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Tearful Crocodiles Bribe Voters with Voters’ Money                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                                 





(This is a longer version of the Press Circular 07C13SDH: ‘Crocodile Tears for Taxpayers’)











Bribing voters with their own cash is an established honkie tradition – as witnessed by their sell-out of Nationalised Industries and of their mutual building societies – though, of course, their Presidents inevitably pocket the lion’s share – which creates problems in the to them unforseeable future.                                                                                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                    


                                                                                                                                                                 


Our celebrated entrepreneur, Mr. Clever Dick, does not supply honkies with internet connections without their signing direct debit agreements, forwarding their credit card details or supplying a clone of the ‘identity card’ used by honkies to ‘consolidate’ their numerous credit accounts.   Clever thereby passes on the cost of  the internet connection to the honkie ‘pensioners’ and ‘taxpayers’ who fund the debt mountain of the honkie superclass.  Clever has no use, therefore, for several suitcases full of  CDs containing ‘personal data’.   Anyway, if he didn’t have a use that would provide an explanation for his unloading these CDs onto honkie ace journalist, the Hon. Don Marmaduke Gnome Jr., C.H., P.C..  Or maybe, because the Hon. Don Duke Jnr was a P.C. Clever thought that the Don was a suitable destination.  Clever will have had some reason for downloading these CDs onto the PC (which is pommie for Hofrat or Privy Councillor).  The PC proved reluctant to accept them and had to be persuaded with the bribe of  a supply of redundant recyclable Brown Paper Envelopes.  The CDs were duly downloaded via our representative in the Royaumes Unies, Niki ‘Pip Panpierre’ Nikodoemopoulos but before the envelopes were surrendered Pip departed to the Villa of his father, Mr. Nikodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikodemopoulos on the Isle de Knossos in the Maltesas.  Fearful that the envelopes would be withheld, the Don departed in a panic to the Maltesas but was on arrival at Vesuvius Island Airport immediately arrested, on the orders of our Minister of the Interior, Dr. Eugene Karadzic, and transported to the Alcatraz Bay Reception Centre.   Dr. Karadzic was under the impression that the Don was, or might be, since anything might be, a Nu Laeba terrorist in possession of a secret weapon of mass destruction, the Human Gnome.   The Don now tells us that the Gnome, whatever it is, in the possession of a Nubian aristocrat, the Ras 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.                                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                          


My request that Minnie report my recent Domestic Market (a monthly reception for representatives of foreign businesses 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) of the Palais d’Orleans on Besize) - 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 is so long that it is being published on my website.  This 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...  A shorter version, though still lengthy, has been promulgated as a Press Circular.  This is one of what were initially three press circulars dealing with the Domestic Market and, since the Don is also an expert on the pommie usurers,  Northern Rock, named after one of our more Northerly uninhabited islets, it does contain some discussion on that subject.                                                                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                          


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’.   Mr. Rock tells us that these funds are an insurance policy upon which honkie usurers can draw if they find themselves short of sufficiently cheap funds to distribute amongst chronic debtors and pussy cats.    Honkie usurers have suddenly become less determined to compete for ‘market share’ by handing out cash at lower interest rates than they themselves borrow it to pussy cats who will never repay.   Formerly the usurers just lent the pussy cats more money to pay the interest on existing loans and thereby were able to inflate their profit figures, secure market share and bonuses for directors.  The story in pommie textbooks of economics, however, is that the ‘National Banks’ then, if they so choose, release this money to ‘increase the money supply’ and ‘avert deflation’.  This is the same process to which Mr. Rock refers and the National Banks have chosen to release such funds to all the usurers, though not amid such whining from the Don on behalf of taxpayers as when Mr. Rock asked for his share in advance.  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 to inflate the monetary output of   ‘consumers’.   The Central Banks are primerally a device whereby governments buy votes.  Although Mr. Rock tells us that these funds were supplied by the usurers in the first place,  the Don says that it is the taxpayers who pay for these votes - which they do also in their capacity as pensioners.                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                               


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  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-punters that they will not have to pay their debts (not that anyone ever expected that they would).                                                            


                                                                                                                                                             


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.  Because of the mountain of debt, deflation – that is, reversal of this catalogue of pathologies - 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 to destroy themselves and everyone else, then they must accommodate to great changes, which they may see initially as hardship, in their  behaviour.  Every time such honkie inflationary policy fails the blame is put on some local usurer to divert retribution from the President.   This Northern Rock is the scapegoat in pommiland.                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                          


My charlady and amanuensis, Ms. Fatima Patel, points out that the successful buying of votes depends, or can be expected to depend,  on the bribed idiots being, at any time,  a majority and the responsible and prudent, who pay, being the minority.  At any one time there is a fringe which pays for everyone else, is destroyed, and then replaced by the new fringe – so that in good time all the locally grown intellectuals can be eliminated.   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 and cost nothing further, except for the exorbitant council tax.!                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                    


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 (owner of the Gnome Bank 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.                                


                                                                                                                                                                                            


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 admits that we may know all about it because there is nothing to know – but we do not know for certain that there is nothing to know.  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 word of his parents!”         


                                                                                                                                                                                     


“Offadafourchetta!”, exclaimed President Benny Mussolini, “Wassadagnome?”                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                     


“The Don started plausibly enough”,  Dr. Karadzic explained, “claiming to be 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 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”, interjected Nikodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikodemopoulos,  proprietor of the Belsize-Registered Poncho Bolero International Pharmaceutical 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, consistent with current superstitions,  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 – from the point of view of the sponsors - 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 revelation of  a secret vital 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.   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 to police and tax collectors.  An oversolicitous screw was bribed into contacting the Don's father, the 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’s sing-song tones (known in the Cannabi language as ‘Sing Sing’)  – they call her Pigeon because she struts around – the Tum Tumette employed as matron at Alcatraz Bay.                     


                                                                                                                             


“Guggledeguggle!”, replied the Don.  It was inordinately hot.  The Don’s tongue was dry and swollen. Butterflies were orbiting his head.  Or it may have been fairies or gnomes.  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 pommie men are all the same!   I bet you are dying to get your balls into my hot thongs!”   The Don, as a matter of fact, like his father before him, is an ex-pupil of the famour Caledonian Public School, Saint Trinians.                                                                                                      


                                                                                                                           


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 find out 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.. in the National Costume of  Belsize, 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 Belsize Cayman International,  bid One Diamond.





