


07701WNC.GLY::From the Princess Goldenlay, via the Press Office of the Ministry of  Truth of the Free Colombian Trade Federation,  Palais d’Orleans, Port aux Bicyclettes, Isle de Belsize.





The  House Of Hammer Horrors!





The Princess Goldenlay, to focus upon the content of  the Lewd Greed Oration delivered last year by her granddaughter, Ms. Gloria Goldenlay, Federal Minister of Finance and First Minister of Belsize, produced a report on her own opening of the House of  Horrors, on the Isle de Fouchette, which is home  to the celebrated sculpture of Milor Davis, the Rnk Organisation’s King of Fat Cats.   The Minister has an interest in pommie corporations also in her capacity of Fund Manager of the Pommie Subsidiary of the Poncho Bolero International Pharmaceutical Corporations’ Pension Fund.  The Princess’s report, to Ms. Miniskirt’s embarrassment, extends over fifteen pages.  We did suppose that the antediluvian reactionaries whom we invite to these formal ceremonies just read a short speech we prepare for them, flash their grass skirts and don’t know what is going on and that this report by the Princess would be limited to a couple of lines of platitudes.   We have terminated the present circular at the nearest we can find to a natural break half way through and are deferring the remainder to a circular which we currently hope is to follow.   The Princess may be an old fogey, but she is the First Minister;s grandmother and she happens to be very popular in honkiland.  Gloria previously discussed the Rk Organisation in 06523RNK.GLY.








My grandniece, Little Minnie, Federal Minister of  Truth, asked me in July 2007 to contribute to the review of my grandaughter, also Gloria Goldenlay’s,  Lewd Greed Oration then recently delivered in the Amphitheatre  of the Delmonte University on Montmandie on the Isle de Belsize.  I have been asked again, eight months later, to glance through my contributions.  The Annual Greed Oration  explores the conundrum ‘Why Did The Dinosaurs Leave?’.  But usually somewhat remotely.  Little Gloria chose as her theme the ‘Greed Economy’.  Whereas Lewd Greed is a deceased pommie pirate, the Greeds are a powerful honkie political movement.   They are the old Unelectable Socialists but commercialised and turned respectable.  Even the King of Italy claims to be a  Greed.  The Greeds say that they view Economics from the point of view of the Earth rather than of the short term interest of the yahoos.  But ‘Greed’ comes also to mean the politics, economics or psychology of pretence.  Gloria chose to discuss what she saw as the decline or decadence of the pommie economy and to compare it with the very similar decline of one of its constituent corporations, the J RtR Rnk Organisation.  Both chose to sell off everything with the aim of converting themselves into a profitable casino.  Casino operation supposedly is high margins, easy profit, and therefore a greater boon to the economy than, say, much less profitable agriculture.  But now even the pommie Casino industry is foreign owned.  Gloria wishes to show us that decadence takes a very long time to reach fruition and that during the years of decline the punters persuade themselves they are doing very well!  They rewrite the theory to suit their end results.                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                                            


There is an adequate account of antecedent history of  the Rnk Organisation in Little Gloria’s press circular promulaged fifteenth months prior to the oration, 06523RNK.GLY, which relates the adventures of Machine Gun Kelly, seeking, on behalf of Mr. Big, a loan from Mr. Osama bin Ladin, President of the Banco Belsize Cayman International, and of the Rnk Delegation to the then most recent Domestic Market, Little Gloria’s monthly reception for honkie salesmen, with their refrain, borrowed from Caledonian Bard, Don Wally Scott’s, Lay of the Last Minstrel: ‘Sold! Sold! Sold!’.  Little Gloria’s oration has been fully reported and discussed in the world’s press and copies of the text are readily available from the University or the Palais.   Since Little Gloria was speaking off the cuff, she was referring to or was influenced by considerations or events which at the time were already to us well known.   The Rnk Organisation had been  celebrated at the opening of  Mr. Clever Dick’s House of  Horrors on Belsize and a delegation from the Rnk Organisation, not the nice Mr. Smith of the previous year, but new Directors, Mssrs. Burke and Hare, who presented us with a ‘capital payment’, had descended upon Little Gloria’s then most recent Domestic Market.  I will concentrate on these preceding events during which the themes of  Little Gloria’s oration were already apparent.     














Me shuffled seulsome as a shroud.  Just me and two hundred Tum Tums Narcoutes, who were lagging a long way behind now in their efforts to keep pace.  Me no time sign autograph!   Beneath  midday sun, over  roast seaweed, past  lengthy row  tents.  Snow White. Snow White. The Genuine Snow White.  Snow White From Siberia.  The Only Genuine Snow White.  Snow White’s Mother. Ah!  This was it! Let Snow White Tell Your Fortune!  I forced myself through the narrow slit.








“Spieglein! Spieglein auf die Wand!


Wer ist die grosste in das Land?”





