07620GRD.LIL., from Ms. Lila po Lune, Medicine Woman of Belsize, via the Press Office, Palais d’Orleans, Port aux Bicyclettes, Isle de Belsize, in the Free Columbian Trade Federation.








Why the Dinosaurs Departed: New Facts Emerge on International Racket Day


                                                                                                                                                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                              


When I wrote the original version of this nine month overdue circular our premier captain of commerce, Mr. Nikodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikodemopoulos, was already preoccupied by the bribery of the northern islands to join our Federation having undermined their traditional roles as sites of cheap labour and industry to provide for our traditionally agricultural economy.  The cacophony was thus enhanced, for instance,  by the arrival of a man with similar problems (without the agriculture), the Charmer Chameleon, twin brother of deposed President Toby Liar of the Royaumes Unies, who was planning a coup d’etat to depose President Gorgo.  Further noise was generated by estate agents offering opportunities in Afghanistan and – a topic that is the responsibility of  Gloria and Fatima - by King Baskerville of the Vandals, who objected to Gloria’s assessments of the pommie UK Coal Corporation (which Gloria had tried to dissuade him from buying,  since she did not want him to turn it into an ecological housing estate).                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                                          The Dinosaurs arrived on Terra in a fleet of  nuclear powered spaceships under the leadership of their eminent scientist Dr. Nho.   Ninety million years later the Dinosaur Scientists departed, again led by Dr. Nho, in the spaceship Ark Royal.  Some seven years thereafter the Management Consultants (or Lawyers, Spindoctors usw – pundits in general) led, in so much that that is an appropriate term, by Smart Alec, would also have left had it not been that their fleet of cardboard spaceships blew up on (would-be) takeoff.                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                         


An expedition by Tardis to the Dinosaur Pundits’ megopolis of  MSP and to the Scientists’ haven of  Delmonte (now Montmandie) confirmed that the Spin Doctors and Scientists had undergone what Dr. Darwin describes as ‘independent evolution’, the pundits evolving while the scientists, exiled to the Maltesas, remained the same.   Dinosaurs, in the absence of external trauma, live forever.   The pundits were burdened not only by their ever-increasing bulk but by ever greater shortages of food.   Accordingly their physiology evolved progressively to reduce their metabolic rates (which in itself further increased their bulk) and became dependent for nutrition on ever diminishing and increasingly infrequent intake of  ‘fast food’ which had minimal nutritional content but was heavily laced with addictive tranquillisers such as salad cream, so called tomato sauce, tranquillisers and, in so far as this was obtainable, fat.                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                                              


                                                                                                                                                                             


Uncle Boris had suggested – as proved to be justified, though he may not have meant his theory to be taken seriously – that the pundits suffered from a disease which he called ‘displacement’ –  useless activities in response to threat.   Professor Freud claimed the pundits were transgressing the will of  Lizileth, ‘defying nature and evolution’ – through their watching porn videos instead of copulating (which for the oversized pundit Dinosaurs might not have been too easy).   But Dinosaurs live for ever, can reproduce by parthenogenesis and the ‘polymorphism’ of  non- Dinosaur palaeosaurs enables them to lay Dinosaur eggs.  Dinosaurs neither have nor have a need for a copulatory instinct – though the scientists did in fact, prior to their departure,  bury a sufficient number of  Dinosaur eggs, to anticipate change of climate in perhaps some hundreds of millions of years thereafter, in the terrestrial polar icecaps.                                                              


                                                                                                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                 


The error in arises from the assumption that displacement activity is ‘useless’.  It may be useless in the sense that there was nothing in any case that the Dinosaur spin doctors could do to save themselves and that they constructed instead a world of  playacting, subjective appearances and fantasy.    However the degenerate honkie child screams ‘I want!’ or manufactures whatever threats, lies or devices are necessary to obtain the Pokemon Cards.   But a society does not survive by Pokemon Cards, however prominent these might be on their Retail Price Indices.   The Dinosaur Pundits were what the honkies call ‘extroverted’ or ‘normal’.   They were geared to survive within a society which itself was not adapted to survival in the external universe.   The displacement activities directed plastic poker chips into the direction of the pundits.   Similarly, the collective insanities all resulted in the enhancement of the ‘gross global product’ which was the measure of survival or at any rate of  ‘success’ (a name given to arbitrary short term considerations, such as the incentive schemes of their company directors) of another organism, their Industrial System.                           


