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The Inviable Rights of the Dinosaurs








Ace Raconteur, Milor Fantasticus, summarises – or so we had anticipated - the historical backgrounds to Ms. Gloria Goldenlay’s last year’s Lewd Greed Oration.   Milor, it appears, in his commercial persona is paid by the word-count and can’t get out of the habit.  We render our apologies.  But we have got to get on with it.





The Annual Lewd Greed Oration, delivered in the Amphitheatre of the University of Delmonte by the world’s leading pro-active macroeconomist, explores the explanations of the departure of the Dinosaurs.  Last years orator, Ms. Gloria Goldenlay, replacing at short notice Dr. Ernesto Guevara, who was advertised in the programme, chose has her topic the similarly named ‘Greed Economy’.   The Greeds are a prominent political party in honkiland who claim to evaluate human activity from the point of view of  the Earth or of the Goddess Lizilith rather than that of the yahoos themselves.  Subsystems of any behavioural system, so our Professor of Psychology, Dr. George Orton, tells us, are homomorphic to the system in which they are contained.  Gloria devoted much of her discourse on comparison of the decadent progress of the RU economy with that of its J RtR Rank Organisation.  Ms. Minnie Miniskirt, our Minister of Truth, was duly expected to dispatch a report on this major event in the academic calendar.   The text is readily available, there has been extensive coverage in the world’s press and exhaustive discussion has taken place within the ivory towers of sophistication.  Two introductory circulars, written by Ms. Lila po Lune, outlining background scientific theory were despatched .. but the remaining Press Circulars on the topic were apparently forgotten as other news intervened and Mina became more and more preoccupied in restoring the never lost affections of  Ace Journalist, Ms. Arsula Undress.                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                                           


I have not been party to any conspiracy amongst the Professors of our University to discredit our Emil, Ms. po Lune.   Lila’s mother was a good friend of mine who wrote the sex scenes – still does so, as a matter of fact – in my novels.  The Hendon Conservative Party did insist on its delusions.  Publishers similarly insist on these sex scenes which are outside the province and experience of us very serious minded Ace Raconteurs.   But some of my colleagues felt that Lila’s granddaughter’s comments on the Dinosaurs and the Global Worming had been careless.   It was something about carbon dioxide lowering the freezing point of water and ice expanding when it melts.  So, to check on the facts, we all departed on the Tardis. Crocodile Duncannon had assured us that the Tardis is foolproof, that there is no possibility of ending up stranded in outer space.  For our journey it was not necessary to leave the surface of the planet but, nevertheless, since the Dinosaur’s Megasauropolis was on the island or continent of Atlantis, I took the precaution of taking a rubber dinghy. ..blow-upable, rather like those dolls they sell in the shops on Fouchette which, as Ace Raconteur I am obliged occasionally to visit when the paparazzi are around.  Fortunately we arrived back, without mishap, in good time, a few minutes prior to our departure.  Lila’s granddaughter has now despatched a third circular which reports our findings and answers the criticisms.                               


                                                                                                                                                                                     


In  Pommiland we have academic departments of ‘History’ which concern themselves with kings, battles and fairy tales.  In Germany they have them too, but there they call it ‘Geschichte’, that is to say, Fairy Tales.   At Delmonte we have no Departments of  Fairy Tales as such, though I am Principal of the Institut des Etudies Pommies and Lila’s granddaughter, amongst her other duties, is Professor of Social History at my Institut and Director of Dinosaur Studies.  The cognisance of fairy tales is built into those disciplines that are represented at Delmonte.   It would be absurd, surely, to have a University Department of ‘What Goes On’, a Department of Everything.  If it includes everything , then, surely, it cannot be a department.  Similarly our University, though it stresses the importance of keeping an eye on everything when focussing on a topic, would consider it absurd to have a department of  What Went On In The Past.  So there isn’t anyone in the Federation with the specific duty of telling Fairy Tales ..except Lila’s granddaughter , maybe, in the context of Dinosaurs.   But Lila’s granddaughter,  nevertheless approached me:  “It’s become so confusing”, she lamented, “that we need an accomplished liar to manufacture for the honkies an entertaining tale that does not stretch beyond their narrow limits of comprehension.”.  The raconteur’s art is beyond the limited comprehension of Lila’s granddaughter.  I have very limited pretensions as a lawyer.   But I wouldn’t wish to leave Lila’s grand-daughter in the lurch.





Scientists such as Lila’s granddaughter lack imagination.  We Ace Raconteurs are not arachnodactylists or liars.   We do spin, I suppose, and may borrow a theme.   But we tell our own stories, not other people’s.  We do not find ourselves staring at a video screen, discovering that we have written ‘taxpayers’ or ‘Lila’s granddaughter’ thirty five times in the same short paragraph and looking up Roget’s Thesaurus for thirty four alternatives.  Whether true or false, we would never produce such a script.  If the facts undermine our literary style or artistic presentation, then the facts are changed.  This is not deliberate, but automatic, inherent in the art of the raconteur.  It is persecution, therefore, to be commissioned to repeat histories every word of which is already well-known to the entire population of the Maltezas.  But I will risk my reputation for the sake of  Lila’s granddaughter.  After all, I did so for her grandmother!                                                                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                           


We Ace Raconteurs are a persecuted tribe.  Footballers spend their life playing football, musicians playing music, comedians playing the fool and celebrity beauty queens playing up to photographers, sniffing glue in nightclubs.  We Ace Raconteurs spend our lives in front of a typewriter with our window to the real world exterior to our encarceration limited to the adjacent Late Edition of the Killarney Blarney.   We don’t really.  I don’t suppose any of you have ever set eyes on a typewriter.  We sit in front of  a keyboard connected to an electric machine which can’t process words at half the speed of the ancient hand-powered devices.  But this is a case in point.  ‘Typewriter’, even though nobody has the remotest idea what one looks like, remains traditional and sounds better.  But we are obliged, very occasionally, to venture outside, to pretend to live the lives of our fictional heroes and to be seen to do so.  It is not that easy to think up a good stunt in the real world.  But, because we are unfamiliar with that real world our conduct is eccentric and because we are Ace Raconteurs and celebrities and are expected to be rogue adventurers, the punters build our faux pas into their own fantasies.  Then, because of the fictions the punters have manufactured for their own amusement, we find ourselves victimised.