“Ring! Ring!” 


                                                                                                                           


“What do I bid now?”,  answered Nikodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikodemopoulos, proprietor of the Belsize-registered Ponchobolero International Pharmaceuticals Corporation of Colombia (and the megalithic Moscow-based Pornographia Media Empire).                                               


                                                                                                                                                                        


Fourteen year old Ms. Fatima Patel, charlady of our Finance Minister Ms Gloria Goldenlay and of  Ms. Lila po Lune.. 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.   Deals at Bridge have what is known to intellectuals such as Fatima ‘three degrees of freedom’.                                                                                                      


                                                                                                                          


“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 Marmaduke Gnome, Proprietor of the Gnome Bank of  Zurich, “I can’t see your cards, Osama, if you hold them like that..”.   The Milor Duke picked up Mr. bin Ladin’s cards, glanced through them and replaced them.   “I reckon I bid four clubs.  Don’t you, Fatima?”  Fatima admitted that was a plausible bid and the Duke bid four clubs.                                                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                        


“Ring!  Ring!”                                                                                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                             


“You can never get an answer from these Delhi call centres!”, Lieutenant Pigeon, at Alcatraz Bay  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 honkie 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 anyone knows about them.  Some things in politics have to be kept submerged…. 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 insist on leading the Ace of  Hearts”                                                                                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                            


“If you were 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... Oh!  You own it!  Tender for Gnome Bank of  Zurich Twenty Seven Per Pent Eurobond.   You were selling hundred honkie eurobonds for three hundred honkies... plus transaction fee... that’s nine per cent... 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 lay our hands on without being found out.  Selling, for instance, subsidiaries too small for it to get into the ‘papers’..or without telling anyone..  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.   That will be better for me all round.   But tell me, supposing you were to issue me three per cent bonds at the cost of  thirty three honkies for a hundred.. would I then get the hundred for the thirty three two weeks later...?”                                                     


                                                                                                                                                            


“I am afraid not!”                                                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                             


“We keep getting these offers from your  bank of mortgages... nothing for the first  two years or just two per cent... plus the immediate ‘cashback’.  Now suppose I mortgage this villa for, say,  eight hundred million Swiss Frankies... Can I then just pay you back next day and keep the hundred million Frankies cashback?”                                                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                  


“That is contrary to the terms...”                                                                                                            





“Your bank is offering eight and a half per cent... no... fourteen per cent... on deposits.  So I can keep the eight million Frankies plus cashback for two years, pay you the two per cent, deposit it meanwhile in your bank and collect the fourteen per cent ..and then, after two years, take my money out  of  your bank and return the eight million Frankies plus any remaining interest and keep the rest…...”                        


                                                                                                                                                            


“I think you will find it is fifteen per cent added to the original sum deposited paid after three years (that is, approximately five per cent) .. provided there has been a similar devaluation of  the Swiss Frank or increase in Zurich Stock Index...but, yes, we do offer higher rates on deposits than we charge for mortgages... or we  would offer them to you for the sort of sum you have mind.. but, of course, we do not pay interest to ordinary punters.   Somebody has to pay for the mortgages...  But you can’t repay the money lent prematurely without paying a penalty...”                                                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                            


“GBZ doesn’t have any ordinary  punters.”  Uncle Boris  pointed out, “How does money given away with no charges for two years look in your accounts...?”                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                          


“You were speaking of  a nominal interest rate for two years.. though it is also standard honkie usury to charge nothing or negative interest during the preliminary period ..what my rivals at the Nationwide call the hook… but It’s a profit and recorded as a profit ...We make a profit in the end…Well, we don’t but we can deal with that hurdle when we come to it…   We book the projected profit...”                                        


                                                                                                                                                           


“Not anymore it isn’t.”,  Fatima pointed out.  “It’s now contrary to eurolaw.  Maybe that’s why your bancos are getting worried about their losses...”                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                            


“Is it?   Nobody takes any notice of any such a law.   Switzerland, in any case, is not in Europe...”               


                                                                                                                                                          


“I see!   You are giving this money away for nothing to collar the market share...giving it away to people you know very well are not going to pay back!   After some interval, maybe two years, your honkie banks get the idea that they would like to get their money back ..and make up their losses.   So after  two years the interest rates, supposedly, go  up.   What happens if I then refuse to pay?”               


                                                                                                                                                            


“We’d probably give you another loan.. to pay the interest on that and on the original loan...We even prefer you not to pay since that boosts the profit figure even more...!”                                                  


                                                                                                                                                              


“Yes.. You used to send letters round urging people not to pay.. just telling them you were offering them more money.. But your bancos are getting less and less convinced about that.   The punter might also play it straight... though there is little chance of  that... You double the interest rate after two years and the punter pays up...”                                                                                                                             





“That’s what happens.   Yes!  Less than one punter in a thousand is behind on his payments...”          


                                                                                                                                                         


“That”, snapped Lila po Lune, “is because you cover the true figure up by giving the additional loans.  Or if you don’t, then the Bradford and Bingley coughs up, and the Halifax...                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                                          


“There was this pussy cat in pommieland which applied to their Abbey National for a credit card... The Abbey National refused.   It was pilloried by your son Duke Junior because two hundred other card vendors had passed the cat as creditworthy...  If the cat was creditworthy at Halifax and  Tesco’s and one hundred and ninety eight others, it stood to reason it was creditworthy at Abbey...”                                                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                            


“Santander would lose their market share if it held out and was the only refusnik. .”,  Fatima pointed out,  “Not good for the share-price.  Would get rubbished by the pundits.   The profit figures would go down... The Directors would have to sell out a confiscatory price to the locusts to avoid losing their LTIP bonuses.....”                                                                                  





“As my colleagues are pointing out,”, continued Uncle Boris, “it is not that simple.  I keep on getting these offers from Mr. Rock of ‘repossessed properties ..at a third of the prices current in the RU ..because that supposedly is what they fetch at auction….   Do you get them Ozzy?”                               