“You are!.”, answered the mirror, “Oh! Noble Queen!  At thirty seven stones you still hold the world record.  But your Little Gloria, at twenty one stones, is rapidly catching up!   Snegurushka is nowhere in the running.. not even for fairest in the land… that’s .. let me see now… Yes!   Lila po Lune Fanievka Ivanova…the youngest of that name…”                                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                        


“Well!  At least we have proved that Clever Dick’s theme park is in functional order…though a trifle narcissistic.  Alright, Fanny!  You can come out now!”.  Fanny emerged from the box.  “We’ve got work to do!”, I informed Ms. Fanny po Lune, who had honoured us with one of her rare visits to the Federation,  “You have to hold the Hammer!”                                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                                        


Fanny grasped the Hammer and glanced at it disdainfully.  “Doesn’t look much like a Hammer to me!  More like a Tomahawk!”                                                                                                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                                           


“What?  Really?  Oh!  Yes!  How observant of you!  Mssrs Burke and Hare of the Rnk Corporation sent the gong all the way from Toriland, a gift to the Inca Nation to commemorate six thousand years of  pommie bronze-foundry.   They apologised that they didn’t have the Hammer because they had sold it to the Hispaniards.  I picked this up before I departed from the five hundred room wigwam!  I use it for chopping wood!”                                                                                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                                         


We strolled towards the podium as the orchestra struck up the Belsize National Anthem,  The Man Who Sold The World.  It used to be the Marseillaise but President Chirac complained.  If the yankees, pommies and Germans can share the same National Anthem,  I don’t see why we can’t have the same as the Transalpine Gauls.  After all, there are more Incas in Marseilles than there are Gauls.  But really we were all getting fed up with the Marseillaise and Chirac was a good excuse.  So we strolled towards the podium as the orchestra played The Man Who Sold The World.  Not a new experience for me.  After all, I have been Olympic Rodeo Champion for I can’t remember how many decades!  Though it has been mainly Marseillaise.





Fanny, as is required on these occasions, improvised an Inca Native Dance, or hip-wiggle, as she handed me the Hammer and as I enacted a convincing imitation of a non-overdressed, non-diminutive, non-emaciated non-white momma battering a pendant metallic timpano.  But then, simultaneously, I noticed a hole in the plastic and I experienced an unanticipated force.  I tried to steady myself in a dignified manner.. or, maybe I didn’t.  The sacrifice of comedy for the sake of dignity does not run in the family.  Not that I know what dignity is.  The pommie news-sheets insist it is something I possess.  I go their lands, surely, flashing my muscles, to amuse them.  So dignity must be the same thing as comedy.  But then they say Fanny does not possess this dignity.  So maybe it comes with increasing age or increasing weight.  My head collided with the gong, which shattered into smithereens.  At least this ensured that the pommie papers would all have the same photo and the same headline!                           


                                                                                                                                                                                  


I handed the Tomahawk, which was still in my hand, back to Fanny, who had not been distracted from her wiggle.  “Well then!”, I proclaimed, “I declare this House of  Horrors well and truly open!  No! Not yet!  Well, I suppose so!  First I’ve got to recite a speech and then, to be on the safe side, I’ll open the Palais d’Horreurs again!  Though I did visit it last week and was deceived into the illusion that it was already open!  Well.. third time lucky, maybe!  I’ll recite my speech and then you can stuff yourself with the samosas Mr. Clever Dick has generously provided.  Except for the pommies, of course, for whom there will be distilled water and a vitamin pill tested and approved by your Ministry of Food” ….So I recited a few words that appeared to amuse our guests, declared the Horror Palace well and truly open..  and then Fanny and I made a bee line for the samosas.. or that was our intention.








“I need a quote for readers of the Daily Sport of  Manchester!”, confessed Little Arsula - Ace Journalist, Ms. Arsula Undress , “How much would you say, in Pfunt and Pfennig , Princess Goldenlay, is this House of Horrors worth to the Economy of  Fouchette?”                                                                                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                                           


“I have come here”, I answered, “dressed in this absurd grass microskirt…See! Here! One purple coconut leaf! One pink coconut leaf! One scarlet coconut leaf!… with a coronet of painted condor feathers on my head and a pair of  buckets over my boobs, to read a speech written by Minnie Miniskirt’s granddaughter Minnie and to pose for the paparazzi under a palm tree in the traditional manner.  The Incas are a  race of hefty squaws who carry big buckets.  I am the heftiest and carry even bigger buckets.  But they are tight nevertheless.  So I am anxious to get it over with.  I didn’t come here to sit an oral examination in microeconomics and the exchange rate of the Pommie Pfunt..   What do I know about microeconomics, the pommie pfunt or politics?”                             


                                                                                                                                                                                    


“A great deal, I should imagine, as a former Federal Minister of Finance, former First Minister of  Belsize and Belsize Island’s current Head of State…”                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                                     


“You didn’t read it!”, interjected Minnie’s granddaughter, Minnie.                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                      


“Didn’t I? I remembered the bit about ‘We welcome our guests from the degenerate nations.  This House of Horrors represents the achievements not only of President Mussolini but of our entire Federation’.”            