                                                                                                                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                     


The ‘Greeds’ are a political party in honkiland who claim to promote the organic, free range and carbon neutral – displacement activists, in fact, and lackies of the honkie pundits.   By curious coincidence Greed, Lewd Greed, was also the name of a pommie pirate who, in the days of Saint Mandie, was accorded a warm reception on the Isle de Fouchette.   Greed posthumously donated his ‘treasure’ to promotion of an annual lecture in the Amphitheatre of the University of  Delmonte, which was originally set up by the Dinosaurs to train the yahoos as engineers on their spaceships, to be imparted by the ‘most pro-active contemporary progressive macroeconomist’ on the theme (however remotely) of  ‘Why the Dinosaurs departed’ or, as Mandie preferred to put it, ‘Why did the Dinosaurs remain so long?”.    Ms. Minerva Miniskirt in June of  last year was asked to publish a summary of  the recent Lewd Greed Oration delivered by the University’s Chancellor, Ms. Gloria Goldenlay.  Gloria compared the alleged slow but sure decline of the pommie economy with the alleged slow but sure decline of their J. RtR Rnk Corporation  (The Rs here are Cyrillic Yas, as in ‘BoysRus’).   Her purpose was to show that decadence can be a very prolonged process, evolving over even hundreds or thousands of years, with the decadent being unaware of  their own fate, supposing even that they were advancing on a tide of enhanced prosperity.   Both pommiland and its Rnk Corporation have sold off everything with the aim of  converting themselves into a profitable Casino, though the decline has now, apparently suddenly, with some Greenspamite encouragement, so Gloria asserted, escalated into an explosive force.  Now even the pommie Casino industry is foreign-owned.





 I was however asked to provide some introduction explaining technicalities which Minnie thought were were outside her field and duly I produced 07616GRA.LIL which explained the Dinosaur’s theories of  Cosmology and the Dinosaur Scientists’ concept of  ‘global worming’ and their Management Consultants’ more profitable concept of ‘global heating’.   The industries of the Dinosaurs resulted in a release of the bound lurgi in Terra’s crust which was accompanied by a consequential worming centrifugally of the lurgi deeper within terra.   This produced uncomfortably high levels of  lurgi, perceptible by the Dinosaurs largely as heat and noise, on the terrestrial surface.  This lurgi, since there is nothing else that could be done with it, leaked into outer space.  Although there might have been a surface apparition of  lurgiplenitude, the overall lurgi of the planet was being reduced.  Furthermore, the fixation of new lurgi – which can only be done through the trapping of  carbon dioxide and incipient sunlight by photosynthesis of plants - was impeded by the Dinosaurs’ destruction of vegetation.   The loss of lurgi, which is equivalent to the what honkies call reduction in mass, resulted in a compensatory of movement of Terra’s orbit nearer to the sun.  The eventual effect of this would be to restore the lurgi and the original orbit but in its immediate effect was generation of  even high levels of surface lurgi.  The Dinosaurs therefore had to depart because the lurgi was melting their scales.                                                                                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                              


However it is far from established that the Dinosaurs left because they were threatened by or feared global worming or global heating or even that there realistically existed such a threat.   In a further published circular, 07616GRD.LIL, I reviewed some other theories that have been proposed to explain the Dinosaurs’ departure ..including Saint Mandy’s observations on the growth and decline of biological systems.   Mandy demonstrated that progress and decadence, or growth and decline, always coexist.  My daughter Lila, known as Fanny, now informs me that these circulars are written under the assumption that the reader can work out for herself  what I am talking about and that honkies do not have this facility.   She has therefore imposed some revisions which, when we have time, will be transferred to the versions of these circulars in my Archives.                                                                                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                               


