07C13SDH.GLY:  From Ms Minerva Miniskirt, Minister of  Truth to the Free Colombian Trade Federation, with an introduction by Ms. Gloria Goldenlay, Minister of  Finance                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                                            


Crocodile Tears for the Taxpayers


                                                                                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                            


Our celebrated entrepreneur, Mr. Clever Dick, does not supply honkie customers with internet connection without direct debit authority, credit card details or clones of their ‘identity cards, which ‘consolidate’ their numberous credit accounts, passing his charges thereby, via the honkie usurers, to their bottomless pit of ‘taxpayers’ (or ‘pensioners’).   Mr. Dick accordingly passed on, via our representative in the Royaumes Unies, Niki ‘Pip Panpierre’Nikodemopoulos, several suitcases full of useless C.D.s recording ‘personal data, to ace pommie financial journalist, the Hon. Don Marmaduke Gnome Junior, promising him as a reward a supply of recyclable brown paper envelopes.  Pip departed, though only for the day, back to the Maltesas without surrendering the envelopes.  The Don, in a panic, chased after him and was at Vesuvius Island Airport arrested by Dr. Karadzic, who was under the impression that Duke Junior was a Nu Laeba terrorist carrying some threatening secret weapon called the Human Gnome.. though the Don now tells us that the Gnome, whatever it is, in the possession of  a Nubian aristocrat, the Raz Toothfari.   Our Commission for Human Rights rescued the Don from Alcatrass Bay and flew him to Villa Nikodemopoulos on Knossos where, on account of the Don’s authority on the subject, discussion inevitably centered on his recently reported Demise of the Capitalist System.   The ‘Capitalist System’ is a social organisation found in the decadent world in which all property is owned by the government, the retailer determines the availability of commodities,  all is under central control, via ‘committees’ of  folk who are party members rather than…                                                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                          


My request that Minnie report my recent Domestic Market – which was in progress at the time of the Don’s arrest, an Open Domestic Market, in fact, on the shore of  the Loch Skegnessie behind (or in front of, according to how you look at it)  the Palais d’Orleans on Belsize - but lay off the pommie Northern Rock, about which we have heard quite enough, has resulted in the Unsent pile expanding even further.  The present report, itself an installment of the report on the Domestic Market,  is so long that it is being published on my website., whereas this is a paraphrase and  abbreviation.  My honkie website is sponsored and our sponsors are anxious that it not be ‘advertised’, lest they be accused of sharp business practice.  We cannot therefore divulge the location of that site... 


                                                                                                                                                          


The Federal Economy relies on enterprise and market forces - on natural evolution.  In Thatcherite honkiland, however, their ‘licensed usurers’ are obliged to deposit large sums with their ‘national banks’.   The N.B.s may then release these funds to ‘increase the money supply’ and ‘avert deflation’. The cash can be distributed only as loans and therefore the inflation may be further encouraged by lowered or subzero interest rates.   These loans, however, are not just handed over to employers, thereby supposedly stimulating creativity, production and consumption but a great deal is devoted to waste or redundant administration and a great deal is paid the workers directly as a government top-up of wages or just used to inflate the monetary output of   ‘consumers’.  In the capitalist’s  Marxist theory the parasite absorbs surplus production and is therefore of paramount importance.   The Central Banks are primarily a device whereby governments buy votes. 


                                                                                                                                                               


My colleague Ms. po Lune regularly points out that this ‘Bread and Circuses Economy -without the bread’ is the Bliarothatcherite policy of abolishing private property, creating a slave state of debtors depended on the invisible master-race or master-machine.  The preferred punters, who are permitted to survive, are the most irresponsible, most stupid, most easily propagandised and controlled.  Those who have possessions to steal will, in the end, have to pay for the debtors.. most obviously the pension funds - but such patsies can  also collectively be termed ‘taxpayers’.   This honkie economics has, as we all expected, run out of conrol.  The Don Gnome much has been whining that their Northern Rock Corporation has withdrawn “taxpayers’ money” from the Bank of Pommiland.  But  equally he rejoices that the National Banks are dishing out even greater amounts of the allegedly taxpayers’ money to the other usurers without even being asked and are fuelling the conflagration with further cuts  in interest rates.. while  their Presidents are assuring the idiot ‘consumers’ that they will not have to pay their debts (not that anyone ever expected that they would.).   The taxpayer, the Presidents promise, as the Don rejoices, will pay the parasites’ debts.                                                         