                                                                                                                                                                                            


“I wrote nothing about Billy Butlin, Milor Sainsbury, Jack the Ripper, Anthony Eden and the rest of the hagiarchy…”                                                                                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                                   


“You wouldn’t have, my dear!  You never met them!”                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                                                     


“Am I?”, I replied to Arsula, “I retired a long ago!  If we have a Head of State, it’s Mr. Gabriel Archangel, B.A., J.P..  But when you see Gabriel opening rodeo tourneys, launching space-ships or gadding around on State Visits, you will know the world is coming to an end!   I am, on occasion, granted such honours.   My granddaughter supposes that they keep me occupied and out of her hair.   When we retire, we retire!   It is not my ambition for my granddaughter to exile me to the Federal Ambassadorship on the Pensacola Mountains.   You should direct your questions to the right quarters.   Lila’s granddaughter,  Little Lila, is Emil.. that is medicine woman or witch.. of  Belsize, therefore Federal Minister of Everything Else, therefore Federal Minister of Culture.”                                         


                                                                                                                                                                                                       


“Never in my life”, snapped Little Lila, who is growing into quite a big girl now, “have I accepted any government office…”                                                                                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                              


“I didn’t suggest you had!  It comes with the job.  I don’t recall ever signing any piece of paper  when I took office as First Minister. …I never took on that office…. I just drifted into it… found eventually that I  was First Minister of Belsize and that my mother was ambassador in Indonesia… You cannot accept if there is no option of refusal…”                                                                                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                            


“Eigenlich nicht!”, snapped Professor Freud, “One only when of refusal no option exists accepts!”                    


                                                                                                                                                                                                           


“It amounts to the same!   You can no more refuse to be Emil than you can refuse to be the Delhi Llama.   A horse is a horse, a pig is a pig, a buffalo is a buffalo, a llama is a llama and an Emil is an Emil. Who is going to be Emil other than the Emil’s daughter?   You never had any objections to being Emil, did you Lila?”                    


                                                                                                                                                                                                          


“There was never any doubt about it… There was no choice… Nobody else… .”


                                                                                                                                                                                                  


“Exactly! .. and being Minister of Everything Else comes with being Emil.”                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                          


“Vendredi”, interjected fourteen year old Fatima Patel, “is not too enthusiastic at the suggestion that in the not too distant future she inherit the post of  First Minister!”                                                                                                                                                   


                                   





“I certainly am not!”, added Vendredi Goldenlay, who had dropped in on the Federation with Niki ‘Pip Panpierre’ Nikodempoulos to deliver some shoes.





“I was not making such a suggestion!”, I reassured Fatima,  “ A horse is a horse and a bird is a bird.   A horse has no desire to become a bird… and vice-versa.   We will see what happens and it is not for me to prejudice the will of  Lizilith… but impartial observers might be of the opinion that Vendredi is not a First Minister and that you are!”                                                                                                                                                                                    


                                                                                                                                                                                                


“The government of the people”, decreed Fatima Patel, “administrates the will of the people.  Nobody is born with the right to govern…”                                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                         


“Nobody governs anyone!  That is a honkie notion!  Was that a political speech, a tautology, for the benefit of the honkies?   We are fortunate that the Incas are an intelligent and well-informed nation.   Yet such sermons are heard in honkiland where everyone believes and  does what he is told and nobody dares contradict what they imagine is the collective opinion or that of their imaginary experts.   In honkiland the Parish Council may decide to elect the grocer.   Your uncle might be told that he no longer is the manager of his shop.  The member of some club might be appointed Lord High Grocer.. but your uncle will still be managing the shop.   The Lord High Grocer does not know how to groce.  The Incas are not afflicted by the honkie curses of  status and competition:.. ‘I am the leader!’. ‘I must be the captain!’ ..where ‘leader’ and ‘captain’ are titles or a public image or something to be written on a CV…or an honour or qualification that is bought as a capital investment that generates an income of pommie pfunt.   For us there is no reward for doing our duty other than that we are doing our duty..."      


                                                                                                                                                                                                


“In answer to your question,”,  Fanny po Lune informed Ms. Undress,  though if you were only to take the name to distinguish the identity you wouldn’t be able to tell the one from the other, “the erection of this monolith has turned nobody out of their homes, has not raised the price of potatoes by a single dong, is built on a barren rock and hasn’t even evicted any seagulls.   The seagulls can nest  in the Garden of Nepenthe on the roof.   There are no fitted carpets, fitted kitchens or double glazing.. or fitted or double anything else.. no fittings-up, no double-crosses…other than as exhibits.  No forests are being chopped down to heat these double-fitted exhibits. There is no car park…though, it is true, solar powered helicopters can land on the roof-lawn or on the seaweed surrounding the building.  The erection is not going to be demolished next year and rebuilt.  It is not even going to be advertised.  There is no need.  Every sexualist in honkiland knows that Fouchette is the most expensive and reliable place on earth for being murdered.  However you look at it, the value of the House of  Horrors to the Economy of Fouchette in pommie pfunt and pfennig is precisely zero ..”                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                              


