretty much of an absurdity everywhere. But we might… possibly might… or possibly possibly might… find it desirable, to a very limited degree, to take advantage of the proposal within the Italian Empire, to extend not merely ‘EU citizenship’ – but ‘world citizenship’ to its alleged terrorists and criminals. The award of EU citizenship by one kingdom just enables it to boot out the criminals to the next but does not get them out of the Italian Empire altogether. But it would be possible to grant this world citizenship to anyone – not just criminals. Our Federation, for instance, could nominate a world citizen of the Italian Empire. It would use such a facility very sparingly, not officially but more as an understanding or concorde, without committing ourselves to the lunacies of honkeyland… and there might be a case for granting such citizenship to any Tum Tum who is unfortunate enough to fail the very vigorous health checks which their superiors may demand. Nicotinism in the RU is now almost entirely confined to their penniless ‘schizophrenics’ – those for whom - so we have learnt from your Chief Medical Officer, the Kipper - voluntary euthanasia would be appropriate. What happens to these is no major concern – but it does seem they will be banished from Mr. Gorgo's puffeasies. But then so they would be! We assume that Mr. Gorgo, who after all is a great pioneer of modern taxation, even the pioneer, realises that his argument points to taxation of the open public open spaces rather than the closed public open spaces. ..that his agaroclaustrophobia is not as lethal as might appear. Or lethal only to those that Dr Karadzic, our chief of police, informs us need to be lethed. That is the way they do things in honkeyland, though in the Federation, of course, a great many things are different and I sometimes suspect that in the RU some of our most prominent citizens would be lethed if they did not take advantage of the unalienable human right when in a foreign country to carry a vapouriser. … Do you carry a vapouriser, Lila, when you travel abroad?. Never set eyes on one? I had taken it for granted. We must have piles of them somewhere as G8 surplus .. oh, the Brigand Tung uses them to melt sand… Anyway, we can be reasonable sure that Nu Puffeasies, that is to say, Nu Laeba Puffeasies, will be run on Nu Laeba Principles. Their licence fees will be sufficient to make it worth Mr. Gorgo’s while and all will be accomplished within the terms of the Subacute Combined Degeneracy Code and the Responsible Drug Addiction Trust. The carbon dioxide will be eliminated by very expensive EU-approved bags of slaked lime provided by fully paid up licenced members of the House of Milors and manufactured from chalk in blast furnaces on our Island of Pilkington. Presumably so – since the RU doesn’t own any blast furnaces. In the sense of not having any industries, it is very ecologically progressive. Members will be required to submit to monthly medical checks the hundred pfunt fee for which is to be paid over the internet. Or maybe, in view of the class of person expected to patronise the puffeasies, they won’t. The membership fees of the clubs and, indeed, the cost of the drugs, which will continue to be suitably licence-feed and at a level higher than on alternatives promoted by Nu Laeba such as metamphetamine and cannabis, will be such as to exclude the penniless schizophrenics who are currently the majority of the addicts to this somewhat archaic drug. Membership will automatically thus be restricted to those who deserve to be preserved, who can be assumed to inhale responsibly and without risk to their own or their fellow members’ health. On the other hand, the schixophrenics, who in any case will have been mugged to provide the fees for the more deserving members, will be driven to the streets, the open public open spaces, where they will offend the vestal virgins, and upon them will be imposed the penal on- the -spot licence fees .. or their parents will be marched to the nearest puffeasy’s cashpoint. No, Lila, the puffers are to be taxed, not the vestal virgins – though I expect that old Gordon could get something off them too – and I have no doubts that you would. These licence fees will accomplish the simultaneous objectives of financing the puffeasy’s, encouraging voluntary euthanasia where it is most essential, financing charities such as the Responsible Drug Addiction Trust (whose Chairman is our own Nikodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikodemopoulos, majority shareholder of the Belsize- registered Ponchobolero International Drug Corporation of Colombia), and relieving Mr. Gorgo’s exchequer by replenishing the pockets of the world citizen Tum-Tum Narcoutes which we will have to provide Mr. Gorgo for this operation which he cannot possibly accomplish with his own resources. 
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