                                                                                                                                                             


All of our survivals  are threatened by the stupidity, ignorance, irresponsibility, greed and waste of honikland.  Their spindoctors cover this up, to encourage more waste, with diversionary lies about carbon dioxide.  There is another set of diversionary lies which always blames the collapse of the money-give-away system, generally or locally, to some bank!  Because of the mountain of debt, deflation would be very painful to the honkies.  But that deflation is a great catastrophe is another spindoctors’ lie.  Deflation is a necessity.  If the honkies are not destroy themselves and everyone else, then they must accommodate to great changes, which they may see initially as hardship, in their  behaviour.                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                          


Fatima points out that the buying of votes depends on the bribed idiots being a majority and the responsible and prudent, who pay, being the minority.  How then are the honkie voters to persuade their governments not to encourage irresponsibility?   Lila points out that every honkie nevertheless supposes he is the responsible exception.  The honkey should therefore be addressed on this assumption, that he is the responsible dupe who will have to pay.  To encourage him to cooperate, Lila demonstrated to the Don that in the absence of mortgages his two hundred thousand pommie pfunt garden shed would have cost what he could, without loans, afford.. twenty five pommie pfennig.. and it would then be his own and not the usurer’s!                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                    


Don Marmaduke Gnone Jnr. turns out not merely to be a leading pommie financial journalist but an eminent scientist, professor of  biometrics at the University of  Buckingham Palace, possessed of a machine, which we suppose must be some manner of X-ray diffraction apparatus, which emits data, at a rate that defies processing by all the computers in honkiland added together, about something called the Human Gnome.  Nobody, except maybe the Don,  has the slightest idea who or what the Human Gnome might be – unless it be the Don’s father, the Milor Gnome of  Zurich.  The Gnome, nevertheless, is honkiland’s greatest technological shibboleth.                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                         


The Don accordingly was asked to recite the pommies’ Dumbmedown Lecture.  Their Dumbmedown Lecture concerns much the same considerations as our Lewd Greed Oration but with the purpose of  a recognised expert, recognised because he cooperates, providing the propaganda of the industrial spindoctors with the authority of science.  This is very unfortunate and dangerous.  But the Lecture, nevertheless, was not intended to be an informative scientific paper on the Human Gnome, whatever that is.                                


                                                                                                                                                                                            


Our Federation does not see the decadent nations as a threat and none of us bother ourselves about Federal Security, whatever that may be.  Except for our Minister of  the Interior, Dr. Eugene Karadzic.   Eugene is convinced that this Human Gnome might be a devastating weapon – a kamikaze rocket pilot, maybe – and that be it that, or something else or nothing at all, it is essential for our National Security that we know all about it.  Eugene therefore, though nobody else in the Federation was aware even that this pommie lecture was taking place, listened in.                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                       


“Expert, my foot!”, roared Dr. Karadzic, later reporting to President Benito Mussolini, “Gnome, my foot!  It was just an essay by a stupid but educated pommie three year old repeating the words of his parents!”      


                                                                                                                                                                                       


“The Don started plausibly enough”,  Dr. Karadzic declaimed, “portraying himself as a patron of  imagination.  Fair enough!  Imagination is not much use to the Tum Tum but maybe the Don was educating poets.  But then it turned out that he was educating them in imagination – and setting yearly exams, which were always the same, with known questions.   Imagination, also, was not the most prominent feature of the Human Gnome.  The Don passed onto the Gnome.. very briefly.. but told us nothing at all!  It  was just the stories written and recited every day in their propaganda media.  Then he diverted to topics about which he was not an acknowledged expert.  Maybe something new or an imaginative opinion?  Again, it was straight out of their newspapers and without evidence.  Their global warming was not merely proved but macroscopically obvious. … and the carbon dioxide emissions.  I am not a scientist..just a stupid and ignorant policeman.  But everyone in Serbia, even the psychiatrists, is a horticulturalist and farmer at heart.  When the townie Don informed me that glass houses, without heating, without curtains, with or without double glazing, warm up during the pommie winter.. I had enough!   He seemed just to be singing for his supper.  Sure enough he then even recited the names of his sponsors – various honkie pharmaceutical corporations – not Ponchobolero…”                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                          