                                                                                                                                                          


“Yes!  All the time!”, answered Mr. Osama bin Ladin, who had been happily strumming his guitar, taking no part in the conversation.  “Fatima puts it in the Annual Reports she writes for the honkie corporations ... funds are secure because of the final resort of repossession.. in a market of  rising property prices bla bla!   It is unrealistic!  I don’t  believe there are any repossessions.   Mr. Rock does insist that repossessed houses fetch on auction less than a third of the price of  mortgaged hice.  .. But of course there are not really any auctions of  these non-existent houses.   If there were it would undermine the sacrosanct housing market.   Mr. Rock was really offering to sell these houses to me under the counter at what he supposed was the auction price.  He was trying to create a separated market so as not to undermine the mortgaged market...I would have to put up with  the existing tenants, of course..the ‘sitting tenant’  lowers the price.. but I wouldn’t object to that aspect of it.   They are probably all good Muslims.”      


                                                                                                                                                        


“They most certainly are not!  Muslims  do not live in debt.  It is our responsibility to make sure they don’t have to...”                                                                                                                                    


                                                                                                                                                             


“We bankers, Fatima, contrary  to popular belief, are not entirely devoid of  humour.. except German bankers maybe... That was what I was implying...It might well be that the owner procured one of these horrific buy-to-let mortgages....”                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                              


“Nor us charladies.  I  knew that was what you were implying...”                                                         


                                                                                                                                                               


“We have at least established” , interjected Ms. po Lune, “that these hice are selling beyond market price.   Gloria bashed up Mr. Hashimoto from the IMF because he was going round telling sundry Presidents ..including Benny…that their house prices were not high enough!   She said that they  were being priced at  least three times market level...”                                                                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                         


“Mr. Hashimoto can hardly set foot in the Maltesas without getting bashed.   Not only by the ladies.  Benny resents the IMF trying to tell him what to do..”, Osama conceded, “I  met Hashimoto a couple of days ago in the Sauna at Tokyo and this time he was whining that that house prices – the same that had been not high enough - were twice the ‘correct’ level.  So three times would seem to be the current consensus..”    Osama resumed playing his guitar. 


                                                                                                                                                            


“You are usually so quiet, Boris!” remarked Ms. Lila po Lune, “Is it that you managed to palm off Auntie Pandora onto Clever Dick or are you and Duke a long-standing affaire...?   I never knew you went to St.  Trinians!   I  thought you were a pleb!   How have you managed to keep your secret all these years?   I don’t actually know that you were a plantation-slave in Cyprus.   I wasn’t there.  I remember Cyprus, of course, but can’t remember any plantation.. other than you owned yourself… But I suppose I can confirm your thesis with the biography of Ripper, Gloria’s office cat.  my office cat and Gloria’s... not one of  your pommie cats... You could hardly picture Gloria with one of those... though we didn’t chose the cat... She chose us... a small sabre toothed tiger” (she explained for the benefit of the Milor Gnome)..such as we have on Belsize.. feed on the dracula bats.. not really vegetarian and probably contrary to Muslim law... but a cat’s a cat...





“Ripper gets letters every day from honkie usurers offering her money... still gets them, despite your supposed credit squeeze...and, indeed, offers every day from the Gnome Bank of  Zurich.  She hasn’t actually taken up any of these offered loans... which failure in the RU would be exceptional for an office cat.   GBZ, however, appear to think she has taken up the loans.   She gets letters every day also from Gnomicon... which, unless you have secretly sold it off, is a subsidiary of  GBZ.  Gnomicon is generously offering Ripper to ‘buy’ or ‘consolidate’ her debts or whatever... at thirty three per cent per annum interest.  Well not exactly offering at thirty three percent.. to discover that you need a magnifying glass and a calculating machine...Gnomicon say it is ‘lowest rates ever’.                                 


                                                                                                                                                              


“I deduce from that that when office cats take out loans with GBZ ..then they don’t pay anything back.   Cats don’t.   So it can be inferred that after two years Milor Gnome starts threatening these cats in the same way as Mr. Rock threatens your punters with repossession......”                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                             


“That is not strictly correct.”, Ms. Fatima pointed out, “Mr. Rock is not threatening the punters.  He is threatening  himself.   He is offering to sell the  mortage to Ozzy at a third of its price.   He can’t evict the punters.  If he tries that, then President Gorgo steps in... The Don would kick up a fuss and Gorgo doesn’t want to lose votes for which he paid good taxpayers’ money…”





“OK!  Have  it your way.  Mr. Rock maybe repossesses the occasional house and offers it to Ozzy.. or waits until Ozzy accepts and then repossesses it.  Duke maybe catches one cat and sends it to the vetinary surgeon.. A Somalian Cat, maybe, or a Lesbian Cat.. There must be some cat which escapes President Gorgo’s protection.   Duke proves his point by making an example and gets Duke Junior to write an article about it….the deserved eviction of the paedophile cat or disgraceful eviction of the Polish cat..So that the cats hear that this has happened and get scared….Duke is bluffing the cats the same way as he is bluffing the punters.  The cats then take out this juicier loan with Gnomicon.. which is the same company as GBZ...except that they only take it out because Gnomicon are offering more money and they are not going to pay back anyway...”                                              


                                                                                                                                                               


“I have embarked on this discussion”,  Uncle Boris explained, “because we have recently detained at Alcatrass Bay this unfilial character who has moralistic ideas about who exactly is paying for these loans.  Let me suggest .. if this has not already been suggested by a favourite niece..that what is behind this whole policy is that President Toby,   President Gorgo,  President Walker Blow Jobson... all these Presidents I have misguidedly elected to office …are buying votes...”                                                                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                             


“So you are getting a conscience in your old age are you, Uncle Boris...”                                             


                                                                                                                                                            


“Let me remind you, favourite niece, that I am only twenty years older than you are!  I am young enough  to be your knock-off!   You are not ideally placed to preach to me about morality.   Through all my years I have remained faithful to Pandora,  who is a right bitch.  On the other hand, from Gloria you have never encountered one kind word or action, yet you are up every skirt in the universe.”                                                                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                            


“You are wrong, favourite uncle, at least as regards Auntie Pandora, the every and the skirts.  As you may have noticed, on Belsize and Knossos we don’t wear skirts.  But were it as you say, I would be free to get up every skirt because Gloria would know I was not being unfaithful.. whereas if  you were having it off with Georgina Whipcane, which you probably are, you would be doing it to get away from Pandora...”                                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                               