“Which means”, added Fatima Patel, “that, from the point of view of  the Economy of Phuket, the Palace of Horrors is worth one pommie pfennig, or a million pommie pfunt, or a hundred thousand million pommie pfunt or any number you might choose to quote.. as the considered opinion of  Ms. Lila, known as Fanny, po Lune, celebrated in honkiland as the Worst Dressed Woman in the Universe.”   From the point of view of the honkie fashion industry she may be that.. the antithesis of  Vendredi Goldenlay, and certainly so at that instance, adorned in the traditional costume of  Belsize, the dress being in no way in evidence…apart from the wide-brimmed hat. 





“Notre Palais Magnifique des Horreurs’, so wrote Little Minnie in the leaftlet, “was promoted by Ms. Lila po Lune, in her capacity of Non-Minister of Culture,  with the aid of funding provided by Mr. Clever Dick, with the aim of helping pommie sex-tourists, yearning to devote more prime-time to their families,  to feel at home on the Isle de Fouchette.”





Then there is a picture of  Clever Dick, as boy, dressed in a grass skirt, leaning on a palm tree.  Did Clever look like that?  Is that Clever?  No, it must be a photo of  Little Lila taken twenty years ago… maybe in the pommie Kew Gardens….





“Amongst popular attractions is the Grande Public School Chambre, dominated by the giant effigy of deposed pommie dictator, Don Toby Liar, and standing behind him, since she was educated at a Direct Grant School, perhaps even not a genuine Public School and if she lived within the catchment area her dad may not even have paid, Toby’s mother and founder of  Nu Laeba, the Duchess of  Dulwich and Finchley, with her hands lovingly embracing her son’s neck.  Since his mother’s hands are otherwise occupied, Toby is carrying the indispensable handbag.





“The celebrated statue was sculpted by the famed Grecian artist Laocoon out of an oolite rock on the Isle de Salem on the Gulagapos Archipelago, within the Federation, and transported to  Fouchette by means of  Plesiosaurs  and the Centipede, a machine invented by Saint Mandy with the assistance of  pommie pirate, Wally Rally.  Laocoon’s previously most celebrated work, Three Christians Tormenting a Snake resides in the Palais of the Italian Pontifex Maximus on the Mons Vaticanus.”                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                         


‘With funding provided by Mr. Clever Dick’ is written for the benefit of the honkies.   We have internally a non-monetary economy and depend neither upon trade (nor tourism) nor upon the degenerate world’s currencies.  We did not require ‘funding’ to erect a Palais des Horreurs.   Little Minnie, rather, is emphasising Clever’s role in the project and that  Dickiland exists to screw the honkie sex-tourists.                   


                                                                                                                                                                            


Mme.Chirac, or whatever her name is, of course, was invited.   She was accompanied by this man who is trying to compete with her fame.   She insisted that the previously most celebrated sculpture was housed in her own La Louvre Palais… or maybe it was going to be her Palais.   This was embarrassing for Laocoon, since it implied that that he had produced several copies of the limited edition of one.   Laocoon evaded the question.   When the work was commissioned, he informed us, there were three rival Italian High Priests.  At least one of them was not even Italian and had his Palais in  Gallia Transalpina.  The sculpture represented three Christians.  The anaconda was merely added as a piece of string to bind the three figures together.   Laocoon did not add, as his excuse has implied, that he had manufactured three statues (or nine or twelve statues) each with a different bishop in the middle and that he had charged each of them, and maybe also the snake, the price of all three (or none or twelve) added together…that is, nine figures and three snakes.  After all, it didn’t matter.   The bishops, though probably not the snake, were passing  the cost onto their council tax payers who would not have wished to purchase a cheap shoddy masterpiece.                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                            


To enable Arsula and her professional colleagues to earn their honkie commissions, Little Lila and I were obliged to pose leaning on either side of  Toby Liar, while Fanny sat in the handbag… that is to say, with legs dangling, facing the cameras, resting on the flat upper surface of the rock that connects the two sides of the open handbag.                                                                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                             