Why is this presentation so much overdue?  When I received Lila’s granddaughter’s message I duly sailed up to the Palais, on the Loch Skegness, in a high speed motor launch flying a Haitian flag, accompanied by the comely Ms. Minerva Miniskirt, with a white attache case chained to my wrist enscribed in large red letters: ‘Topmost Secret Polonium’.  We were, of course, intending to be seen.  As Mina was mooring the launch, instead of approaching the main entrance I raced to a side-door.   As I was picking the non-locked lock, I found myself arrested by Dr. Eugene Karadzic, who had been strolling on the beach.  I am an eminent citizen of  Knossos.  Eugene knows who I am!  Nevertheless I found myself for three weeks interned on Alcatraz Bay while some Chinese woman was accusing me of being some person called the Tooth Fairy and of being in possession of some weapon of mass destruction called the Human Gnome!                                        


                                                                                                                                                                              


Then I even found myself arraigned before the International Court on the Isle de Fouchette.   I was only released because Ms. Lydia Lodj chose to appear on my behalf proclaiming that by virtue of the ‘Constitution of the Etats Unies’, supposedly the determinant of human rights, it was an ‘inalienable right of  the individual to possess weapons of mass destruction’.   This is to enable folk to defend themselves against gangs of criminals armed with WMDs.   What had the Etats Unies got to do with it?  Supposedly they had won some war.  It is the inalienable human right of the winners of wars to determine what are human rights,and to possess and deploy WMDs, whereas on the part of the losers this becomes a ‘crime against humanity’.  But, whatever war this may have been, it was not one in which the Federation was in any way involved.  Nobody had suggested that I had thrown this imaginary WMD on any innocent passer-by.   So I hardly qualified as a winner with human rights.   No such winner would even appear in a Court of Law!  But I did qualify as a friend of the presiding judge, Mme. Georgina Whipcane, who is Chairman of the Governors of the famed Caledonian St. Trinian’s Academy and deprecates the perpetual persecution of its alumni.                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                             


The libel of the alumni never ceases!  While detained on Alcatraz I had occasion to lay hands on a copy of the Killarney Blarney.   Boofy Boothby, it informed me, was a handsome bisexual Don Juan who had it off with the Duchess of  Stockport and Reggie Kray.   I would not wish to malign Boofy, but I doubt that he ever saw himself as a resplendent Casanova.  On the next page there was a piece on my fellow Ace Raconteur and eminent descendant of the pirate Lewd Greed, Don Graeme Carlton-Greed.  Graeme,  supposedly, was a handsome bisexual Don Juan who had it off with the Duchess of Stockport and Reggie Kray!  I am not repeating this earth-shattering information with the aim of offence to Lila’s granddaughter or Milor Mpairon whose former residence in Missalonghi was my home before I moved to Knossos.   My own heroes are in the style of  Milor Sneg, spend all their time swindling and have none left over for hanky-panky, but handsome bisexual  Don Juans and Juanesses make excellent story book characters.  Their sales figures prove that Handsome Bisexual Don Juans and Juanesses are much appreciated.   The real crime of the alumni is that they are not cut out to be handsome bisexual Casanovas.                                                    


                                                                                                                                                                           


The Killarney Blarney was a mine of information!    I am loth to confess that there was a time I was a pommie Nu Laeba Member of Parliament.   But I didn’t take politics too seriously.  It may have been my job to persuade folk to buy peerages.  I can’t remember.  It was a long time ago.  If so, I can understand my successor, the Milor Levy, coming in for stick.  But I wasn’t even Jewish!  Nu Laeba depended in those days on what was called the Falklands Factor…or the Irak Factor.  In the local elections and the opinion polls Nu Laeba regularly came a poor third, behind not merely the so-called Liberals but even the unelectable loonie-left socialists whose eccentricities have become respectable and commercialised in the hands of the Greeds.  But then, on General Election day, we would win with a handsome margin.  The extra ten per cent was called the ‘Irak Factor’.  The Mad Monk would assure me that this factor consisted of the postal votes of four thousand of  Boofy’s Zimbabwean friends, registered residents of  Larner-Burke House, 57 High Street, who had never set foot in pommiland.  I assumed this to be fantasy.  After all, I had no inalienable human right to vote in Zimbabwe’s elections – even though the Killarney Blarney has since informed me that Mr. Larner-Burke recently voted in Harare, for their President, the Rev. Dr. Ian Magabwe, no less than two hundred and seventeen times.   But the Killarney Blarney also informed me that President Gorgo of the Royaumes Unies is intending to withdraw ‘the inalienable human right of  Irish and Commonwealth Citizens to vote in pommie elections’.   I can understand that with the retirement of  the Rev.Dr. Ian Magwabwe there is a need to cut down on votes and that with the ‘EU citizens’ joining the fray the supernumerary votes beyond requirements may be a strain on the Nu Laeba purse meriting the confiscation of a dozen Northern Rocks.  But neither I nor anyone else in the RU even knew about this inalienable human right and now, since they never knew about it, the pommie press is not bothering to tell its readers that the privilege of being flooded out in their own elections is to be partially withdrawn.                                                                       .                                                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                              











 The Dinosaurs who first visited our planet, in their primitive nuclear powered spaceships,  were enterprising tradesmen, enterprising even by the standards of Dinosaurs, in search of  fuel for their nuclear power stations.  The exhaustion of their fuel supplies, however, precipitated, on their planets in the Transylvania Galaxy, an intractable level of global worming and torrential downpours of water shortage.  A fleet of spaceships led by the eminent scientist Dr Nho, in his flagship, the Ark Royal, led a an expedition of such unusually even by Dinosaur standards entrepreneurial Dinosaurs who established Terra as their permanent home, or at any rate, home for next ninety million years  The terrestrial Dinosaurs, however, eventually became lazy, came to rely on the reservoirs of  oil in the mountains of Belsize and beneath La Minge, the channel of sea-water that transects the island, spent their days gambling plastic tokens in their casinos and decorating their favourite Incas with gold ornaments.  Productivity amongst the dinosaurs became restricted to continuous ‘refurbishment’, destruction of their previous achievements, and covering of the earth with plastic.  Even that was done by Incas rather than Dinosaurs.  Eventually the Dinosaurs got fed up and departed back home in their spaceships,  again under the leadership of  Dr. Nho, leaving only a few palaeosaurs on their former capital, Belsize Island, and in the surrounding sea, and also on and around the Gulag Archipelago.  The armada of departing spaceships emitted a great cloud of smoke which covered the earth and precipitated a great prolonged era of  global warming.  The plastic all melted.  All that remains of the Dinosaurs is a few bones from the earlier years of the Dinosaur empire,  a few stone public lavatories that escaped the refurbishment, the token presence of palaeosaurs in the Federation and surrounding seas and the University of  Delmonte.   The Dinosaurs soon after their arrival set up the University of  Delmonte  (as Montmandie was then called) in order to train the highly intelligent Inca yahoos to be engineers in the Dinosaur spaceships.   The University has maintained its pre-eminence in science and technology ever since.  On departure of the Dinosaurs, their emperor, Dr. Nho, left the University in the custody of  Chief Ponchobolero of the Incas.. who passed on the responsibilityto his pro-active daughter, the Princess po Lune (which name means that she was born during the night – whereas Princesses Goldenlay were born on haystacks as the sun was shining).