“OK then!  Were it as you say, in my old age I can afford to have a conscience.   These Presidents are buying votes.”                                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                             


“Actually”,  Fatima interjected,  “that statement has nothing to do with conscience.. or is not a moral judgement.   It is just a statement of  fact.   Muslim law permits none of this.  In the Degenerate World, in honkeyland, the buying of votes is a major industry.   If the buying of votes were stopped altogether or in general there would be even greater gnashing of teeth than if there were an end to this specific example you have been discussing... this raising of the price of houses or other commodities to make  people homeless or to deprive them of property.   The capital all has to be converted to liquidity to pay for the votes.   That stimulates their economy.   Lots of non-productive workers make a living out of it.. not just the buy-to-let and private equity locusts.   Their whole economy is buying of votes - which is not in the interests of the punter but she has to be brainwashed into thinking it is..and it is mainly this brainwashing which is the industry.                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                              


“When there is a matter of conscience hidden away... then you get a diversion... an artificial argument.   So the honkies argue ..not that votes should not be bought... in their social system that would be an incomprehensible, even impractical, proposition.   Instead they say votes should not be bought by individuals.   Not by Uncle Boris.   So it has to be what Duke Junior calls ‘the taxpayer’.   But their little club of  political parties is in a conspiracy that ‘the taxpayer’ pays only the little club of  political parties...”                                                                                                                                 





“That’s one way of looking at it...”, conceded Ms. po Lune, “You could alternatively, for instance, say it is all to preserve a class system or to preserve control over the punters... though it amounts to the same...”                                                                                                                                                    


                                                                                                                                                                


“Yes!”, added Uncle Boris, “I can see Fatima has been well brainwashed by Lila.  I can see why out of her thousands of  students, every one with dozens of doctorates, Lila picked out Fatima.  Not that I am complaining... despite the fact that in this super-intellectual Federation of Lila’s in which every schoolgirl builds herself a computerised spaceship as a birthday present, Benny Mussolini, Clever Dick and I .. and Jeanne Pucelle and Mr. Gabriel Archangel ..don’t have a single doctorate, except for the honorary ones, not single academic qualification, between us... well,  Gabriel has a  B.A., whatever that is....   ..”





“You do me  an injustice.  When Eve Delve and  Green Spam who had then the MBA?  Well... Lileth the Serpent, I suppose... But who taught her?  It is the pupils who are awarded the stars and not  the teachers.  I suppose I do have a doctorate in mathematics... But I was very young at the time and can’t really be blamed.  If  you had been locked up in a Siberian space station for three years, you would have a doctorate in mathematics.   And they locked me up in the first place because I was a mathematician and engineer...  That came first...”                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                


“I didn’t say I was complaining.   As to your educatiion... I might have had something to do with it.  I did build rowing boats that didn’t sink that often...You don’t really think, do you, that I keep nuclear submarines because I want to blow people up?   I tinker with them in my spare time - if I have any...We are agreed then...  They buy votes...”                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                               


“I am still your tinkering companion when it comes to nuclear submarines….So the speech about nuclear submarines is not news.   If it weren’ for that that I am into the tinkering as well, I might score a point with the hope that they are safer than your rowing boats.   Gloria and I did not expect ‘showing the ropes in the coal smuggling business’ to involve swimming half way across the Mange and then working our way back to Athens as a comedy act on a passenger liner..”                                              


                                                                                                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  


The Don Gnome was transported, as a VIP (or, as they are known at St Trinians, a WIP), in one of  Uncle Boris’s private executive jets, and, on landing, was surprised to find Villa Nikodemopoulos surrounded by seven similar craft… with an army of flunkies unloading bags, boxes and piles of shoes.   Uncle Boris came out to introduce himself. 





“Welcome to my humble abode!”                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                          


“Doesn’t look very humble to me.  Must be at least a thousand bedrooms!”                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                     


“Oh, at least!   All of  them stacked full of  Vendredi’s shoes.  I live in a cupboard at the back of a shoe warehouse....Vendredi is my daughter-in-law...  if that is term...  She has been hanging out with my son Pip since they were babies.  There wasn’t anyone else of  their age on Knossos.  . except Fanny po Lune, who is a law unto herself .. and Mandy Miniskirt and Lottie Lodj. ..and..  That’s not their names.  They have the same names as their parents.  Inca tradition.  Pip and Vendredi have a common interest in computers.  Vendredi is Gloria’s daughter.  So I suppose she is some sort of niece.  Sort of incest, I suppose.  I don’t know how far removed... I think Gloria’s grandmother is Pandora’s sister... something of  that sort...”                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                              


“I thought Niki was a footballer and that Vendredi was a fashion model.. and a pop singer of sorts...”         


                                                                                                                                                               


“There’s nothing wrong with football.  I own several football clubs.  There’s nothing wrong with being pretty.  It’s what you don’t do that’s the deficiency... not what you do.   Life may not be short on Knossos and Belsize.. or I hope not...but it is fast.  Maybe it’s the sun.  They’ve done a lot.  We were all pretty at their age.  Except Gloria... She was a beauty queen maybe, but not pretty.   More voluptuous or a tart.. a big girl, long red hair, painted eyebrows, big tits..all that sort of thing.  Pip and Vendredi like to pretend to be honkies... that and the shoes.. it’s all adolescent rebellion.. all a big joke.





“But let me ask you one thing.  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 night clubs the world over and flown to Alcatrass Bay...   .Eugene is organising 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 only one.  Snegurushka.  Probably a friend of  Lila’s.  Can’t see her 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….”





Once in the Villa, they boarded a buggy that transported them over several miles of corridor and lift.   They disembarked and passed through a door..