Minnie has mislaid her records of  which circulars were promulgated, but we are under the impression that only these two abovementioned circulars on the theme of  Gloria’s oration were despatched before other news intervened.   We are now threatened with an influx of  honkie bankers and usurers at Gloria’s Domestic Markets, her monthly receptions for honkie salesmen at the Palais d’Orleans.   Fatima’s younger sister Hyacinth is proposing to deal with these and has been asking for the reports on Gloria’s Greed Oration because they are believed to contain an explanation of the Incentive Schemes of Directors of  pommie corporations, or what used to be pommie corporations.  So we have been trying to search out these unsent press circulars., ploughing through them one by one until the info Hyacinth is after is reached.   As far as we can ascertain the present circular,  07620GRD.LIL was intended to be sent out next after 07616GRD.LIL but wasn’t….                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                            





You will be aware (07C13SDW.GLY) that I have recruited the lamented Sirdar (now Airey-Fairey) Corporation’s former Karpet Kwean, the self-styled Cyril Lord, to concatenate my Secret Service in the hope of  averting any excesses on the part of  our Minister of the Interior, Dr. Eugene Karadzic, in the name of  Federal Security.  Karpet was not intended to take his job too seriously.   In view of his numerous journeys in the Celery, the updated version of the Tardis (Celery means quick, whereas Tardis means slow), Karpet has now changed his name to Celery Quean.  I am glad to report that Celery has proven well acquainted with the tricks of the trade.  During the few weeks he has been with us (and on and off in Tungopolis on the Planet Jupiter)  Celery has written several detective stories and has also set up an escort agency,  BoysRus, on the Isle de Fouchette.   This might appear to be aimed at the fruitless task of extracting industrial secrets from the pommie non-executives who come to Fouchette to be murdered or possibly of marrying them and then divorcing them.  But his first client, or so she introduced herself, proved to be young lady who had been celebrated in pommie journals as ‘the worst dressed woman in the universe’ - and who was sporting a specimen of the famed gear which was not greatly unreminiscent of  Celery’s own sartorial preferences – not that we wear clothes on our more tropical islands – or those of one of these celebrity beauty queens who in honkiland have been endorsing Uncle Boris’s medications.   Dr. Eugene Karadzic informed me that this was my daughter Lila, known as Fanny, who has not until now been greatly in evidence in the Federation.   Fouchette is saturated with Eugene’s Tom Tom Narcoutes and so Fanny could hardly have expected to remain unnoticed.   Fanny and Fatima Patel turn out to have a secret hideout on Ozzie bin Ladin’s ranch on Knossos – though it turns out not to have been that secret, nor intended to be, and Celery and Fatima’s younger sister Hyacinth have now joined the party.   Within Chalet Fanny this plot was concocted for Hyacinth to handle the honkie usurers and bankers .. and the microphones were left switched on so that Gloria and I would hear about it via Eugene Karadzic…                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                          





Last June the Honkie EU’s Director of Noise Abatement, Monsieur Pierre Slazenger,  had emailed our President Benito Mussolini suggesting that we put on a show for this International Racket Day of his, Alexander Graham Bell’s official two hundredth birthday.  Alex is now a dihectabell – and the dihectabel, additionally,  is the official EU unit of auditory effrontery.   The dihectabel is also the unit of  racket in Israel, though there it is known as the Joshi.  The energy rattling a helium mole occupying one litre, if classed as dihectabel, is n times that rattling a different helium mole of same volume classed as a decibel where the number n is one followed by two hundred and nine zeros.  So a dihectabel is a little bit louder that a decibel.   Since our Federation does not have a Director of  Noise Abatement the student who monitored the e-mail passed it onto President Mussolini.   Benny’s reply was predictable:  “Offada Forchetta!”.   We had no dealings, he added, with the follies of the Italian Empire.  But King Attilla of  Italy then phoned up Gloria.  Gloria thought that International Racket Day might be amusing.   It could be used to train the students to cope with confusion!                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                               