“The Don’s father,  Duke Gnome, is shortly to visit me”, replied Nidodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikodemopoulos, President of the Belsize-Registered Ponchobolero International Pharmaceuticals Corporation of Colombia,. “and I will broach that question.   The objective is not commercial exploitation of the Human Gnome, if there is such a thing,  but to be seen as the protagonist of advanced science - with a few good stories that appeal to the punters and science-fiction enthusiasts thrown in about the potential benefits of that science.  The Don is paid to make these public acknowledgements and thereby alerts other potential sponsors, such as myself.   Although the money is significant to the Don, as cost of advertising it is very cheap.  But Ponchobolero’s products advertise themselves.  If we did have an advertising budget,  we would consider Gnome sponsorship more seriously…”                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                           


So Eugene Karadzic was convinced that the Don had been waffling to avoid giving away vital secrets to the Federation.   The Don did not land on Knossos by private jet as the guest of  Uncle Boris but, in the manner of a sex-tourist, arrived at Eugene's stronghold, the airport on Vesuvius Island.  Tum Tum Turner-Round immediately arrested the Don and transferred him to Alcatrass Bay.  ‘Colonel’ is the same word as ‘Mister’ in the Inca language, which renders the eminent Tum Tum’s rank as ‘Tum Tum Tum Tum’.   Eugene rapidly discovered that the Don had no information to impart.  “The man was so ignorant and stupid”, he declared, “that I thought he was applying for recruitment into the Tum Tums.”   The Tum Tums are our nearest equivalent of police and tax collectors.  An oversolicitous screw was bribed into contacting the Don's father, the eminent banker and publisher, Milor Gnome of  Zurich, who happened to be visiting Uncle Boris's villa on Knossos.  Rapid discussions took place between the Milor and Mr. Osama bin Ladin, President of the Banco Belsize Cayman International, and the Don was quietly released                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                                      


The Don had survived his preliminary chat at Alcatrass Bay with Dr. Eugene Karadzic.  The Don was now  awaiting his preliminary diagnostic interview.                                                                                         


                                                                                                                                                                                                                    


 “You pommie men are all the same!”, lisped Lieutenant Pigeon – they called her that because she strutted around – the Tum Tum Tumette employed as matron at Alcatrass Bay.                     


                                                                                                                             


“Guggledeguggle!”, replied the Don.  The Don’s tongue was dry and swollen, it was inordinately hot and butterflies were orbiting his head.  What he meant to say was: “There has been some mistake.  Kindly remove these chains and padlocks which are binding me to this trolley”.   The Chinese Lieutenant Pigeon might have found that difficult to comprehend.. whereas ‘Guggledeguggle’ is an universal language.    


                                                                                                                           


“It’s for your own good”, answered the Tumette, “You are very ill!  Congenital dysmnesia aggravated by jet lag.  Predisposes to epileptic fits…You honkie men are all the same!   I bet you are dying to get your balls into my hot thongs!”                                                                                                       


                                                                                                                           


Pigeon’s prophesy came close to being fulfilled.   She was heating her thongs in the furnace…                   


                                                                                                                                                                       


“Guggledeguggle!”                                                                                              


                                                                                                                           


So the patient suffered from some delusion that he had a rich dad who was a personal friend of Uncle Boris Nikodemopoulos.  They all suffered from delusions… that they were or had been healthy, uninjured and sane, that they were innocent, that the treatment was clouding their consciousness … But maybe!  What the hell!  What was in it for her?   The patient had to be somebody rich.   Dr. Karadzic had interviewed the patient personally and the patient had emerged without a single visible bruise.   Dr. Karadzic had gone out of his way to instruct her that Ms. po Lune must not discover that the patient was at the facility…Why should the doctor get all the kickbacks?…  What was the number of that woman who was Commissioner for Human Rights?   Pigeon glanced up at the poster on the wall… a colour photograph of  Ms. Georgina Whipcane.. with broad smile and an even broader red hat…  the Commissioner had been taking lessons from Marilyn Monroe….   and brandishing a cat o’ ninetails.  Commissioner for Human Rights.  Pigeon punched out the number on her mobile phone.   The Commissioner was not in great demand.   Her calls went through to fourteen year old Ms. Fatima Patel.                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                                            


Mr Osama Bin Ladin, President of the Banco Belsixe Cayman International,  bid One Diamond.





“Ring! Ring!” 