It is easy to forget that Fanny and Fatima are well acquainted.   Fanny in recent years has been gadding around the world, or the universe, and is hardly ever at home.   We never know where she is.  Fatima, except for occasionally visiting her Uncle Ram or accompanying or representing Little Gloria on State Business, has remained in the Federation..  Fatima, when she moved into the Palais, chose to share the rooms on the eleventh floor, which is occupied by Little Gloria and Little Lila, which had been procured by Fatima.  When I say eleventh floor… I have never been into this secret den but I understand that it is mainly within the Battleaxe of the Colossa that bestraddles the Plaza and that when the giant effigy was constructed Fatima arranged for a private heliport to be incorporated.   I have always suspected that Fanny knows more than she admits about the demolition of the former Coulomb Coulomb by the Nu Laeba Terrorists Fanny is not an administrator, nor a charlady, but a witch…but, I suppose, to be a good witch you have to be a good charlady Fanny, at that time, had already absorbed all her mother’s arts of sorcery – and her mother outclasses even my Lila,  Little Lila’s grandmother, who could turn you into a frog at a glance, or without a glance.  Fatima, on the other hand, was a student of Little Lila’s at the University, only recently moved to the Federation from Merciavostok in pommiland, who had been imported into the Palais to be Little Gloria’s and Little Lila’s charlady.  It takes years to learn the arts of the charlady.  I know!  I had to go though it myself.  So too Little Gloria.   So Fanny has been roving around while Fatima has remained at home.  Nevertheless, Fatima and Fanny are well acquainted..   Fatima is expected, in good time, to take over as Emil and the Emil is expected to be well acquainted with the charlady.





Also, ‘eleventh floor’ is a moveable fixture.   The Palais is built so that its internal structure is variable.   As seen from outside, or from the Plaza, the eleventh floor is, for the most part, the eleventh floor, but from inside, as seen from The Office, there is considerable variation.                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                


I am assuming that the organisation has not significantly changed since my day except that Little Lila is forever importing more students into the Palais.   I sometimes get the impression that the entire University of  Delmonte and the entire population of  Haiti has been transported to the Palais.   You are informed that this circular is being despatched by Little Minnie, Minister of  Information, from the Ministry of Information or the Press Office.  In a sense it is, but actually Little Minnie when she sends out press circulars is sitting in ..or located in..what we call The Office.   The Office is wherever we happen to be.  So Little Minnie may be taking a stroll on the planet Jupiter.  But The Office is also a communal area in the Palais.  It is not the office of this or that or any person’s office, except maybe Little Gloria’s.  There is in the Palais a cylindrical space or lift-shaft approximately two hundred meters in diameter stretching from the lowest basement to the roof, across which cylinder there are around a hundred horizontal transparent plates or floors which can be moved upwards or downwards, usually so as to be continuous with a surrounding floor, or which can shifted sideways and out of current use.   The Office is situated on one of these transparent moveable disks..known, because they can be flopped into apertures at the side, as floppy disks.  We did not confine ourselves to our individual offices but, rather, worked collectively within The Office.   Staircases and high velocity lifts are built into the wall of the cylinder to allow rapid access to individual offices or rooms or floors provided for or procured by the users of  The Office.                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                 


The Office, in my day, occupied only a small area of the floorspace on a single disk.  Jeanne’s Office was sited on the same disk, though that may have changed.  There is, or so I assume, however, a Ministry of  Truth and probably even a Press Office in the Palais.   In fact, there will be several… a tree of offices extending through the Palais and throughout the Federation and throughout the world and throughout the universe.   I do not know whether Little Minnie has ever set foot in the Ministry of  Truth.   Everything nowadays is on automatic pilot.  The yahoo may only occasionally visit to consult the records .. and does not even have to visit to do that.                                                                                                                                                                    


                                                                                                                                                                                


We prefer, in the Federation, to work collectively rather than to confine ourselves to separate departments.   We do not have, in the manner of the honkies, cabinet meetings or committee meetings.   We are in continuous communication.  We may, I suppose, have the occasional committee meeting.. but it will just be an excuse for a party.. or maybe such a meeting might be set up to accommodate some outsider.   It is not our routine procedure.   Furthermore, we do not have an administratively separated civil service in the manner of the honkies.   If we send ourselves a memo we do not wait until our next formal gathering before dealing with it!  Furthermore,  we do not have limited working hours.   Everyone in the Federation is permanently on duty.   So every member of the Palais staff, including, for instance, all the representatives who may attend meetings of the Federal Parliament, have their own apartments where they may stay overnight or as long as required.                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                           


Why have I been telling you all this?  Oh, yes….. It might help to correct misconceptions but in this instance I was referring to Fatima and Fanny being well known to each other… and it might not have been too difficult to spot that they are well known to each other.   They can at times choose to mischievous and were overheard to be discussing  the installation of intergalactic nuclear missiles in a Palais, or maybe Ecocity, they were building for themselves on the planet Jupiter.  I suppose I cannot prove that Fanny and Fatima are not building a Palais on the planet Jupiter and that they are not arming it with intergalactic nuclear missiles.  But if they are building a Palais, that has been a well-kept secret… there exists no reason to suspect… and Fatima and Fanny have no interest in intergalactic nuclear missiles…or not for military use.  It is more likely that the story was invented for the benefit of  the flapping ears of  honkie journalists, maybe to distract them from their protruding eyes or maybe just to find out what reaction the story would produce.   It does seem to have produced a reaction.  The aforementioned photograph duly was distributed throughout the honkie press but the blurbs focussed upon the ‘the celebrated Inca pioneer’ and not ‘the undignified pose of  Princess Annibel po Lune, the worst dressed woman in the universe’.   She is actually Lila Faneivka, same as her mother, but the honkies call her Annibel.                                                                                                    