The maximum permitted level of racket in the EU is one thousand dihectabels (on the logarithmic scale to which I have referred).   This level is judged to be entirely safe .. as are the somewhat greater ‘minimal’ number of  dihectabels experienced in the centres of  honkie cities.   Any city which has a lower than maximum number of dihectabels is clearly lacking in Greener Cleaners, refurbishments and holes in the road and not making its contribution to the elimination of  carbon footprints – and the local council of any such city must pay a heavy fine.  The object of the exercise, on International Racket Day, was to generate this thousand dihectabels of  innocuous cacophony.  So, to celebrate the IRD the students working at the Palais had all been gathered into the Grand Hall and each had been supplied with a dozen telephones on which to answer the complaints about the noise that were flooding in from Florida and Cuba – and on which to discuss these complaints with each other.  ..or to refer declarations of war to Gloria.  As far as we are aware… though they may have been overlooked in the confusion…. there have been no declarations of war.. but Trinidad and El Salvador were suing for peace.   Joshi, in Israel, had previously reported much the same experience.  We  had invited to the Palais a couple of hundred Tum Tum Narcoutes based on Fouchette who were playing pommie dustbin lid music on authentic pommie dustbins.  Although Gloria has banned Uncle Boris’s hoveryachts from Belsize on account of  their sonic vibrations, both the Nikodemos and the Pandora were  poised above the Palais at full throttle.   The star attraction, however, was the display of  sonar ebullience by a fleet of  helicopters sent over for the celebrations by President Walker Blow Jobson of the Etats Unies.   These are the transports which sneak unnoticed upon the terrorists in the course of  the President’s wars.  Not even the hoveryachts can compete with these.  The President sent them one by one rather than all in a single armada but they nevertheless  encountered the appreciation that is their destiny wherever they fly.   The natives below are so enthused by the racket that they throw stones at the helicopters, fire catapaults and augment the celestial music with cannonades of  rifle-fire and rockets.  Several of these machines, however, arrived for the festival intact.. as did… not much less sonorous… a  greener cleaner sent over by  Captain Thomas Cook, Executive Mayor of  Leicester in the Royaumes Unies.   Our Federation is so popular in Merciavostok that the citizens unanimously voted to sacrifice the services of this machine to enable it to join our festivities.   Dr David Livingstone, Mayor of London, sent over a couple of buses and President Sarkosy, not satisfied with greener cleaners, sent over the French Polish Choir.








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


                                                                                                                                                                            





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


                                                                                                                                                                            





“So velleicht klauben sie!”, mouthed Dr. Freud, “Aber wirklich waren das terminologische Ingenauigheiten….Weil sie nicht das sie ein Blotzin geschrieben haben anerkennen  wollen…”.  Or something like that or words to that effect.                                                                                                    


                                                                                                                                                                                





“Then that makes us even”, I snapped.                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                       





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


                                                                                                                                                                                





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





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


                                                                                                                                                                                   





“Konnte aber sein…”, began Dr. Freud.                                                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                           





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


                                                                                                                                                                           





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


                                                                                                                                                                            








If these antedeluvian Professors had their way Delmonte would be reduced to the stagnation of the EU’s Universities.  During my travels through honkiland I have encountered not a single university student below the age of sixteen!  Their mature students labour for at least three years for a single degree… They call it a degree.  Hardly anyone in honkiland has even one doctorate!  Those that have have been spending four years or more on boring repetitive trivial projects ordained by the professors and industrial spindoctors.  In our Federation we are rather more progressive.  That’s how we got so many students to endure the International Racket Day!                                                                                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                               





I had selected a dozen students keen to embark on their doctorate in Dinosaur Studies – or they selected themselves – to assist in our Dinosaur Bureau at the Palais.  That way they could choose for themselves some topic they spotted during their work that interested them for their thesis ..instead of sitting on the campus staring at the internet machine or being guided by the preconceived notions of their professors.  I let the students choose for themselves and their choices are picked out from the real world. … Well.. I might drop the occasional hint or suggestion….  If they decide to run off to one of Dr. Darwin’s geological treasure hunts on the Gulagapos, they are free to do so….  In honkieland their researchers live in a collective fantasy world.   Several hundred of their Ph.D.’s in politics a year are awarded for ‘research’ into ‘schizophrenia’ – usually for chasing after the imaginary schizophrenia gene.   Uncle Boris would not subsidise such a fraud.. but honkie drug companies are less scrupulous….                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                             





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


                                                                                                                                                                              





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








 


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








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


                                                                                                                                                                                  