                                                                                                                           


“What do I bid now?”,  answered Nikodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikodemopoulos, President of the Belsize- Registered Poncholero International Pharmaceutical Corporation of Colombia.                                               


                                                                                                                                                                        


Fourteen year old Ms. Fatima Patel, Ms. Gloria Goldenlay and Lila po Lube’s charlady, got out her chair next to the plutocrat and walked round the table examining all the hands.. except that of  Mr. Osama bin Ladin, who was strumming a guitar and had placed his cards face down onto the table.   But three hands was enough.                                                                                                         


                                                                                                                          


“I would suggest ‘two clubs’ ”,  advised Ms. Fatima Patel.                               





“Ring!  Ring!”                                                                                                      


                                                                                                                           


“You bid three diamonds.”, Fatima informed Ms. Lila po Lune, who was sitting to Mr. Nikodemopoulos’s left.                                                                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                        


“Ring!  Ring!”                                                                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                             


“Oh, do I?  Three diamonds then!”, replied Ms. po Lune.                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                            


“Ring! Ring!”                                                                                                                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                        


“What do I do now, Fatima?”, asked the Milor Gnome,  proprietor, amongst other things, of the Gnome Bank of  Zurich, “I can’t see your cards, Osama, if you hold them like that..”.   Milor picked up Mr. bin Ladin’s cards, glanced through them and replaced them.   “I reckon I bid four clubs.  Don’t you, Fatima?”                                                                                                                         


                                                                                                                                                                        


“Ring!  Ring!”                                                                                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                             


“You can never get an answer from these Delhi call centres!”, Lieutenant Pigeon, over on Alcatrass,  was telling  herself.                           


                                                                                                                                                       


“You bid six diamonds!”, Ms. Fatima advised.                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                     


“But it goes two down, doesn’t it?”, Mr. bin Ladin objected.                                                   


                                                                                                                            


“Ring!  Ring!”                                                                                                                              


                                                                                                                           


“Three down!”,  Fatima confirmed,  “But your opponents don’t know that.. and so does their six hearts!”


                                                                                                                                                                      


“Ring!  Ring!”                                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                      


Uncle Boris glanced at the numerous machines and gadgets that littered the table.  One was flashing and edging towards him, in the manner maybe of a Human Gnome.  Ms. Fatima picked it up.                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                          


“Oh? Really!” answered Fatima, “No you can’t double.  If you do that Ozzy accuses you of cheating.  No further treatment!   The patient is to be released immediately… President Mussolini’s personal orders.  The warrant will arrive in a few seconds.  No, well not immediately, but no further treatment… Mr. Nikodemopoulos will be sending transport .. and six nuclear submarines…By the time you get to your window you’ll be able to see them.. with missiles pointing in your direction…”                                             


                                                                                                                                                                    


“Got a bit of bother?”, queried Uncle Boris,  “Well, undouble then!”                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                       


Lila po Lune seized the phone.  “Hi, Petal!  This is Lil!  No, I didn’t know!  Don’t get panicky about the nuclear submarines… Uncle Boris gets all these second hand nuclear submarines ..one previous lady owner… as gifts from various honkey Presidents…and likes tinkering with them in his back yard.  Reminds him of the days he used to build rowing boats.  No, I don’t suppose President Mussolini knows about them.  Some things in politics remain submerged…. But their appearance at Alcatrass is only for show… to impress President Gorgo.   It’s what we call a ‘deterrent’… if we actually wiped out your facility… though I feel tempted… we would be defeating the object of the exercise.  No!  I won’t tell Dr. Karadzic.  The release is in any case in accordance with his orders.   The memo may have been lost.. but it is bound to resurface…It’s for you!”  Lila passed the phone on to Uncle Boris.                                                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                         


“No I didn’t know!   No, I don’t know everything.  No, I don’t have spies everywhere.  I am aware of that.  It’s for you!”   Uncle Boris passed on the phone to the Milor Gnome.                                                         


                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                              


“Who are you?   No I didn’t know.  No, I don’t know everything.  No I don’t have spies everywhere…”                           


                                                                                                                                                                     


“Alcatrass is the only psychiatric facility in the Federation”,  Pigeon intoned, “and the best!   We admit only the most serious cases.. which, since we have no mental disorders in the Federation, will of course be foreigners.    We refuse to admit anyone who does not sign the consent form… Just a precaution.. in case treatment proves necessary… which of course, it won’t… but were it to do so you might then not be in a fit state to proffer your urgently required agreement.  …. Or the patient may sign by proxy.. We sign on his behalf if he is incapable for providing his signature… as would be the case if, say, the patient was suffering from Gormenghast’s Syndrome…”                                                                                                                        