At any rate, so has been carelessly written in older textbooks.  It is not that Dr. Nho did not transmit to the yahoos on Delmonte an accurate account of what had been and was happening.   We now know that the Maltezas became geographically isolated from the degenerating Dinosaurs on Eastern Honkiland who were ruled by the arachnodactylist Don Smart Alek while the Scientists on the Maltezas, still acknowledging the wisdom of  Dr Nho, retained their physical and intellectual vigour.  Also, the degenerate Dinosaurs, over the millions of years growing larger and larger, the growth rate much accelerated by their malnutrition and sluggish metabolism, became too big to live on our islands.  The Scientists departed with Dr. Nho on the spaceship Ark Royal.   The pundits, seven years later, when they too decided, in a panic, to leave, blew up with their updated improved modernised cardboard spaceships on  (attempted) takeoff.                               


                                                                                                                                                                              


                                                                                                                                                                    





                                                                                                                                                                                             





It is well known that the Isle de Belsize is surrounded by rocks.  The inhabitants, if, say, they wish to traverse the twenty kilometers to Knossos,  can travel by submarine, through the tunnel that may be entered beneath the Loch Skegness and runs under La Minge, or they can climb down the steep cliffs that surround the island and then, either immediately or after traversing causeways amongst the rocks at low tide, hitch a lift on the back of a palaeosaur.  For the journey back, a Pterodactyl may be more convenient.  Or they can swim.  But Belsize cannot be reached by surface vessel.  There is thus a long history of honkie pirates being shipwrecked on the surrounding rocks – and being rescued by the Ichthyosaur Skegnessie, who has served the Princesses Goldenlay down the millenia.





In more recent times Belsize was visited by Julie Kaisar, who got lost during his expedition to Ultima Thule, and also by the Scandinavian adventurer, Sven Goran Erikson, who went astray when sailing to visit his friend the Princess Omlette in Helsingor in Vinland.  Omlette had e-mailed Sven to inform him that all he had to do was to follow the coast after departing from Norwich in Swetland and ignore the first Helsingor he came to, since that was in Daneland… and that then it would eventually be straight on..  You can’t miss it!  Or he could have followed the road signs put up for the guidance of  mariners ..But he turned West instead of East.  When he saw Belsize he supposed it to be Vinland, rode straight ahead and didn’t miss it.  At any rate, he didn’t miss the rocks.  Erikson was resued by Skegnessie, the Incas repaired his ship and, when he departed, he left the useless map with the Princess Goldenlay – and it is still preserved at Port aux Bicyclettes, which at that time was still known by the Dinosaur name Skeg Ne, in the Library of the Palais d’Orleans.                             


                                                                                                                                                                                                





Skegnessie was later obliged to rescue the Italian pirate Christofero Colombo - with his crew and shipmates.   Colombo was given the nickname ‘Coulomb’ because when he fell out of his ship he collided with an electric eel.  That is how King Ponchobolero knew he had arrived.   These eels patrol our cost and emit a display of pyrotechnics whenever they detect and collide with a pirate.  The pirates, however, were inconvenienced by an outbreak of their Draculosis, or melodramatically yclept Black Death.  Some suggest the honkie distemper or  morbilli nigri infected the Incas, changed strain and then returned to the honkies with devastating effect.  Draculosis perists in our island as a harmless disease carried by our vampire bats.  We have an inherited immunity which is enhanced when we are further immunised by a mild attack of the disease in early life.  I say ‘we’ because Inca physiology, physiognomy and personality is automatically acquired with residence in the Maltezas.   Colombo, on arrival, appeared to refer to our island in his own language as ‘Asia’ – or maybe he was just sneezing because of a mild attack of Draculosis.   He should perhaps have been kept more securely in quarantine.   Next thing, Colombo  married his cabin boy, Indio Jones, and decided that our island was called India.  But Indio rapidly succumbed to the distemper.  So Colombo married his Ghanaian servant, Afrigga Muscaria, and our island became ‘Africa’.  But Afrigga succumbed too and Colombo then married her younger sister, Amerigga,  and the island became ‘America’.  She too died of the plague but the Incas had rebuilt the pirates’ ships and Colombo returned back home, without marrying the youngest sister, Amanita Muscaria (reclassified posthumously as  Saint Mandy) who had befriended the Princess po Lune, the island’s Medicine Woman, and remained on the island. 








Amanita devoted her life, together with her Sisters of  Chastity, to the needs of  mariners shipwrecked off our shores.   It was Amanita who erected the flashing red light, now on top of the Tour de Piffel on Montmandie, which serves as a warning to the approaching pirates and mariners.  To errant mariners, however, this pharos might appear less of a warning than an invitation.  The Welsh pirate, Captain Morgan,  even referred to Amanita and her lighthouse as the ‘Fat Moggy’ or ‘Fata Morgana’ – the sea-witch who, by enticingly flashing a light, enticed mariners to a rocky doom.   The Fata Morgana is the same thing as the Ignis Fatuus to which Lila’s granddaughter  referred in connection with Leprechauns burning methane emitted from Irish bogs.  Lila’s granddaughter’s friend, the Princess Rogan of Merciavostok, is also sometimes known as Morgana.  So perhaps they are related.  When Morgan was eventually enticed, however, he had no complaints about the hospitality.   Another grateful guest was pommie pirate, Don Wally Rally.  It was following his visit that Skeg Nez came to be known by the honkies as Port aux Bicyclettes.   Rally, while on the island, invented the ‘amphibious velocipede’.. a cart with its wheels surrounded by annular rubber sacks full of  helium.  Raleigh propelled the wheels with his feet, using a pedal that was connected to a bar that communicated with a short rod connected eccentrically to a wheel (much as with the coal driven railway locomotives then already used in and around our Polonium mines).  Lila’s granddaughter, maybe, knows the correct terminology whereby to describe this contraption.  The velocipede could travel both over the rocks and over the sea but there is no evidence for the claim that Rally and his crew, rather than being shipwrecked, or in addition to being shipwrecked,  entered the island, over the mountains, on velocipedes ..or, for that matter, centipedes.  It was Amanita who adapted the amphibious velocipede into the ‘vertical bicyclic giroscope’ and, also, for terrestrial transport, the somewhat similar ‘all-steel bicyclette’.   It was also Amanita who constructed the first centipede, which in the absence of palaeosaurs would have been a plausible device for carrying heavy weights across the mountains.  The Scandinavian Horatio Nilson and the pommie Franscisco Draco were amongst the other pirates shipwrecked on the rocks surrounding Belsize.  In all cases the Incas rebuilt the damaged ships of the marooned pirates and then sent them on their way.                                                                                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                           