                                                                                                                                                                               


Oh, yes, that gets me back to the narrative.   Little Lila and I were leaning on either side of  Toby Liar in these comical grass miniskirts and feather head-dresses, keeping a straight face, while Fanny, without a straight face, with her legs astride, was perched on the handbag, brandishing the tomahalk, with a long-stemmed pipe in her mouth.   There was nothing in the pipe, of course, and Fanny had transferred her hat to the head of the Duchess of  Finchley (who was already wearing a hat, a smaller hat).   The effigy of  Toby Liar is just in front of the Eastern Wall of the Public School Room.. in the middle of the wall… that is, it rests on a plinth which rests on the floor and is equidistant from the Southern and Northern Walls.   It was then that we espied opposite to ourselves, against the Western Wall, an equally imposing statue of  some pommie non-executive director type.   I supposed at first he must have been some pommie sex-tourist who had been murdered on Fouchette.                                                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                                 


“Whoever is that?”, I called over to Little Lila.                                                                                                         


                                                                                                                                                                             


The two hundred centimeter  four hundred kilogram slim athletic celebrated beauty queen replied that it was some person called Davis or Davies.   “Read all about it!”, added Little Lila.                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                      


After the photographers had been supplied with their fill,  we strolled over to this mysterious statue.  Little Lila had appended a biography or explanation on the plinth.   I suppose Little Lila has also on Fouchette instituted schools of  literacy, or, as the pommies call it, Business Studies – we have one under the supervision of  Madamme Georgina Whipcane on Montmandie – to enable sex-tourists with the sole aim of being murdered to reap the educational benefits of her professorial efforts.   I remembered then that there was this chap called Davis or Davies, whose sole claim to fame was that he had once reached the first round of the Public School Snooker Championship.   The statue was in fact holding a snooker cue – the sole concession to the sole claim to fame.                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                     


Yes, there was this fellow Davis or Davies or some such name…. Let’s suppose he was called Davis.  Yes, there was this Davis!  Lila and I didn’t fancy him.   That’s my Lila, the current Emil’s grandmother.   Little Lila’s screed reminded me that this Davis had been the first and greatest of the pommies’ Fat Cats.   Lila and I have never gone in for the ways of their non-execs.. all their gatherings with them all downing their units, mouthing incoherently, as they stagger up trying to touch you up!   We have to put up with these festivals but they are more to the liking of Marie Antoinette.   She is blind and for her and her guide dog Randy, I suppose, it is convenient that they wade  into you without being asked.  Fatima and Fanny are one day going to cure Marie’s blindness.   Then she’ll change her ways!  There had been this Davis – but of no great interest to Lila and myself.                                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                                      


I was reminded also that the Duchess of  Finchley had once included this Davis in her Nu Laeba so-called government.    Probably Minister of  Labour or some such thing.   The Unelectable Loonie-Left Socialists tried the same experiment with a chap called Frank Cousins.   He was much more to our liking.  Davis was the biggest donor to Nu Laeba and Cousins was the biggest donor to the Unelectable Socialists – unelectable because they didn’t have any foreign postal votes.  In both cases, with other people’s money.   In neither case did it work out.                                                                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                   


Little Gloria delivered her subsequent Greed Oration off the cuff.   She was roped in at the last minute, in place of the advertised Dr. Che Guevara, because she happened to be on the campus.  That is the way we do it in the Federation.   Little Gloria has asked me how the pommies’ former President Churchill managed to find time not merely to write but to practice his speeches in advance.   I used to wonder that.. but I have never asked him. The construction and recitation of  set-piece orations is in pommiland considered a major art, even essential for what they call their politicians.  I couldn’t understand how these so-called politicians found time for politics.  I rather think they didn’t!  In the Federation we have a different approach.  Perhaps we do not have politicians in the sense that the honkies have them..  We are more like their civil servants.   It does not seem to me any great loss…not on the basis of the example of  the unlamented ex-President Toby Liar and the rest of the masterly speechifying and debating lawyers with full marks for rhetorical cleverness and none for knowledge and understanding.   Even our time in the parliamentary chambers is not occupied with Oxford-Union-style speeches and, judging from the example of the hooligans who purchased our uninhabited islands (before these were repossessed for non-payment of  Council Tax), it has served us well that we have no Oxford Union.  We just say what we have to say, however brief.  Cousins, as the General Secretary of their largest Trade Union, might be expected to have been a speechifier with a loud voice.   Their Trade Unionists could drown out the entire Oxford Union  yelling in concert at full throttle.  Except maybe for one Woodcock who was both  Trade and Oxford Unionist – scholar even of Balliol, financed by his Union.   Maybe Cousins was more of an administrator.  I never witnessed him addressing any union meeting in any public park.  But as far as their parliamentary colleagues were concerned neither Cousins nor Davis had been Presidents of the Oxford Union  ..or, if they had been, their dads hadn’t paid for them and they had had to concentrate on their studies.                                                    