“What is Gormenghast’s Syndrome…?”                                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                           


“Almost epidemic amongst the genetically unsound… amnesia, delusions and multiple self-inflicted fractures of the phalangeal bones… It may of course, in exceptional circumstances, be possible to transfer the treatment to some facility in the patient’s own country .. or even elsewhere… and some of the world’s most prominent citizens do, for their own staff, friends and relatives, have private facilities of their own.. at their own expense.   Nobody, of course, is admitted to our facility who is not very seriously disturbed .. Systematic delusions are just about invariable.   Before a patient is released, of course, we do seek some assurance that the patient does not, before full recovery ensues, air his delusions in some public platform that triggers international embarrassment.   Full curative facilities….”                                                         


                                                                                                                          


“Yes!  Yes!  I know what cures these diseases!   I am sure you will be getting your cut….”





“I am fed up with losing by stacks of points to Clever Dick and Direct Debbie.”,  Mr. Nikodemopoulos continued.   “So I thought I’d get you as a partner, Duke, since you are the biggest crook in the world... But still you insist on leading the Ace of  Hearts”                                                                                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                            


“If you are the biggest crook in world”, Fatima confirmed, “You’ld be leading a diamond.  Boris has got a void, you are not going to do  anything with your diamonds, their’s are split and they depend on  cross-trumping...”                                                                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                              


“But I’m not a crook”, Milor Gnome explained, “I’ll never be in the same bridge league as Clever Dick.  Clever was already  unbeatable at St. Trinians...”                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                       


“That must have been very frustrating for him”, interjected Ms. po Lune,  “scarred him for life... That’s why he turned out the world’s greatest swindler...”                                                             


                                                                                                                                                          


St. Trinians is the famous Caledonian Public School attended also by  Benny Mussolini and Toby Liar.                                                                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                        


“But you are the greatest crook in the world, Duke.  Two weeks ago you came with this cutout from some pommie newsjournal... I probably own it, but I never read it... Tender for Gnome Bank of  Zurich Twenty Seven Per Cent Eurobond.   You were selling hundred honkie eurobonds for three hundred honkies... plus transaction fee... that’s nine per cent interest... Not bad!   It was to build ophthalmic hospitals, you said, in Pakistan... Fatima’s favourite good cause.. So I bought two hundred million...at cost of  six hundred million honkies.    This morning I got a letter from you and a cheque for two hundred honkie euros.. minus one hundred honkies ‘retained’.   You were ‘paying back’ the money, you said, and were paying no more interest.  Nine per cent, you said, but within a fortnight you’ve robbed me of  five hundred million honkies.”                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                            


“In normal times, Boris, we wouldn’t be bothered.   But banks in our part of the world now have to  cash in every possible source of  money-flow which we can without being found out.  Selling, for instance, subsidiaries too small for it to get into the ‘papers.  We are also going through these bonds.  Where we are paying eight per cent and can get the money for six per cent we sell the eight per cent bonds and issue new bonds for six per cent.  That way we can build more hospitals.   That’s better for everyone all round.   We keep half so that you don’t have to pay Swiss profits tax and because you have cashed in the bonds early and that carries a penalty.  ”                                                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                            


“In future, thankyou, I’ll build my own hospitals.”                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                              


Mr. Nikodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikodemopoulos, hardened entrepreneur and international administrator,  President of the Intspectre organisation that rules the globilised world, is a shy, timid, quiet man.. and on this occasion he might have been expected to be even more shy, timed and quiet..since the villa was full of candle sticks in celebration of the birthday of Moses or of Moshe Dayan or some such person revered by Boris’s ancestors.  But he was uncharacteristically cheerful and garrulous .. as the honkie Mrs Malaprop would put it, extroverted.  Was he drunk, maybe?  Not at all!  Although Mr. Clever Dick makes a packet our of  selling booze to the Pommie Sex Tourists, social alcoholism is amongst the Incas unknown.  There was another explanation.  When the cat’s away the mouse will play!  Mme. Pandora ‘Moma Doc’ Nikodemoulos had despatched herself to play croquet at Villa Clever Dick.                                   