When Rally left, three families of  Gothic stonemasons, who had joined Rally’s expedition because they belonged to the same lodge, applied for political asylum.  There were arguments in honkieland between the supporters of rival high priests of the Italian God.  The stonemasons therefore remained on Belsize and supervised the building of the massive cathedral on Delmonte, as it then was.  An army of  pleisiosaurs carried from the island of  Portland in the Gulagapos rocks that had been laid down through the accumulation of dead plankton when the Dinosaurs poisoned the seas by lacing their sewage with disinfectants.  When the Cathedral had been built, we then needed a Saint.  The Maltezas are long way from Italy and, therefore, we had no Saints.  It turned out that it was advisable for a Saint to be a virgin and to have performed a miracle.  Amanita was a virgin… probably… at least some of the time.. and so she qualified on both counts.  The Italian religion also requires its saints to be dead.  So posthumously Amanita became Mandie, the virgin patron saint of  Belsize.  











The honkey pirate Lewd Greed, as a matter of fact, was never a guest of  Saint Mandy on Belsize.  He landed, a few million years after the departure of the Dinosaurs, with nefarious intent, on the Isle de Fouchette.  His estate, following his, from his point of view, untimely decease passed, therefore, to the Responsible Murder Trust.  The Trust is still based on Fouchette.  Greed was the first of a long line of  honkie sex-tourists who have come to Fouchette to be murdered.   Honkies scathingly assert that our Federation is full of  ‘moralists’ who take ‘stances’ described as ‘extremist’.   Lila’s granddaughter, Mr. Osama bin Ladin, the Brigand Tung,. the Imam Idi Amin, and the Very Rev Dr. Lesbia Funkie-Gibbon, the Primate of Belsize, to name only a few, and, of course, Fatima Patel and Fanny po Lune, whose influence has become more evident in recent months, insist that there is no such a thing as a responsible murder.   And, of course, the Emil Moshe Ramoshe of  Midian.  This is as per the stone tablets handed by Godzilla to Moshe and Moron, but this literal interpretation is even revolutionary since it has been generally believed that the edicts are valid only within the limitations imposed by the government or by those who successfully transgress them.  Revisionists have supposed that the validity of conduct can be determined by the immediate response of  Godzilla – and governments and winners do tend to govern and win.. and to write their own history.   If this new fundamentalism is justified, then this does suggest that Lewd was not murdered, which is bad news for a deceased honkie who has paid what he supposes to be good money for that to be accomplished.  Nevertheless, this charitable body, to which Mr. Clever Dick, in accordance with the Subacute Combined Degeneracy Code, which is not mandatory in the Maltezas, donates annually the equivalent of  several million pommie pfunt (as valued at the beginning of this sentence), has been renamed the Responsibility in Murder Trust.                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                                





 Saint Mandie agreed to the request of  the Emil Minihaha (known to honkies, who are not too hot on geography, as the last of the Mexicans – though Mehico is actually somewhere else) of Fouchette that Mandie become trustee and executor of the Greed estate.   Saint Mandy devoted the fund to the establishment of the annual Lewd Greed Oration at the University of  Delmonte.  Not that any money, whisky, glass beads, polonium or whatever was required for this purpose.  There has never been any use for money and trinkets on Belsize, though so many pirates had been shipwrecked that the island even then had great stores of it.  But Mandie thought that she had to make a show of using the legacy to some purpose .. as a mark of  Inca gratitude to the munificent pirate.  The Lewd Greed Oration is delivered by the most eminent proactive macroeconomist of the day on the theme (however remotely) “Why did the Dinosaurs Depart?” or, as Mandie preferred to phrase it, “Why did the Dinosaurs remain so long?” and, since this is an inseparable question, “When will the Dinosaurs return?”.   It is an Inca tradition that they will return.   There are still Dinosaurs on and around the Maltezas and, in that sense, they never left.  But the question is when will they return  as inhabitants of the entire globe or as a dominant civilising force.





Schoolchildren on the Isle de Belsize when they are awarded their seventh doctorate by the University are said to be ‘greedorated’.  This is because those who then wish to attend the public lecture rather than watching it live on any of seventy two state television channels may do so, in the following twelve months, or on one subsequent occasion, or, if there is enough room, any occasion,  as often as they choose, in the Presidential Box in the amphitheatre ..in which there are in any case seventy two television sets.  Belsize is not a large island (though our largest).  Our islands are numerous rather than large.  Also, Incas have a much longer expectation of life than honkies and a lower birth rate.  There are less than a hundred thousand children between the ages of seven and thirteen on Belsize and these can easily be accommodated in the enclosure.                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                                





In Mandy’s day, she herself was the world’s greatest pro-active macroeconomist and she, herself, delivered the Greed Orations.  The original videos of  Mandy’s orations are still stored in the library in the Palais d’Orleans and are studied by all local children prior to their embarking on their doctorates in economics.  Religious Orders modelled supposedly on the traditions of  Amanita Muscaria are known as the Madelines or Maudlins – a name considered synonymous with miserable personality.  Mandy might be supposed to have been a boring colourless character, a naked version of Florence Nightingale, bashing her Sisters of Chastity with a cat o’nine tails.  Mandy was, after all, the lady with the lamp – the flashing red light that now surmounts the Tour de Piffel.   Yet, on the videos, cats o’ nine tails are nowhere in sight.  The Sisters of  Chastity that surround the Saint are colourful and cheerful and the whole proceedings are conducted  informally and hilariously.  Mandy teaches in the style of  the former honkie Don Isaac Newton, occasionally and briefly scanning through the complexities of theory while entertaining the students with practical demonstrations.  Mandie wields transparent flagons full of proliferating bacteria which then perish in a sea of their own excrements.  Mandy makes the same point also while standing on a nest of termites in the university campus.  In her last oration she produced a replica of  an early Dinosaur Mars Shuttle, constructed by Don Wally Rally,  powered by minute velocipedes that were being ridden by trained termites .. who then, in the contraption, disappeared into the sky cycling off to Mars.  Nowadays the task of delivering the Oration – or of persuading someone else to deliver the Oration - naturally falls upon the Dean of  the School of  Economics.   Research in Economics was, of course, conducted at the University already in the days of the Dinosaurs and it was Don Isaac Newton whose wage-earning job was to be the first honkie Professor of  Economics or, at any rate, of  Business Studies –at Cambridge in the Royaumes Unies.   The first holder of the title of  ‘Dean of the Faculty of Economics’ in the University of   Delmonte, however, was the present Dean, Dr. Ernesto Guevera.              