                                                                                                                                                                                   


Davis was President of  the pommies’ J RtR Rnk Organisation.  Little Lila commissioned the giant effigy of  Toby Liar because that is what the pommies expect.  However, she insists, what is needed is not a ‘misguided fool’ but a ‘complete idiot’.  Little Lila presents Davis in the Chambre des Horreurs not merely as the First Pommie Fat Cat but as the Greatest.  Whatever his claim to greatness, he certainly bore all the stigmata of incompetence.   It may be possible for some company director to possess all the stigmata but to be display no expertise in incompetence nevertheless.  But I have no proof that any such counterexample has ever existed.  No proof either way.  But the stigmata of incompetencence are  generally considered to be a reliable guide to a pommie company’s prospects.  Davis was President of their CBI.  He donated cash to the Toby Party (as Nu Laeba is known within the Royaumes Unies).  He was not merely a don but a milor.   He was greatly honoured by the pommie so-called government but, at the same time, blamed the failures of  his corporation on the so–called government.  These generous donors always blamed the workers and the government and expected Nu Laeba to crush the workers and the government.  But the skills of the alleged captain are not proved by the victories of the star team but by the defeat of the star team with lesser resources.   You have to contend with the rules of the game, the practical realities, whatever they might be.   Davis paid himself a massive salary.   It was the Duchess of  Finchley who introduced the bonus schemes that enrich the cats and  Davis was generously provided.   Then when the greenspamite policies began more obviously to falter, the Duchess introduced a Fat Cat Tax… ninety per cent on anything over a million pfunt or whatever it was.   It wasn't that ..but so in terms of current pommie currency.  So Davis raised his salary to pay his tax.   He was paid, after tax, the same, or more, than he had been paid before.   The other fat cats who came in his wake followed suit.  Then the Duchess abolished the Fat Cat Tax.  But Davis did not accordingly reduce his salary.   The previous gross remained.. plus the extra.  The fellow fat cats who followed in his wake followed suit.  They have been following in the wake, though ever more so, ever since!





The scandals of the pommie industries.. the buying of own shares, the incentive schemes, greenspamism, the Big Bang, the easy money, the low interest rates, the voluntary windfall tax (the ‘capital payments’ of borrowed money handed over to the fund managers), the debt economy, the hyperinflation, the megahyperinflation in house prices, the holes in the road, the continuous refurbishment (known as ‘investment’), the Grand Sell Off…  ……  All of it began with the Duchess of  Finchley.   I am inclined to think that it was the Baroness who was the ‘misguided fool’  ..though Toby Liar,  to whom Little Lila has awarded the title, was the Duchess’s son  and there is a strong family likeness!   In these and other respects the Duchess was regarded as the Confederate of  the yankee President, a former film-star who was, rightly wrongly, expected to be and regarded as a fool.   But the Duchess and the Filmstar… I met them both… did not share ideologies.   On paper… in terms of her words… the Duchess was very sound.  By ‘sound’ we mean that the utterances of the Duchess and the Filmstar sounded OK… They were the same words we would have used for our own ideologies or policies.  But the same words can have many differing meanings.  Despite her pretensions as a scientist, the Duchess was a lawyer… and, although not what is meant in pommiland by ‘rich lawyer’, nevertheless a rich lawyer.   She did not understand her own words.  A lawyer, helpless when evaluating the merits of the surrounding spin and experts, fed with her own words but with differing meanings and emerging from a different ideology.   So the Duchess and Film Star spoke the same words, with different ideologies.   But it was the ideology of the film-star that prevailed.                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                              


Little Gloria, in her subsequent Greed Oration, chose to compare the decay of the Rnk Organisation with that of  pommiland’s economy.   The one was the reflection of the other… and vice versa.  Davis was the first fat cat in pommiland and he was he was therefore also the first fat cat of the Rnk Organisation.    He instilled fatcatese therefore into pommiland and he instilled fatcatese into the Rnk Organisation, which was well suited to the role, since its income was derived from the honkie Xerox Corporation over which the pommie directors had no control.   As matters commenced, they could be the greatest experts in pommiland, yet render the company no significant harm. Little Gloria’s devotees will be well acquainted with the history of the Rnk Organisation   They will be aware that some of the managerial decisions that Gloria relates sound a little strange.- strangeness within pommie organisations with which we are becoming all too familiar.- and that the Directors chose to sell their share of  Xerox and to hand over the proceeds to Snegarushka and the Seven Gnomes of Zurich.                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                              


Little Gloria not merely describes the Rnk Organisation as undergoing decline but as undergoing an unnecessary decline.   Had you or I been managing the company, or anyone else other than fat cats, experts and management consultants, Little Gloria opines, it might have declined eventually, since nothing lasts forever, but it would not have done so so rapidly and over some of the period at least the company and shareholders would have found themselves wealthier rather than poorer.   In terms of  numbers of pommie pfunt they would have found themselves today considerably wealthier.   Milor Davis’s lawyers are assured that Little Gloria’s opinions are only opinions.  But I am inclined to agree.                         