“Milor Duke Gnome agreed with me”, Uncle Boris continued, “ that it would be tactful for him go off to play croquet a Villa Cleverdick... accompanied by my good lady  Pandara... thereby diverting two birds with one stone.  I suppose you are already acquainted with Ozzy bin Ladin.  That, as you will have guessed, is my niece Lila.  You’ve met?  Lila has met everyone...   This young lady is Fatima Patel... Besides what you see.. World IQ champion... But not for you!   She’s betrothed... to Allah!   She’s the first genuine Saint we’ve had in the Federation.   Saint Mandie was a madam of a bawdy house...  This is Mr Allerdyce, the Manager your pommie Newcastle 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…”                                  


                                                                                                                                                  


“Let’s give him a scoop”, exclaimed Uncle Boris   You can manufacture scoops.  My Pornographia Group  Newspapers have this morning  ‘Nelson wins Battle of  Trafalgar’ and ‘Life not Found on Venus’.. old news and a negative.   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 to continue as manager?”                                                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                         


“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?”, lamened Ms. po Lune.   That’s the end of that then...”                                                  


                                                                                                                                                              


“I sympathise with your plight”, purred Ms. Lila po Lune,  lightly caressing the Don’s face “..the little inconvenience you have endured.. but you are in good company… I myself was afflicted with three years of little inconvenience…”                          


                                                                                                                                                                       


“A Siberian space research station” snapped Don Marmaduke, “is hardly the same thing as Alcatrass Bay.   You were no more a prisoner than the other astronauts.. with the same compensations.   Preservation of your physical and mental health was a national priority… caviar every day and an unending supply of pretty girls…”                                                                                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                         


“Prettiness is not a major priority in Siberia”, answered Ms. Lila po Lune, “and you can get bored with caviar”                                                                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                         


“…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 was not doing a bunk with your brown paper envelopes.  That’s not our way.   Vendredi and Pip turn out to be old friends of  Mr Allerdyce.   They volunteered to give Mr Allerdyce moral  support at the Domestic Market.  The three of  them arrived here this morning unexpectedly… They are only in the Maltesas for the day…”.                                                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                               


“He would have been needing the moral support”,  snapped the Don, “with his Northern Rock robbing the taxpayers….”                                                                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                               


“Mr Allerdyce knows nothing whatsoever about your Northern Rock”,  Ms. po Lune replied, “That’s why he was sent.  We are continuously receiving these letters and emails from the Directors of  this pommie Northern Rock Corporation.  We are not excessively  concerned with minor usurers in the decaying climes of the fourth world.. but, nevertheless, every time we got one of these communications we got excited.. maybe it would be information.  But it was the same every time!  They were under the impression that we had money deposited in their so-called bank.   Maybe Pip has...but nothing significant..They urge us not to withdraw this non-existent money but to borrow it instead!.”                                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                             


The Don contradicted her.  “Niki’s company, Marx Despenser’s Counterfiet Panties, has several million...”                                                                                                                                              


                                                                                                                                                                                  “Pip is our representative in the RU”,  Uncle Boris admitted, “and he may have petty cash strewn around pommie institutions.   He is hiding the petty cash, presumably, in several jam jars and not only one.  So if the bogeybitch finds jamjar number one there is at least some chance she has not discovered jamjars two to twenty.  Don Gnome may knock at the door and relay a suspicion that the bogeybitch has her beady eye on jamjar number seven.  But there is nevertheless, on the basis of such a rumour, very little incentive for transferring pfennig from jam jar seven to jamjar eight.  He already has jam  in jar eight..and for all he knows the bogeybitch may be after jar eight or all  the jars... and this transference of  pfennig across jamjars could well draw the bogeybitch’s attention and Pip might be caught in the act...





“If Pip is depositing Marks Despensers petty cash into this local piggybank that is his own affair.  I expect him to be able to operate without looking over his shoulders... So I don’t look over his shoulders.  If he wants to mismanage companies valued at some massive amount...say, one tenth of a Belsize Euro .... he is free to do so... but he won’t get another.  Actually I may look  over his shoulders.. but he doesn’t know that.  I also know, for instance, that Lila,  Gloria’s back, bought shares in this Northern Rock for our pension fund in the Royaumes Unies... Gloria will have known ..even approved or led Lila on…but it looked better for Lila to have recklessly propounded this eccentricity...”





“She got the got the shares for seventy pence?”, asked Mr. bin Ladin  “I’m surprised she got any.  I bought as many as available.. but you could only get so many at that price.. Any more would have been a little more expensive... Though I could safely have bought at a higher price, even though I was intending immediately to sell again.  When I buy  there is always a subsequent surge in price...”.         


                                                                                                                                                            


“That is not entirely correct”,  lectured Ms. Fatima Patel, “In theory it is possible for the chances to be that a gamble will break even..provided that the operation costs nothing and there are no bookmakers.. and it may also in theory be possible for your losses to be limited to some amount you can sustain.   I mention that because it is true.. though not greatly relevant to the present argument.   There are a great many certainties - or apparently so – but, as Tenferraris Leeson discovered,  you can win a thousand times in a row and then the unexpected on the thousand and oneth occasion wipes out all your winnings and replaces them with a spectacular loss.  You are relying on very small variations.. a rise, maybe, from 70.001 to 70.002 and your winnings have to exceed the cost of the operation.  This means that you have to steak very large amounts...on each occasion a large multiple of the amounted gained when, in fact, there is a gain.  You could just be pouring your euro to win a microeuro down the throat of a carpetbagger.....”          


                                                                                                                                                                


Mr. bin Ladin stated at  Fatima in amazement (or so it seemed).                                                             


                                                                                                                                                            


“She is right!”, Lila came out in Fatima’s defence,  “For a mathematical proof it would be necessary to establish underlying theory.. but nevertheless...”                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                            


Osame burst out laughing.  “I was merely surprised that it should prove necessary for me to be instructed in this...”                  


                                                                                                                                                                 


Lila looked round for something suitable throw at Mr. Bin Ladin.  If she threw her cards there would be the bother of  picking them up again.  The table was strewn with mobile phones but one of them might be damaged if yacked with suitable velocity...  There were times when she regretted that the Maltesas  did not share the honkie addiction to wearing clothes... with pockets full of propellable paraphernalia.  She had ridden over from her own Villa and studfarm and, therefore, had not been carrying a shoulderbag.  Ah, yes!  Her scorepad!  She meditated for a few milliseconds on the physics of the motion and propelled the pad towards Mr. bin Ladin.                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                             


“I am not having you insulting my..er...” she yelled.                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                               


“Protege!”, suggested Mr.Nikodemopoulos.                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                       


Lila had already calculated for that.  She had positioned herself to be within reach of an unopened pack of cards and that was powerfully dropkicked towards Uncle Boris.   It would have been more impressive, she thought, wearing one of  those honkie cheerleader skirts... Maybe she ought to have come better prepared.. But she didn’t want to look like something out of a pommie Dr. Who adventure... It lacked originality...one of those Haitian Cannabi skirts maybe...                                  