                                                                                                                                                                                                  





Nobody has ever set eyes upon a ‘Willkommen zu Belsize’ reklam,  Nor are there any  Belsize posters in travel bureaux.  Nor any Belsize brochures, package tours or holiday hotels.   You might not find it too easy to get onto Belsize without an invitation and it has never been the island’s policy to attract tourists.   But we do have tourists ..in their ridiculous honkie garb.   I suppose, at one time, I must have gone around in these ridiculous get-ups myself.  I live on Knossos.  But apart from the tourists on Billirici, which is really a separate island, and the students from Delmonte (and therefore Belsize) on the ranches, Knossos has a small population – and we regard ourselves as inhabitants also of  Belsize.   We all have duties for which apartments which we may occupy overnight are provided at the Palais d’Orleans (though not on the scale of the official residence occupied by Gloria Goldenlay, who is First Minister of Belsize, and Lila’s granddaughter).  Although the tourists are not invited, there are sufficiently few of them for us to get to know them personally and we treat them with civility.   Some even come to abide by local custom and discard the silly clothes.   We wear, outdoors, only our wide-brimmed hats.  When we go indoors, naturally, we remove the hats.  They cannot, after all, get through any except the widest doorways.   Tourists nevertheless rarely meet Ms. Jeanne Pucelle.  But they do at least leave knowing what Jeanne looks like.                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                             





There was formerly in the Place d’Orleans the Coulomb Coulomb, a stone statue of  the Italian pirate Christoforo Colombo mounted upon a tall cylinder of stone. .. an obvious target for Nu Laeba terrorists.   A Nu Laeba terrorist would stand no chance of setting foot upon Belsize, let alone of blowing up our beloved Coulomb.  Nevertheless, it was an obvious target.   That the Coulomb was an obvious Nu Laeba target we  published in all our newspapers.  We circulated leaflets throughout the island and put up a notice, in thirty seven languages, on the Coulomb itself.   We have upon Belsize no police, no laws and no crime.  Nevertheless we ordered that no schoolchildren were permitted to buy gelignite at Mr. Patel’s corner shop on the Plaza.  The schoolchildren took an inordinately long time to take the hint.  But the Nu Laeba terrorists eventually struck.  We woke one morning to discover that our beloved coulomb had vanished without trace.  Well,,not entirely without trace.  There was a considerable racket during the night and the Nu Laeba terrorists had hidden the Coulomb in a cave overlooking the Loch Skegness.  It was the Nu Laeba terrorists who had vanished without trace.  They had however generously left several enormous cranes built out of components stolen by the terrorists from the workshops of primary schools on Montmandie.  This made it easier for us to replace the coulomb with the giant effigy of  Jeanne Pucelle that now bestraddles the Plaza.  Ms Pucelle is described as a  Battle-Axe.  The Colossus was unveiled by the Grand Honkey, President de Gaulle, himself, revealing, though we had all seen the statue before in its entirety, its most spectacular feature, the anatomical battle-axe.  If the tourists fail to encounter Ms. Pucelle in person this is likely to be on account of  her current preoccupation, elsewhere, with her leadership of the Fucket Freedom Fighters.


                                                                                                                                                                                                





There are innumerable valuable historical archives in the Library of the Palais d’Orleans.  Actually, the originals are not stored in the library but in caves around the Loch Skegness guarded by ichthyosaurs and carnivorous cacti.  This is a precaution, though hardly  necessary, against activities akin to those of the Duchess of  Finchley, my boss during my regrettable days as a pommie Nu Laeba parliamentarian, in the Royaumes Unies – who burnt all the books in their libraries, replacing them by rewritten history in babies’ picture books more suited to internet generations.  We have, for instance, the famous Vinland map left by Sven Goran Erikson and thousands of copies of various editions of the Dinosaur text book of Physics ‘Gray’s E- Lurgi’.   The Memoirs of  Hiawatha date from the latter Dinosaur era.  This Hiawatha, who is known also as Crazy Bitch,  is an ancestor of the similarly named contemporary of  Saint Mandy.  Crazy Bitch uses language and symbols similar to those in the much more modern Memoirs of Kung Fu:-                                                                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                                   





“Perhaps,”,  so writes Crazy Bitch, in a translation provided by Lila’s team of students, “when the Dinosaurs gave their pet monkeys primitive canoes and weapons, they supposed they were dishing out harmless toys or conducting some experiment in animal psychology!  Although I live now on the island of Vu Jing (Fouchette), some many leagues off  the coast of my native continent of  Ko-Lah, I find myself returned to humanity after having been kidnapped by the big-nosed monkeys..  My brothers, before they perished, expressed the belief  that our mother  had sold us to the monkeys.  But our mother  would have hardly have thought we were hers to sell.  The monkeys would have been to stupid to conduct such a transaction and they would have had nothing of use to give our mother in return.  My new friends on Vu-Jing have even invited me to help in the administration of their island, in the precautions against the threat of long-nosed vermin and in the rooting- out of  honkie infiltrators, ….not that it is difficult to recognise a monkey.”    [The word ‘monkey’ is derived from honkey and is regularly used specifically for the degenerate long- nosed variety].                                      


                                                                                                                                                                                                       





“It might be thought”, Crazy Bitch continues, “that the rhinomegalic pests are so stupid that they can be easily controlled and even trained to perform some undemanding duties on the plantations.  But they turn out to be completely useless.  Even if they are apparently trained, we must not forget the inborn nature of these aberrations, deficient both in morality and in intelligence.   They have an obsession with the accumulation of gold and of worthless trinkets.   They are too lazy and stupid to dig up their own gold   They have to steal the baubles worn by the lowest status women within our poorest, most backward and most hierarchical tribes, tribes that are hidden away on the mainland in infertile deserts too inaccessible for them to receive regular sustenance from their more fortunate sisters.   These squaws within these remote impoverished settlements might be willing to adopt a monkey.   Their monkey could perform tricks or lie down looking pretty and hungry, adorned in its mistresses trinkets, when they go begging in the plaza.   Even if not so, it would be no loss for the lady to hand over her trinkets.  If they were worth anything she would already have exchanged them for food or drugs.” [Ornaments are considered vulgar amongst Incas and only the poorest and least cultured members of the poorest and least cultured tribes or social classes are adorned in gold trinkets].                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                                            





“However,”, Crazy Bitch tells us, “the animals do not bother even to ask.  They mow down our women with their primitive weapons .. and the men and everybody else.  Not just once but twice!  Before they have even ripped off the jewellery from the dead and dying it proves that the monkey’s inborn delinquencies have been inadequately satiated by their cabin boys.  All this is  performed in, even by monkey standards, confusion – induced through inebriation with their fire water.  We must remember that filling of one monkey canoe with gold requires the murder and rape of  millions of  Incas.  It is a consolation maybe that as soon as the pirates leave they are themselves robbed by the Pommies.  We have even been visited by Pommies who try to ‘sell’ to us glass beads stolen from our squaws in exchange for the Cinchona and Koka-Kola leaves which they use to treat draculosis.  [So, I suppose, it must have pre-dated Colombo].                                                                                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                            





“We are fortunate”, Crazy Bitch concedes,  “in being a highly advanced and prosperous tribe with no use for worthless baubles.  What gold that is found in the waste-bins is transferred to dumps within the caves on Po-Til”   (Belsize)  “which is inaccessible to monkeys.  It is a mixed blessing that the long-nosed pests are too stupid to realise that a sea full of islands will also be full of rocks.  Our island does not have the natural defences of  Po-Til.  But we have no intention of retreating to Po-Til abandoning Vu-Jing to the monkeys who might then even settle down and stay!”