                                                                                                                                                                                              


A lengthier account is hopefully to be found on Gloria’s website of the discussions that ensued, here briefly indicated, provoked by Uncle Boris, he declared, because we wished to evaluate the sympathies,of a recent unfilial inmate of  the Alcatrass Bay Reception Centre, for ‘taxpayers’. Gloria has repeatedly claimed that ‘house prices’ in honkiland are three times those that would exist in a ‘free market’ without mortgages.  Mr Hashimoto of the IMF, however, has been going round telling Presidents that their house prices and rates of inflation (or’growth’) are not high enough.  Mr. Hashimoto now shares Gloria’s opinion.  Both Uncle Boris and Ozzy bin Ladin receive offers from Mr. Rock and his colleagues of ‘repossessed’ properties at one third of the price being charged punters, this lower amount supposedly being the price at auction.. but Ozzy reckons that there are no auctions and that these buildings are being secretly sold to create a separate market and protect the prices in the world of mortgages.  Honkey Bancos are being driven by pundits such as the Don Gnome, to compete for ‘market share’ by giving away money to pussy cats and people who will never pay. ..giving the pussy cats several years’ holiday without being asked to repay or with only nominal interest or even free ‘cashbacks’ (i.e. extra gifts).  So the Bancos are losing a great deal of money and get the idea eventually that they would like their money back.   So after the three years’ holiday, the banks up the interest.  The cats, of course, still don’t pay and the banks may then, disguising themselves another name, offer a little more and to ‘consolidate’ the debts at vastly higher rates of interest.   The cats and irresponsible punters, of course, still don’t pay.   But despite that honkie presidents, to catch more votes or not to lose those they have already bought, are declaring that the cats and debtors need not ever pay.   The interest rates which honkie bancos pay to raise money, unless from their own depositors who are swindled with low or negative interest, has always been higher than the honkie Presidents now suppose is realistically chargeable to an irresponsible punter.  Eurolaw is now undermining the practice of  bancos perpetually registering profits by just saying that the pussy cats are owing them more and more money.. so that instead recording losses, the losses are recorded as increasing payable interest and therefore profit.   Because the honkey Presidents say that the irresponsible must not pay their debts, the ‘taxpayers’ have to pay instead.  The destruction of the prudent and responsible and preservation of the stupid and irresponsible is an objective of  Bliarothatcherite ideolgy which regards the people to exist for the economy rather than vice versa and ordains that the stupid, ignorant and irresponsible are selectively required because they are less likely to rebel.











The Don Gnome was transported to Villa Nikodemopoulos , as a VIP, in one of  Uncle Boris’s private executive jets.   Gloria’s daughter Gloria, known as Vendredi, had arrived that morning  accompanied by Uncle Boris’ son Niki, known as Pip Panpierre, and Mr. Allerdyce, Manager of the pommie’s Newcastle United football team.   Seven plane loads of  Vendredi’s shoes were being unloaded.  Uncle Boris, who came out to greet the Don, explained that though the house had over a thousand bedreooms, they were all occupied by Vendredi’s shoes.  Uncle Boris lived in a cupboard in a shoe warehouse.  Uncle Boris explained also that the Don’s father, the Milor Gnome, had tactfully chosen to join Pandora at the Villa Cleverdick.  On entering the Villa, Uncle Boris and the Don were transported on a buggy through several miles of corridor and staircase.                                                                                                                         


                                                                                                                                                                             


“Let me ask you one thing.”, Uncle Boris inquired, “Eugene tells me that his techniques reveal information, unobtainable by any other means, of immeasurable value to the security of  the Federation.   Is it true that you gave the Human Gnome to the Tooth Fairy...”                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                             


“The Tooth Fairy?  He kept on yelling:  ‘Did you give the Gnome to the Tooth Fairy?’.... They were all yelling: ‘You gave the Gnome to the Tooth Fairy!’.  What’s the  Gnome?  What did I do with the Gnome?   Who is the Tooth Fairy?  Oh yes!  I gave the Gnome to the Tooth Fairy...”                             


                                                                                                                                                                   


“Could you tell us where this Tooth Fairy might be located”                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                      


“Wheri the Toothfairi?  Wheri the Toothfairi?  Oh, yes!  I’ve taken a Masonic Oath not to reveal his whereabouts.”                                                                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                              


“Never mind!  We could always find you and drag you back to Alcatrass if turned out to matter.  Eugene thinks it does.   Dozens of fairies are currently being picked up in nightclubs throughout the world and flown to Alcatrass Bay…Eugene is throwing a party…..   ...”                                                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                  


“No,  Tooth Fairy!  Like Fairy on a Christmas  Tree. ..”                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                      


“On a Christmas Tree?  OK, I’ll tell Eugene.  Siberia’s the only place they have fairies on Christmas Trees.   And there is only one.  Snegurushka.  Probably a friend of  Lila’s.  Can’t see Lila keeping her paws off a fairy on a Christmas Tree.   That narrows it down considerably.   Will save a lot of people a lot of inconvenience.”