                                                                                                                                                           


“No insult was intended.”, Osama confessed, “Actually  it was Fatima who bought the shares.  I said that I did because I’m President of the Bank.  Don’t hesitate to speak if you think I’m mistaken, Fattima, but I hope you anxieties were on this occasion unnecessary...”                                                 


                                                                                                                                                          


“I wasn’t worried about you, Ozzie!  But in pommieland they have to persuade everyone that they are going to win the lottery.  We wouldn’t want Mr. Allerdyce to hand over his credit card data and the six and a half million pommie pfunt to Tenferraris Leeson.  The money is intended to corrupt rival footballers...”                                                                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                             


“As a matter of fact”, Uncle Boris remarked, “Lila didn’t buy the shares for seventy pence.”.            


                                                                                                                                                             


  “Oh, yes!”, Osama recalled, “Gloria told me. Lila paid three pommie pfunt...”                    


                                                                                                                                                     


“Gloria is always whining about this pension fund of ours in pommiland.   The pommies have a tradition... though it does tend to be all of honkiland in unison  ..of  the government buying votes - with miraculous levels of debt.. with some attempt at rectification during what they call the ‘mid-term’ ... though President Gorgo is President Gogo rather than President Gostop... and when they have a new President after another has outstayed his welcome... it does tend to be  dragged out of phase.  The pommie President Major, for instance, had to hold back raising his interest rates in order to win an election ..for which the Bundesbank held up his pfunt.. but then there was a debacle with a sudden overnight devaluation... Although devaluation is honkie government policy… yes, it was an embarrassment… It is the pension funds that are the severest casualties.. though as Fatima points out, the pommies have a casino mentality and are blind to their losses.  We are not in the habit of  selling equities.  We consider ourselves to have responsibilities as shareholders and, unlike other pension funds, ours values equities in terms of the income over the long term reasonably expected and buy at what we consider a reasonable price... Gloria allows stock merely to be wiped out.  Other funds sell on the downturn..but it doesn’t really seem to make any difference.  There is no point in selling without there then being some suitable purchase and the orthodox policy does have the drawback of  being one of the continuously repeated gambles about which Fatima has been instructing us.  They call themselves bulls, tigers or something... whereas we are bears, mules, skinflints or something else.  Lila’s purchase was even more eccentric by their standards than by ours.   It has happened occasionally that ..very occasionally...that we have held stock which is obviously grossly overpriced, obviously at a peak and of very dubious value... but Gloria and her mother before that, and her grandmother, the three added together, have probably sold stock no more than half a dozen times.  The price in these cases actually has continued to rise after the sale.. you can never anticipate how long a delusion will persist....so that in a sense we sustained large losses..though the reinvestments may equally have been on the rise.. or maye they were wiped out...but the original investments did meet a comeuppance and the reinvestments on average had been bought cheaply…..





“Our pommie pension fund has been held up in apparent valuation.. and we have known it is apparent... through stock which is boosted by Gorgo’s policies or faith in those policies and their supposed consequences...through the flooding of money supply in selected areas driving up property prices and fuelling the Private Equity Locusts and the Hispaniards.   We did discuss this Northern Rock in the spring.   Lila was not acting entirely off the cuff..  We had then already a disproportionately large holding in this Northern Rock..at least in terms of  current prices.  The overall valuation of the fund, as tends to happen in Pommiland, was largely dependant on a few companies.    The ‘portfolios’  published by pundits in my RU newspapers regularly are advertised as very successful.. though usually this depends on one grossly overpriced stock of very dubious value.  I suspect that Gloria’s failure to sell some of these Rock shares at twelve pounds was an oversight... that she was occupied at the time with other duties.   Nevertheless, this was not the only stock we had in disproportionate amount which was  dependent in price on Gorgonism.  There were other more dramatic examples... notably British Hot Air which was then standing at a ridiculous five pommie pfunt... twenty times the price we had paid...though after the sale it went up by another couple of  pommie pfunt...though the current price is, I think, three pfunt.  The Northern Rock amount seemed comparatively small... anyway, compared with BHA.  Also, the  Hot Air, once exhaled from the fund, was replaced with carbon dioxide or inflationary cash and cash equivalents which had been swollen by widespread confiscations by Private Equity Locusts and Hispaniards and also by the ‘capital payments’.. compulsory purchase of a percentage of shares.. used by directors to get rid of  shareholders.   Selling the Northern Rock shares would have generated more inflationary cash.   There was on account of the scourge of  public equity, hispaniards and other factors little or nothing of any value on the market.. and if so, only at a grossly excessive price.   At any rate, having missed the peak..and for all she knew.. the price might rise again... it seemed likely that it would.. Gloria .. having fallen asleep when the shares reached peak price…decided not to sell at all..                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                             


“When Lila decided to buy these extra shares at three pounds ..there were arguments in her favour.  Even though the original failure to sell could be justified, in view of the fall being foreseeable or forseen, this fall was an embarrassment. ..especially since my nieces management could be seen as a catalogue of embarrassments.  She didn’t want our fund to show a loss on Northern Rock.  Lila might not claim to be an expert on stock prices nor specifically on pommie stock prices.. but just as when you see a football in motion you can anticipate its future trajectory, you can anticipate the motion of a stock price.  This stock was going to drop down to 70 pfennig and then move up again ..unless some new factor changed the motion.  The new factor could, in fact, have driven the price upwards.  Don Gnome might have written in his column next day that the company borrowed money in the normal course of  business, to lend it to punters, supposedly at a profit, had reported itself even before a number of  years of dramatic alleged profit to have real assets of  over three pounds per share, did not according to its published figures share its rivals’ distinction of having billions of pfunt only in the form of  given away cash.  The  company might have been overambitious but, without gifts to pussy cats to maintain market share and even after the demise of  Gorgonic Inflation, there was a basic business expected to make thirty pfennig a share and, in fact, only a few days previously there had been a ‘profit warning’ which more suggested that seventy pfennig per share yearly profit was being maintained.  The company was not obliged to dish out loans and mortgages and could cut its cloth and, therefore, appeared to have limited liabilities.. but if it was short of cash to give away this was because ‘mortgage portfolios’ had not, as we had been led to believe, been ‘sold’ or ‘securitised’ and could still be sold at a price that was no calamity for the shareholders.  If Gnome had written such an article then the price would immediately have shot up again to 6.8 pommie pfunt.  Lila would then still, in a sense, have made a fifty per cent loss relative to the previous twelve pounds, though such fluctuations are common.  She would also have missed out on any rights issue that would have become available on the new holding and might be needed to avoid an eventual real-terms loss.  Furthermore Lila was under the impression that the fund was becoming dangerously biased towards the cash and cash equivalents in the presence of  hyperinflation.  No stock had been bought for several years.   There was nothing worth buying.. whereas the three pounds for these shares did seem a fair price.  On top of that, the RU inflation is such that if a stock is not eliminated altogether, the price is  bound to rise above that paid, whatever has been paid, and the fund manager can at least pretend to have made a good judgement.  Other than in the extreme circumstances encountered in the RU stock is always preferable to cash ..beyond that needed for any investments or payments that may prove necessary - and Lila was under the impression that cash holdings were well above the necessary or safe.  Lila also told me at the time that if  the Northern Rock banco was really collapsing then this was because the entire RU economy was collapsing and the fund was doomed anyway.                                                                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                   