Despite this, Crazy Bitch then tells us that the tradition of  hospitality on Vu-Jing compels its denizens even to extend to itinerant animals a warm welcome.  Other than some harmless bats and birds, ‘itinerant animals’ would normally have been whales or fish or others that do not climb ashore.  If the pirates survived the rocks and the warm welcome,  they were then entertained in Italian-style restaurants by hostesses adorned in the honkie fashion, disguised, for instance, as rabbits (rural rodents formerly common in the colder climates of honkiland)..  Hiawatha insists that the honkeyfied version of his island’s name, Fouchette, is an abbreviation for the advice given by the hostesses when serving the spaghetti “fork out and off!”.  But Dr Charles Darwin, Professor of  Etymology – or maybe Entomology – at the Institut of  Pommie Studies on Montmandie tells us that Crazy Bitch may be no more reliable than Dr. Fowler.                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                                         





Even in the days of  Crazy Bitch versions of  just about every language were spoken in our Federation.  Numerous Inca words are adopted into honkie languages.  There may be several versions of  pronunciation, meaning, spelling and alleged derivation.   Sometimes the words are originally Inca, adopted by the honkies in some distorted form, and then readopted and changed again by the unsuspecting Incas.    The adopted Inca words that appear in honkie languages, which are regularly mistranslated,  for the most part, in their original Inca form, all mean the same thing.  Thus ‘pidgin english’ does not mean, as Brewer’s Frase and Phable suggests,  “Welcome great gods from the skies!”.   The Dinosaurs came from the skies and maybe the honkies referred to them as gods.  The correct translation is ‘goodbye {or ‘be gone’] honkey’.  The Chinese Creole of  Belsize is particularly difficult to transliterate into honkie languages.  It depends rather more on the variations in sound and pitch (that is, frequency) of the vowels rather than the consonants which may even be unintelligible or inaudible to the honkie … so that when Vu-Jing words have been  introduced into honkie languages they may bear little resemblance to the original.   There are thus several alternative spellings and supposed derivations of  ‘Fouchette’.   Formally the spelling ‘Phukit’ was preferred, rhyming with ‘bucket’ – the theory being that the pirates demanded that the squaws produced their jewellery in a bucket .. asking merely ‘Bucket?’.  The residents supposed that this was honkey for ‘Hello!’ and came themselves to address the honkies with this word whenever they encountered them, but pronouncing it in a more Sinic manner.  The pirates then thought that the natives were telling them the name of the island!                                                                                                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                                               





 We say that Mr Clever Dick is the owner, administrator or even President of the Isle de Fouchette…as well as generous donor to many third world and backward economies – including the Royaumes Unies.  As a matter of fact, he ‘controls’ only a small region of the island, if any at all.   Ms. Jeanne Pucelle’s current pet project is her leadership of the FFF (Fucket Freedom Fighters).  This may seem paradoxical.  The Federal Government, surely, is a strong supporter of  Mr Clever Dick, whose revenues swell the Federal exchequer.  But at the same time,  Ms. Pucelle is operational director of the International Joan of  Arc Office which, in turn, owns the Isle de Belsize and is based at the Palais d’Orleans.  The Federal Parliament meets at the Palais d’Orleans and Ms Gloria Goldenlay is First Minister of  Belsize as well as Federal Finance Minister.  It sounds as if whatever are Belsize government polices must also be Federal government policies and that both the Island and the Federation support Ms Pucelle’s FFF.  Our government, surely, would be unlikely to hand over to the gorilla bandits, intent upon wresting control of  Fouchette from the government ally Clever Dick, the surplus used armaments dumped upon us by the G8, or, at any rate, fail to secure the doors of the warehouse on Vesuvius Island.  We don’t any more!  Now, to make it easier, we store the G8 surplus armaments in a shed on Fouchette.  It might also seem unlikely, since she is the rival government of Fouchette,  that Ms Pucelle would leave Mr Dick unmolested.  But there is no major paradox.  Ours is a liberal multicultural pluralistic Federation.  The FFF has no difficulty in co-existing with Mr. Dick – though Jeanne does sometimes stage some stunt to remind Mr Dick who is in charge.








Dr. Ernesto Guevara moved to our Federation to lend his skills as physician, surgeon and veterinarian to the FFF.  He was, of course, as the only medic on Fouchette, also obliged to attend to sex tourists murdered in Mr  Dick’s Non-Executive Hotel.  It was such a visit that presented Ms Pucelle an excuse for providing the doctor with a ‘protective escort’, surrounding the hotel with armed guards and sequestrating the Conference Room which Dr. Guevara had purloined as a mortuary.  Jeanne conducted an impromptu meeting of the Army Council in the Conference Room.  The entire FFF and population of the island is on the Army Council but whatever Ms Pucelle decides she has no difficulty in persuading.   “Is any of you an economist?” asked Ms. Pucelle.   What she had in mind was the recruitment of one of the Tum Tum Narcoutes whom Guevara had asked to assist with the post-mortems.  Tum Tums are famed for their interest in money.   But Ernesto’s hand immediately shot up.  So Ernesto was appointed the FFF’s treasurer.    The FFF may have little need for a treasurer, but it does, for instance, issue its own bank notes, used Pommie Pfunt endorsed by Dr. Guevara.  Cruz Che Pesos, as they are known, are readily accepted by hostesses employed by Mr. Dick.                             