Uncle Boris introduced Osama bin Ladin, Lila Po Lune,  Lila and Gloria’s charlady, fourteen year old Fatima Patel .. and Mr. Allerdyce,  Manager of  the Newcastle United Football Team.





“I detect a scoop!’, Duke Gnome Junior rejoiced.                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                       


 “I am afraid not!”, confessed Mr. Allerdyce, “Or only a minimal scoop.  I came to attend Gloria Goldenlay’s Domestic Market as the representative of the Northern Rock Corporation…”                              


                                                                                                                                                                                             


Although merely a minor usurer in the decadent  Royaumes Unies, the Northern Rock Corporation had caused considerable irritation.   Gloria, every day, was receiving letters and emails from their Directors.  On each occasion she had eagerly expected that this time the Directors would be providing some information.  But on each occasion it just turned out that they were under the impression that Federal Money was deposited in their banco, urged her not to take it out and to borrow it instead.  Uncle Boris and Ozzy bin Ladin were well acquainted with Mr. Rock, who was paying salesmen more to dispose of  his company than he was borrowing from the Bank of  Pommiland.  They knew that Mr Rock had recently prepared and supposedly published accounts.  Yet neither of them, despite strenuous effort, despite Uncle Boris being a possible purchaser of the pommie usurers, to protect his existing holdings,  had laid eyes on these accounts.  The desire for information was aggravated by Ms. Lila po Lune, behind Ms. Gloria Goldenlay’s back, having bought shares in the pommie usurer for the RU subsidiary of Uncle Boris’s Pension Fund – for three pommie pfunt apiece – whereas Ozzie bin Ladin had bought shares for seventy pommie pfenning and immediately sold as a profit.   Ms. Fatima felt that Northern Rock was a sound company and that the three pounds per share paid by Lila was a bargain price.. but when the pundits rubbish an RU company the vultures moved in irrespective of the facts and the shareholders ended up with nothing.                                                                                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                    


Had Mr Rock sent directors emitting more uninformative overheated carbon dioxide, they may well have been battered before they even reached Alcatrass Bay.   Accordingly Mr. Rock wisely sent Mr. Allerdyce who knew nothing about the company and only about football…and Mr Allerdyce had organised a game of football  on the shore of the Loch Skegness immediately after the festivities.                    


                                                                                                                                                                                              


“What brings you to the Maltesas?”,  Uncle Boris asked.                                                              


                                                                                                                                                         


These Genghis Khan types with spies everywhere, who knew everything, always asked stupid questions to which they already knew the answer.   The Don’s father was the same.   Might as well go through the routine.  “Your son Niki owed me some brown paper envelopes and he vanished to the Maltesas…”                            


                                                                                                                                                                         


“Brown paper envelopes?  Do you know anything about brown paper envelopes, Fatima?   Oh!.. Are these your brown paper envelopes? …. Take possession of your brown paper envelopes!…. I think you’ll also find that the mortgage on your garden shed has been paid…  Pip wasn’t doing a bunk.   They have only come over for the day.  Pip and Vendredi are old friends of  Mr. Allerdyce and came with him to lend him moral support at Gloria’s Domestic Market “                                                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                     


“Let’s give him a scoop”, exclaimed Uncle Boris. “We owe him a favour.  If I were to buy this Northern Rock, then presumably I would be expected to buy this football team.. if I don’t own it already.   How much, Mr Allerdyce, would you expect me to pay you as manager of the team?”                                                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                         


“I don’t fancy myself.. and wouldn’t rely on the performance bonus.. How about six and a half million pommie pfunt a year ..five year contract... We don’t have that sort of money in the UK.   That way it would also cost you a packet to get rid of me!   But why should you pay that if you can get an  Italian for a tenth of  the price?”                                                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                           


“To get results!”,  Fatima interjected.  “We’ve got experience of  Italians in the Federation... President Benny Mussolini.   Wouldn’t know the pommie for ‘Minada nextaroundalager!’.  Statistics show that unexpected defeats of  pommie footballs are positively correlated with unexpected delays in their arrival... their transport getting lost or diverted on the way...   This money could be used to buy drinks for the opposing side...”                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                               


“That is not permitted in the UK”, spake  Mr. Allerdyce.                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                      


“Oh, isn’ it?”, lamented Ms. po Lune.   That’s the end of that then...”  