“On the other hand there might, even without hindsight, be criticisms.  The holding in Northern Rock had previously been recognised as too large.  The policy surely was not to buy more Rock shares but shares in other companies which were moving in sympathy or affected by the same factors.  Lila did in fact buy shares also in such companies..but again, because of the absence of choice, initially in just a company whose price she knew would rapidly drop by at least a half ..with no certainty of recovery... and another whose price she knew would fall by a fifth.. though she also expected it to recover, which, at present, it has...  Further .. the purchase at three pounds does imply an intention to make a further purchase of  Northern Rock shares at seventy pence .. and Lila seems then to have gotten cold feet..  which may be because after her purchases and after checking up on the cash she discovered there was not money remaining to be thrown away and that a further purchase therefore had to be a different share but one similarly driven down by similar circumstances.  There wasn’t and hasn’t been any such stock.  It did look as if Lila was panicking, afraid, perhaps with some justification, the stock prices would  go up again and that on account of a Gorgo-inspired bear market, nothing was going to be available ever again at fair price.                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                     


“Despite all this, I suspect that Lila was distracted by her many other duties and miscalculated.  There was no need to buy the shares at three pounds..which was more than Gloria had paid for her original shares.   I think Lila had gotten into a muddle and had intended.. as makes much more sense.. to buy Northern  Rock shares when they went down to one hundred and seventy pommie pfennig.”                               


                                                                                                                                                                    


“That’s exactly right!!,  Lila admitted,  “I’d been away for three days, without any sleep, sorting out Labour troubles in the Popadoks, the collapse of the capitalist system, some pommie footballer claiming to have been raped by a hostess  on Fouchette and I don’t know what else.  I arrived back ..and Gloria was in a huff over Rogan.. and I had to go off straight away because of some problem on Jupiter.   The space ships’ were arriving almost a millisecond later than the calculated times.  It doesn’t take long to get to Tungopolis by Tardis .. but I then noticed I’d taken Gloria’s papers about her pommie pension fund... I had a vague idea she had asked me to deal with it... ‘a routine bore’, she had said... I checked on the current San Maggiesberg  stock dealings and thought I had to act immediately... I do mean immediately... I was confused.. it should have been 170 pfennig... When you say that implies willingness to purchase again at seventy pfennig, the alternative would be to buy .. as you say.. some stock affected by similar factors… but none to date has proved suitable.. and the purchases to which you refer,, which you say were panic buying.. have eaten up much of the inflationary cash… If the Private equity locusts hadn’t bought everything in the fund up it would make more sense to buy more shares in some company in which we already have shares…”                                       


                                                                                                                                                                     


“If we accept this unlikely tale ...about this transaction on a Tardis on which there is no such thing as an obligation to act immediately... “, so spake Fatima Patel, “then the whole argument has been foolproof.. except that it is all based on logic.. on the assumption of rational behaviour... I mean it is mathematically correct on the basis of  premisses and rules of logic.   But additional premisses or logic may have been overlooked.   In honkiland, their pundits can be taken to be habitually ill-informed.   But nevertheless, when the pundits rubbish one of  their corporations, the next thing is that some vulture  ..it could be this Darlink... the Nu Laeba terrorists have a record.. confiscates the company and the pensioners end up with nothing.”                                                                                                                                    


                                                                                                                                                                


“That being so, that settles it!”, Uncle Boris continued, “The underlying facts make no difference.  They remain hidden and the fictions become the guide to the outcome and the outcome is then taken to prove the fiction.    Nevertheless, we were getting fed up with hearing so much from and about this pommie usurer... and we had at least an academic interest in what might be the facts upon which Lila had to act on conjecture..like the post-mortem in a game of bridge.. though Fatima says the facts make no difference and I suppose she is right..  





“Osama and I are, of course, well acquainted with Mr. Rock and we do know that Mr Rock has prepared and supposedly even published recent accounts - and has supposedly handed them over to salesmen who are paid being more than Mr Rock has withdrawn from the Bank of  Pommiland.  It might be supposed that we might consider buying this tiffly pommie usurer .. I don’t suppose it would cost more than one of  Vendredi’s shoe factories..to guard Lila’s impetuous investment.  Yet, despite all inquiries, none of us has set eyes on these accounts.  ..”                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                                         “Is that why I was kidnapped?”, asked  Duke Gnome junior, “I thought that the Human Gnome sounded a bit of a pretext.  I may be a leading financial journalist but I neverthelessI know nothing whatsoever about the Northern Rock Accounts...” 


                                                                                                                                                      


“We never supposed you did!”, Uncle Boris replied,  “Mr. Rock wisely sent Mr. Allerdyce, who knows nothing about them either, to Gloria’s Domestic Market.   If Mr Rock had send some pundit along to spout more meaningless overheated carbon dioxide he stood to be uncomfortably battered before he even reached Alcatraz Bay.   Mr.Allerdyce was able to entertain Gloria with football.   We had a game of football after the festivities. .. Osama was in goal.  He had to dispense with his nightie...”                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                               


“We were intrigued” Mr. bin Ladin informed the Don Gnome, “with your concern for taxpayers.  Can’t you construct a sentence without using the word ‘taxpayer’ at least twice?  As publisher of most of the world’s newsprint, Boris might prefer the shorter word ‘punter’..not ‘taxpayer’ specifically but it amounts to the same.   You need mention ‘taxpayer’ just once to define in which sense you will then be using ‘punter’.  Punters are always robbed.  If we paid taxes on Knossos, we would be robbed.   Your Northern Rock corporation, even within the minute pommie economy,  can hadly make a major dent into that universal truth....