                                                                                                                                                                                              





Dr. Guevara,  naturally, was asked to contribute whatever time that might prove available to the education of the students at  Delmonte University.   So Dr. Guevara, being an economist, was appointed Dean of the Faculty of Economics.  When he arrived for his inaugural lecture he was expected to discourse on the economics of the pharmaceutical industry.  The University has access to plenty experts on that but Dr Guevara was presumed to view the world from a different angle.  to fill in some of the gaps.  Dr Guevara expressed some surprise but proved willing to impart, in passing, his views on that but insisted on being supplied with whatever animals had been delivered to the department of veterinary sorcery to enable him to demonstrate his skills in surgery and to practical pharmacology.  The delay proved expedient.  The entire student body had departed shortly after the eventual commencement of  the lecture in Crocodile Duncannon’s Tardis for the longest space flight since the era of  Dinosaurs, five hundred and thirty seven years and ten seconds, and only just returned in time. It turned out that Professor Guevera had not said that he was an ‘economist’ but that he was a ‘communist’.  The confusion was resolved by the Faculties of  Economics and Sorcery being amalgamated and Ernesto being elected Dean of the combined union.





If Dr. Guevara is in fact a communist he is presumably also a macroeconomist and he is generally supposed to be proactive.  He has delivered the occasional  Greed Oration but it has become more the doctor’s responsibility to organise the Oration than actually to deliver it.  The University has not experienced  any difficulties in laying hands on a world’s greatest macroeconomist even at short notice.  Lila’s granddaughter, who is Dean of Sociology, has been roped in on several occasions a few minutes before the commencement of the Oration.  The audience considered this even a surprise bonus.  There might be others who recognise themselves as the world’s greatest economist.  But it cannot be proved that Lila’s granddaughter is not the world’s greatest economist or macro-economist.  This  negative qualification is not an unique distinction.  Mr. Nikodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikodemopoulos delivered the Greed Oration to which Lila’s granddaughter has referred not in 2006 but 2005.  The 2006 Oration was scheduled to be delivered by Ms. Goldenlay, Chancellor of the University, but Gloria whisked off to join her grandmother on a State Visit to Merciavostok.  Fourteen year old Ms. Fatima Patel appeared unexpectedly in her place.  Fatima is accepted as the world’s greatest microeconomist – but the proposition that she is a macroeconomist cannot be disproved.  The audience, nevertheless, were not expecting (though did not object to) a lecture on Muslim Relief and Trachoma – which turns out to be the same thing as Chlamydia  and causes blindness in Muslim populations persecuted by honkie multinational corporations.  The Faculty Dean is not the Professor of  Economics, which office is occupied by Dr. Milton Keynes, who, though we have several other Professors of Economics, is presumably the  world’s greatest economist. But the Pommie Pork Pie Industry, the subject of  a Greed Oration by Dr. Keynes, did not appear excessively macro despite it turning out that President Toby was one of the most prolific producers.  Myself, Milor Sagittarius Fantasticus , Principal of the Institute of Pommie Studies, on the Subacute Combined Degeneracy Code, Osama bin Ladin, President of the Banco Belsize Cayman International, on Money Laundering, Madamme Georgina Whipcane, Dean of the School of Business Studies, on the impact of the destruction of bamboo forests on global warming and Don Isaac Newton on the South Sea Bubble are more problematical.  But it cannot even be proved that I am not the world’s greatest economist.  Don Isaac, at least, was the world’s first Professor of Business Studies, having held at Cambridge the post now held by Ms. Whipcane on Montmandie.  But it is not immediately clear what connection some of these topics have with Dinosaurs





The Greed Orator is expected to be the world’s leading proactive macro-economist.  Although it may not be possible to disprove that some proposed orator is the world’s greatest macro-economist, it should surely be easier to discern whether he or she is ‘proactive’ or, at any rate, ‘pro-active’.  Lila’s granddaughter, apart from Ms. Goldenlay, has, in recent years, been the most frequent Greed Orator.  If it is accepted that she is the world’s greatest macroeconomist, or that this cannot be disproved, then, if she is also pro-active, she must be the world’s greatest pro-active macro-economist.  She is certainly very active – a very much active Dean and Professor, despite being the Federal Minister of Everything Else, and is very popular amongst students.  Her entertaining lectures are attended by staff and students from all faculties  and, because she attracts so large an audience, she is regularly scheduled to perform in the amphitheatre rather than the lecture halls or gymnasia.  Lila’s Granddaughter’s lectures are held in the amphitheatre, or officially so, also because, if arranged at sufficient notice, they are advertised outside the Campus, even outside the Federation, as ‘public’.  Naïve visitors require some venue that is readily located.  But Lila’s granddaughter, as do all the Professors at the University, prefers the peripathetic tradition of  Aristotle, Socrates and Saint Mandy – speaking in the open air.  Her own students, as were Mandy’s Sisters of Chastity, are during such excursions, in close proximity and have no need for radios ..but some members of the audience may be at a distance of several kilometres.  The amphitheatre carries the need for binoculars, television sets and transmission of sound via the magic whispering roofs.  The amphitheatre also has the drawback that, for instance, were Don Edmund Hilary to hold an oration on mountaineering,  the mountain would have to be transported to the amphitheatre whereas it would be more convenient and more entertaining to for the orator and audience to transport themselves to the mountain.  The amphitheatre, which, if necessary, can be entirely covered, lecture halls or gymnasia may be favoured during exceptionally severe hurricanes and we may arrange for lectures to be indoors to protect parties of  heliophobic melanin-deficient honkies but, assuming that a lecture is held indoors,  students prefer being crowded like sardines in the lecture theatres or gymnasia to the ample area of the amphitheatre.  So Lila’s granddaughter  is active.  But is she pro-active?  Students have a liberal definition of ‘pro-active’ and Lila’s granddaughter has a past record or supposed past record of pro-activity.                                                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                                         