                                        


“We were intrigued” Mr. bin Ladin informed the Don Gnome, “with your concern for taxpayers who are being robbed.  You can’t construct a sentence, when writing about this Northern Rock.,  without the word ‘taxpayer’ appearing at least twice.  The taxpayer is always robbed.  If we paid taxes on Knossos, we would be robbed.   Your Northern Rock corporation, even within the minute pommie economy,  can hardly make a major dent into that universal truth....”                                                                                                                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                                             


Ozzie and Uncle Boris we intrigued also by front page news in the Irish Independent, possibly a Don Gnome scoop: “International Banking Crisis: Collapse of the Capitalist System”. 





Why was the gathering so voluminously garrulating the circumstances summarised in  Gloria’s introduction to this press circular and reported at greater length in the version on her website?  Were the menfolk trying to impress the beauteous Ms. po Lune?  Probably not!  Inca ladies, dressed on their native shores only in a wide-brimmed hat and, in doors, not even that, may even look plain and undecorated.  The Incas are evolved from the spider,  Epeira diademata, and the masculine minority are apt to be wary.  Maybe, then, the Federation shares the Don’s concern for the pommie taxpayer.                   


                                                                                                                                                                                             


The Don’s credibility, Lila declared, depended on proved foresight.  Gloria Goldenlay could at least boast that she had never been proved wrong.   It wasn’t that honkie Mother Hubbard Banks had suddenly looked into the cupboard and discovered it was bare.  They had revised their ‘provisions for bad debts’, their estimate of  future losses.  Why the sudden panic?  The previous honkie estimates had never in the Maltesas been taken seriously.          


                                                                                                                                                                                          


The Don’s concern for taxpayers was hypocrisy.  These borrowers were parasites.  Who paid for the parasites?  Anyone with anything to take.  Call them ‘taxpayers’ if you wish!   When honkie Presidents ordered their central banks to release more funds to ‘prevent recession’, did the Don wail: “Gorgo gives taxpayers’/pensioners’ money to the parasites”.  Yet a much smaller payment, a routine banking transaction rather than a gift from the taxpayer, though exactly the same thing on a smaller scale. specifically to this Northern Rock - aroused the Don’s crocodile tears.   He was telling the lie, in fact, that the parasites were the taxpayers and victims – not so the real taxpayers and victims, the pensioners and shareholders.  Governments were in conspiracy with the parasites to give away the property of the ‘taxpayer’ or the responsible to buy the votes of the parasites.





“The time comes”, Lila ventured, “when the money runs outs!”.  She conceded that money was only a means of exchange and not actual commodity.   But nevertheless, just as people live in the fear of money running out rather than commodities, so also, experience has shown, money does run out and there is a comeuppance.  The poor unfortunate President Major, surely, had refused to raise his interest rates to avoid losing an election – with the subsequent collapse of the sterling exchange rate, previously propped by the Bundesbank.. a devaluation perhaps welcome to the Neothatcherite but nevertheless an embarrassment.  Similar policies had failed in Japan and in the Etats Unies   - which were now facing the devaluation of the Greenspam.   Bliarothatcherism was not just giving away the property of the prudent to the irresponsible.   It was a throwback to the days when any serf who could read or write was burnt at the stake.  It is an attempt to eliminate not just the literate serfs but any honkie with a minimum of sense who might be seen as a threat, the selective breeding of a universe of morons.  It is also fuel to and the cause of  this unnecessary waste by honkiland that is threatening us all with extinction. 





“Your time would be better spent”,  Lila suggested, “instead of shedding tears for the taxpayers on behalf of  the crocodiles, in reformation of this supposedly collapsed capitalist system... in getting your voters to stop authorising their Presidents to give away the taxpayers’ funds.  As Fatima says these punters who fall  into the traps and then squeal are stupid... and Fatima says that it must be the majority who are bribed and therefore stupid.   Nevertheless, everybody in honkiland imagines they are not stupid... that they are the exception.  You shoud exploit that.  Let them think: “I am not one of  the idiots.  I am one of the people who pay!  There has to be stop to this....”  There will, of course, if that happens, be major changes within your collapsed capitalist system ..your system in which everything is owned and controlled by the state..which is another story.. which is also the real story about your waste or resources and energy.”                                                                                                                                              
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