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


                                                                                                                                                                                         





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





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


                                                                                                                                                                              





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


                                                                                                                                                                          





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











Two years ago, in circumstances which I have related in my circular 07616GRD.LIL, it was Uncle Boris who delivered the Greed Oration.   We did not suppose him to be entirely serious.   When Mr. Nikodemopoulos launched into this tirade he had been irritated by Vendredi’s shoes.. and by President Mussolini’s ‘Enlargement’ policy that has recruited more northern islands to our Federation.   He blamed this not on  Benny, however, but on Boris’s own niece, my cousin  Ms. Gloria Goldenlay, the Finance Minister.   Nobody believes that Benny Mussolini is really President.  The annexation of  Robespierre and the northern islands has led to an influx of  illegal immigrants arriving to work in the service industries in the south, where the minimum wage is higher…or, according to Uncle Boris, to collect state handouts.  Uncle Boris claims that the northern islands will now have to raise their minimum wage to the level in Fouchette.   Uncle Boris’s factories have been mainly in these northern islands.. and he says that now that these islands are in the Federation he will have to transfer these factories to somewhere else.  Boris has suggested India, Taiwan and China.  These suggestions appeared to us to be somewhat out of date, not entirely serious ..but where exactly was Boris going to relocate his industries?                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                      


Though not taken to be speaking seriously Uncle Boris claimed that the Dinosaurs were afflicted by a form of  psychoneurosis or , which he gave the name ‘displacement’, whereby some problem or crisis stimulates an irrelevant response .. If the displacement activity is that of some individual facing some threat, his behaviour may appear useless to his companions but nevertheless be designed to enhance that individual’s inflow of cash or to preserve his/or her modus vivendi.   A witch bitten by a vampire, for instance, may then, instead of accepting the appropriate medical remedy, discover decades thereafter that her chronic mendacity can be cured only by a substantial payment of compensation.  ‘Displacement’ therefore results from the degenerate being an ‘extrovert’, a person adapted to survive in a society which may itself not be adapted to survive within the universe – as opposed to the non-degenerate responding directly to the realities of the universe.                                                                                                                                                                    


                                                                                                                                                                                       





With the Dinosaurs this ‘displacement’, according to Uncle Boris, became more a collective disease   We  discovered on Megasauropolis, however, that Uncle Boris may not have been entirely mistaken.  The great downpours of watershortage, which the Dinosaur scientists attributed to global worming, had previously driven the Dinosaurs from some of their previous galaxies and reappeared on this planet after Dinosaurs had dwelt for some sixty million years on earth.  The response of the Dinosaurs, we discovered, was to dig lots of holes in the streets of their conurbations.. and elsewhere… and to replace the Italian style earthenware water-pipes with updated cardboard tubes ..in order to reduce leakage.  This was an absurd approach, Uncle Boris  pointed out, on being given this information, because leakages are an inevitable feature of any system of aqueducts.. just as business will always be afflicted with corruption, bribery and leakages of money and governments will always be afflicted with so-called social security fraud.   There defects are incurable and any attempted cure will only make matters worse.  The holes in the roads caused the Dinosaurs a great deal of inconvenience ..and forced them to import lots of  palaeosaurs from the Romany planets in the galaxy Transylvania to dig the holes.. and then when all the holes that were dug and then filled in again (supposing they were so only once – though they were so in fact repeatedly) the total amount of digging was enough to have constructed or deepened five hundred new reservoirs… But that would have solved the problem without generating future gross global product and international wealth through the necessity of replacing the cardboard ducts.                                                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                            





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


                                                                                                                                                                              





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


                                                                                                                                                                         


                                                                                                                                                                             


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








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


                                                                                                                                                                           





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


                                                                                                                                                                              





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


                                                                                                                                                                               





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


                                                                                                                                                                     





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


                                                                                                                                                                             





“It’s Toby’s younger brother….”                                                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                             





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


                                                                                                                                                                            





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





 


Despite the professors, and the Crocodile’s adjustments to the circuitry, we had not reached the required thousand dihectabels.  It was then that King Baskerville of the Vandals gatecrashed the party.  We apologised for the misunderstanding that led to the King being assaulted by a gang of  Tum Tum Narcoutes who had previously relieved him of various brown paper envelopes and transported him to Alcatrass Bay.  