Lila’s granddaughter would be guaranteed thousands physically present at her lectures, even tens or hundreds of thousands, even if she was scheduled to dance on the podium for forty seconds and then walk off  .. or just nod her head.  But the most frequent Greed Orator, apart from Saint Mandy,  has been the University’s Chancellor, Ms. Gloria Goldenlay.  It is not that Ms. Goldenlay is regarded by students as boring.  It is not that students have not set eyes on their Chancellor or have not exchanged words with her on the campus.  Gloria can hardly be described as predictable.  Her orations to students, if she actually arrives, are likely to be confined to some  brief announcement at some formal function:  “This University is pleased to confer upon Don Toby Liar an Honorary Doctorate in Taxation Studies”. Even then the students are surprised if  she is not called away on some official function before she has finished the sentence.   The Registrar does not even bother to put her name into the programme.. and if she turns up, then she turns up.. or maybe so.    This arrival may be followed., if she remains long enough, by a lecture that resembles a delivery by the governor of the Pommie Bank at their Mansion House.  Interesting though that may be to foreign journalists, they get transcripts – at least so after the event.  If the speech were published in advanced there might be a greater attendance, since the actual speech would not be that in the programme.  But even then the proceedings would be broadcast live on numerous TV channels..  Gloria can be a teacher if she wants to be.  Her talks intended for schoolchildren soon to take their preliminary examinations – the B.Sc (Econ) – prior to embarking on their doctorates in Economics – are well attended.  Ms Goldenlay does conduct, popular and well attended, though invariably at short notice,  seminars for students of  Economics and Politics.  It would be surprising if she did not.  All notables on Belsize – indeed, in the Federation – conduct such seminars.   Even President Mussolini.   Indeed, his seminars are a considerable attraction.  Benny does tend to be the stand up comic, delivering a monologue, rather than answering questions or encouraging discussion.  He has the habit, as is regularly the case with those who have a background in the Italian Empire, of ranting like Alf Garnet in some version of the pommie language.  But Benny has the great advantage that he does not take himself seriously.  And these seminars give him the opportunity of speaking off the cuff without his speeches being written by  Uncle Boris or  Ms Miniskirt and without their being  censored, while they are being delivered, by Ms. Goldenlay.  Apart from the aforementioned exceptions,  however,  Gloria’s lectures are not physically attended by an audience of more than a few hundred.  Nobody knows in advance when and if  Gloria’s scheduled orations will take place.  Everyone on Belsize is familiar with Gloria’s views.  Quite apart from the fact that everyone on Belsize knows everyone else, Ms. Goldenlay writes regularly in the Delmonte Economist and other magazines published weekly by the University.  All her writings and speeches can and are readily accessed from the University’s internet site.  Printed copies can be obtained at the University Library and, indeed, also at the Palais.  Because of  this,  because they are not expected to draw a large congregation, Gloria’s orations tend to be very advanced theory which, at her speed of delivery, can be only understood by the brightest students, like Ms Patel, when she was such a student, who in any case work in Gloria’s office and do not need this additional tuition. 





Nobody doubts that Ms. Goldenlay is the world’s leading macroeconomist.  But is she proactive?  It depends what is meant by pro-active.  When I was a student at St. Trinians there was no such word as pro-active.   There existed no pro-activity.  A progressive is a person who gresses forwardly.  Most people do suppose that the direction in which they gress is forwards.  A proactive, I suppose, actives forwardly.  He is the ‘information centre termite’ of  Saint Mandie’s etymological discourses.  He takes the lead, solves the problems, showing the rest, who retro-actively stand back in awe, how it is done.  At Saint Trinians we were empty vessels being impregnated with wisdom.   We were retro-active.  Not that I ever attended St. Trinians.. not as far as I can remember…                                                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                              





But ‘pro-active’ is considered incompatible with ‘battle-axe’. Ms. Jeanne Pucelle is renowned as a battle-axe.   The French are a dainty race, except for Jeanne and the Great Honkey.  So are the honkies in general, except for the Sassenachs.  Maybe Jeanne is really a Sassenach.  Jeanne’s anatomical battle-axe is unique.   We have a mountain on Belsize named in its honour.   But amongst the native Incas women outnumber men and Belsize resembles the Women’s Open at Wimbledon, only more so!   The twenty one stone herculean Gloria Goldenlay is not in the league of her grandmother, the Princess Goldenlay, but amongst girls of her own age she is the Queen of  Battle-axes.   But she is not the Mother of  Battle-axes.  Not even in Iraq.  Her daughter Vendredi is the exception.   Her adoptive daughter Fatima makes up for it.  She may seem merely a juvenile Yvonne Goolagong.  But she is still young.  In twenty years time she will be as massive as Gloria Goldenlay – though by then Gloria will be approaching the (present) weight of her grandmother.                     


                                                                                                                                                                              





Supposedly there exists a wimpish masculine variant of the Inca Squaw that is well represented in the retinue of  Gloria Goldenlay, a tribe of  ineffectual lady-boys hiding behind the muscle of their powerful protector.  They may seem so next to Gloria and they keep up the act.  But don’t you believe it!  Have you ever met Lila’s slim, elegant, beauty queen granddaughter, not unlike Naomi Campbell, not much taller, not much broader, face to face?   Lila’s granddaughter is a calculating machine, matched only by the pair of juvenile saints, in the body of a female Goliath.  If David fired a rock at the speed of light, Lila’s granddaugher would catch it and hurl it right back again!  Those famed film-star legs are the envy of  Wayne Rooney and Lila’s granddaughter shatters Wienerberger Bricks with a flick of her little finger.  Arsula is a regular pommie page three girl – but even with those photographs you can see that she more closely resembles Fatima Whitbread than Kate Moss.   The quiet, inoffensive Minnie Miniskirt, surrounded by her flamboyant colleagues – surely she is the boy-girl wimp?  Mina is the most accomplished gymnast in the Federation and were you to lay a finger on Arsula you would be catching the next plane back to honkiland – because we don’t have any hospitals in the Federation.  Not that Arsula could not herself perform this feat unaided.                                                                                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                            





The nymophomanic Marie Antoinette is blind.  So maybe you could resist her advances without a broken jaw?   I regret that the composition of this press circular has been a painful experience – even heroic.  I was dragged off to Alcatraz.  Then I returned to then Palais – only to be afflicted with a broken jaw.   Fanny prodded it here and there and then informed me that I could regard it as healed.                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                           


Maybe so!  But what about the sainted juvenile pair?  No more saints than Saint Mandie!   Sure enough, Fatima, Muslim or no Muslim, is going to live out her days with Fanny in the palace they are building for themselves on the planet Jupiter.   If I was going to be emperor of the universe, I’d choose to live out my days with Fanny po Lune!  If I was a younger man and determined to be eaten by a spider, I would choose Fanny po Lune!   They will never bully anyone, never fight any wars, never blow up any planets, live a life without sin!   The most powerful bulldozer and most cunning spider can bulldoze and spider the universe with the flick of an eyelash!   Fanny has enticed into her web the unfortunate Celery Kwean, who is about as masculine (by Inca standards) as you can get and no doubt has been proved on a hundred interconnected mainline computers to possess exactly the right genes… recruited by Fanny’s mother, supposedly to organise her Secret Service, as if she didn’t know what was going to happen!  Are they going to live happily ever after with Fatima on Jupiter?  Fanny is a po Lune!  When Celery has fulfilled his function, which won’t take too many days, she is going to exile him to the governership of  some planet the rest of us have never heard of twenty billion light years away!





The whole lot of them are battle-axes!  But as far as the Greed Oration is concerned, Gloria is the battle-axe and the rest are pro-active.   The students, however, are a broadminded congregation.  They are prepared to regard battle-axe-dom as complementary to, or even part and parcel of, pro-activity.                                              


                                                                                                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                                            


07620GRF.SAG, copy of Milor Sagittarius  Fantasticus, Villa Missolonghi, Isle de Knossos. 20.7.08                                                                                                                                                   
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