                                                                                                                                                                                          


But the Rnk Organisation, even without pundits, might have experienced some strain.  The Rnk Organisation did pursue some operations which were costly to run and had limited prospects of  making profits or avoiding losses.  Lila and I, when we were Little Lila’s and Little Gloria’s current age, did occasionally pop into their pommie bowling allies and bingo halls.   It was all very amusing, but I used to count up the sestertii and denarrii in my head and couldn’t envisage any way they could avoid a loss.   This, for decades, has not been unusual for pommie companies…though they now trade in the devalued europfunt and pfennig.   My daughter noticed it too and Little Gloria has noticed.  I wouldn’t know whether,  in the next generation, Vendredi has noticed it.  Boris has bought her so many shoe companies that she ought at least to have some inkling of finance… and she lives with Pip Panpierre, who is local manager of  my brother-in- law, Boris’s, enterprises, or some of them.  I would hope the day has not arrived when an Inca is so inept that he has to rely on and by taken in by a management consultant.  But then, Boris does keep an eye, even if  he doesn’t make it obvious.  It is not easy to hide anything from Boris and impossible to hide anything from Pandora.  So maybe Vendredi has noticed and maybe she has not  ..but Fatima, who actually composes the accounts and annual reports of these pommie companies, has certainly noticed it!  This is a puzzle.  It could be that everything in pommiland survives, or attempts to survive, by the creation of greater and greater debt.                                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                                        


J RtR Rank was a pioneer of the film industry… and his company owned also chains of cinemas.  The company diversified and eventually abandoned cinematography altogether, though that aspect of the business always remained above water even if not as the years progressed as profitable as before.   I am inclined to share the view of older shareholders in Rnk, those who came in with J RtR or joined when his was still a film company, that it was that aspect of the business which was easiest to adapt to any changing circumstances and which had the greatest prospects of long-term viability.   On the other hand, these three industries I have mentioned - films, bingo and bowling alleys - have it common that they are public entertainment, conducted in large buildings and depend on gathering large numbers of yahoos  into the large buildings.  RU government policy is opposed to such enterprises.   The RU government ordains that everything must be provided separately and independently for every individual where communal provision would sufficient, cheaper and more efficient.  Although the pommies live in ever-deeper poverty in tiny hutches, every hutch must be cluttered up with a bath… even though it is never used.   If the pommie’s do not have one, the government puts it in… at great expense, since whatever Nu Laeba does is done at great expense.   Every pommie must have his private cinema and every pommie must own at least one private omnibus and a private washeteria.  Although a small pommie cottage may be split up into fifty dwellings, each of these tiny dwellings has its own water closet…and there has to be a bath in the water closet!  Every home in pommiland must have its own private, expensive and wasteful heating.  None of these luxuries, and the rest, of course, necessarily function.  They are all designed so that they disintegrate and cannot be repaired.   It is also pommie government policy that everyone must be in debt, but it is nevertheless worth mentioning that these provisions to the individual are to the individual so costly that she cannot avoid being in debt.  At the same time, nothing public is provided… or that non-provision too is at excessive cost.  In addition to  the government discouragement of  communal provisions…if these enterprises, with their big buildings, had to survive, in my day,  within narrow margins… today, with vastly higher pommie taxation, they wouldn’t stand a chance.   These enterprises of the Rnk Organisation, therefore, if viable at all, could have been expected to succumb to pommiland’s priorities… holes in the road, demolition and rebuilding of every edifice, CCTV cameras, Pokemon Cards, continuous reburbishment, all the other ludicrous wastes, trivialities, absurdities and unnecessaries with which the visitor to pommiland finds herself surrounded.                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                               


I have been trying to cook up excuses for the Rnk Pundits.  Little Gloria makes no excuses.   That isn’t her style.  As far as she is concerned these Pundits are just archetypal pommie morons – and she wishes to emphasise that the pommies have a social system which automatically promotes into any function people incapable of fulfilling it.. that they have a nation of playacting and pretence.  We discussed this further in the House of Horrors… and that discussion, in so far as it is to be reported,  is deferred to a further circular.  In repeating Little Gloria’s views I do not wish to do the absurd pommie clowns any injustice, but it does seem to me that they should have been satisfied with what they had got and that unrealistic ambition  and encouragement in such delusions by the management consultants is as much to blame for there demise as declining profitability of their existing enterprises, that the ancient shareholders who used to squawk at Rank’s AGM’s at the decline of the pommie film industry and failure of post-Rnk to play its part were on the right track.  As soon as the RU’s industries fall out of the hands of the old entrepreneurs or their descendants’ and into the hands of the club, they rapidly descend into management consultancy, lunacy and oblivion.
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