Baskerville has since been safely returned to Siberia in one of  Simon Legree’s transports.                             


                                                                                                                                                                              





King Baskerville was also pouring out scurrilous complaints.  Not this time, however, about anything I had written.  But an earlier issue.    Baskerville’s complaint had nothing to do with Dinosaurs.. or maybe it had..  Gloria, he railed, had tried to mislead him.  Gloria, last year, had attempted to persuade Baskerville not to purchase the pommie outfit UK Coal which he intended to convert into a housing estate.   The Vandals are a peaceful race noted for their expertese as estate agents.  Baskerville, we gathered from his expletives, has purchased the company nevertheless and considers it a viable proposition.  Gloria had in no way attempted to mislead His Majestry, merely to remind him that Simon’s tentacles stretch out far and that there are many mansions at our luxurious reception centre on Alcatrass Bay.  With such facilities available, it was hardly necessary for him to erect another housing estate.                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                           





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


                                                                                                                                                                              





We do not claim to understand the King’s arithmetic but it does appear to be a hotchpotch of  incompatible accounting ideologies.  The King claims to be using ‘historical price convention’ but seems in fact to be using some manner of inverse inflation accountancy.  The King tells us: “Expenditure on seismic and geological mapping costs which increases the value of the reserves by identifying additional reserves over and above those previously recognised or increases the value of the existing known reserves by providing information which enables reserve estimates to be increased, is capitalised.. and this amortised on a unit of production basis over the shorter of four years or the life of the associated reserves’.   Ms. Gloria was astonished recently to learn that the pommies were already in the l950s spiriting away assets and money by ‘capitalisation’. [In this context, if a million roubles of company money is stolen, it is ‘capitalised’ in the accounts on the assumption that the nothing bought with the money had the cost.. and therefore has the value.. of the money stolen.].  Since at the time her great grandmother carried Gloria’s  present duties and Gloria wasn’t even born, Gloria can be excused.   Not only Gloria but all of us had thought that this ‘capitalisation’ in which losses are recorded as assets was a new ideology.  If the contents of the brown paper envelopes which the Tum Tums returned to the King have, in fact, gone mysteriously missing… then under old fashioned accountancy this was a loss.  But the reason that Baskerville is not too bothered is that is that the Polonium or whatever was in those envelopes is now ‘capitalised’.. it is an investment.  In fact, he even has more assets than he had before.  If  Baskerville spends a million pommie pfunt on knocking down the walls on his estates and then building them up again, the money squandered is added onto the supposed fair market price of the premises.   The more it costs, the more is added on.  It is possible that Baskerville’s envelopes will be amortised.. the price gradually chopped off the assets over the next thousand years..  If so, at any rate, the losses are deferred.





King Baskerville tells us that contrary to Gloria’s previous claims, the value of his housing estates or potential housing estates offsets the losses on his mines.  He can sell enough land to cover any estimated losses on his mines… at any rate in the ‘foreseeable future’ - which is defined as ‘within the next twelve months’ – which, by pommie standards, is extraordinary foresight.  Gloria says that we will have to wait and see.  But the King has also adopted the new pommie tradition of including increases in the supposed prices of real estate in his ‘profits’ (and indeed supposedly expected future increases – particularly where the valuations through some hysteria are already escalating beyond the mark).   This has become a criterion whereby Directors’ perks are assessed.  Does this mean that the Directors will suffer deductions from their salary when the prices go down?.  Offada Fourchetta!  If inflation is added to the profits, then surely it has in corresponding amounts to be added to the sundry provisions for insurance, subsidence risk, replanting the trees before they are pulled down again to build the housing estates.. and the rest.  It appears that increases in stock prices in the pension fund are also recorded as profits.  It will take some years to discover how this new accountancy works out.  It sounds very much like pommie desperation.   A sound economy relies on Murphy’s Law – the least favourable estimate – whereas the terminally decadent are forever looking for new ways to inflate supposed value.                                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                   





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





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





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





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


                                                                                                                                                                            





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