“But let’s explore the background to this concern for taxpayers... We were discussing this earlier... There was this report in the Irish Independent.. it might have been yours’... ‘Honkiland Banking Crisis.   Collapse of the Capitalist System.’.   We did scan through your Pommie papers.. and others.. to see if we could find out more about this collapse of the capitalist system.. The San Maggiberg Evening Standard had “Bouyant profits boost Daily Mail Trust’ and ‘Losses depress Trinity Mirror’.  Your Daily Mirror had ‘Profit surge boosts Trinity Mirror’ and ‘Losses spark Daily Mail share collapse’.   But not even the Irish pommie Independent, as opposed to the Irish Independent, mentioned the demise of the capitalist system.  Did you censor it out, Boris?.. Give you time to take the money and run?  ...”                                                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                             


“We were wondering”,  Uncle Boris answered, addressing the Don Gnome, “whether you could confirm or deny our impressions of this scoop of yours..the end of the capitalist system.   Gloria has been churning out papers for I don’t know how many years telling us that the honkie banks were giving away money to people who would never repay. ..and indeed that taxpayers and pensioners would have to pay.   You were pillorying them if they did not do so.. falling behind in market share.  Gloria insisted that the punters would have to pay.. through inflation and sacrifice of  their pensions and taxes.   These ‘bad debts’ were concealed in published figures as regards their extent.. their impact ..that is, the existing provisions for bad debts were already large when compared to profit, as opposed to turnover, and a small error could engender a large loss...and as to the degree and means whereby such potential losses could be remedied…                                                                                    


                                                                                                                                                               


“Am I right in saying that the pommie bankers have not suddenly looked into their cupboards and discovered that they havn’t got any money?   The Mother Hubbard Banks.   It is reasonable assumption that Mother Hubbard would have discovered her deficiencies before the yearly stocktaking!  It is more, surely, that the Mother Hubbards have suddenly, in unison, decided to revise their figures for ‘provision for bad debt’..which must be very embarrassing for you pommie pundits, since Gloria had been focussing on these numbers..”                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                             


“That is so”, conceded the Don, “But where the banks themselves rely on borrowing this money they are giving away, they have are being charged uncomfortably high interest rates...and the other sources are running out of cash...”                             


                                                                                                                                                              


“You mean they have become more conscious of having to pay uncomfortably high interest rates.. compared with their own charges for mortgages and loans.  Mortgages particularly…But does cash run out?”, asked Ms. po Lune, “Or does it circulate?  The inflation this dishing out of money generates does effectively require a greater amount.. but that is achieved a faster rate of circulation.... It would seem that you need a forever greater rate of circulation and inflation and that there is a physical limit to the rate of circulation...But Gloria has been telling us for years that your banks have been getting rid of depositors, to whom they pay little interest.. and in whom they have little interest…, or leading them on into being debtors, since it is much less trouble to get money at rates that exceed that charged the banks’ borrowers from the ‘other sources’... and less labour intensive.. and the internet, despite the inducemets, has been the expected washout….The ‘other sources’, ultimately I suppose the pension funds which are going to pay for this extravagence, may be running out of cash, maybe reluctant to part other than at higher rates or your banks are becoming more conscious of  being asked to pay these higher rates or the other sources are Chinese and waiting for further devaluations...”                                     


                                                                                                                                                                  


“The pommie pundits”, added Mr bin Ladin, “are, in fact, arranging for cash flow into the pension funds to enhance the circulation.. as witnessed by your stories about inflationary money replacing the stock in your pommie fund...Honkie Presidents subsidise Private Equity Locusts just as they give money to Housing Associations to raise house prices and promote homelessness….”                                                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                 


“Whatever the theory”, continued Mr. Nikodemopoulos, ‘The pommie banks were formerly convinced and the critics who were recently egging them on were convinced that inflation would save them from comeuppance but have become more aware of the possibility of  being caught out...”                             


                                                                                                                                                               


“And”, Fatima added, “Punters have become less willing to buy the usurers’ portfolio’s of mortgages, thereby absolving them of risk..  Because of the great delusion about the increasing property values these portfolios were being bought well above fair price even though if the mortgages were in fact repaid, together with the interest, changes in property values could make no difference to income from  the bonds... and the mortgages might not be repaid…Except that with increasing inflation the amounts to be repaid.. and the amounts lost.. became effectively less...”                                                                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                  


“Maybe so!”  Lila chimed in  “Gloria has also pointed out that in pommiland, amid great encouragement from pundits and financial journalists... in newspapers funded by the pundits’ advertisements... in supplements that really were the pundits’ advertisements... to lose money in a great succession  of  harebrained schemes... just  about all based on the delusion that inflation is increase in value. ..and on the delusion that what has gone up will go up further.   The pundits always encourage purchase of unit trusts on the basis of their having already gone up in price.. that is to say, being overpriced.   These people, though systematically misled, could also be labelled as stupid and irresponsible.  Gloria has pointed out that on every occasion the Pommie President has stepped in and when the truth is revealed the punters.. the taxpayers, the pensioners, the irresponsible punters themselves as future pensioners... the prudent, sensible and responsible have had to pay for the irresponsible idiots.  Your bancos have been giving away money to pussy cats.  So long as the pussy cats did not have to pay back that was OK.  But now the bancos suddenly realise and mouth: ‘The honeymoon is over.  We are married now and you can be legally raped...and our terms, for the most part, if you actually pay back as agreed, with agreed interest,  are still very generous.   We would rather like our money back!” ... and what happens...? President Gorgo, President Jobson and you, Don Gnome, start yelling: ‘No! No!  They don’t have to pay!  The taxpayer has to pay!’ ”.                                                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                               


“When buying votes”,  Fatima observed, “It is necessary that the minority pay for the majority.  The responsible minority is destroyed, eliminated... which is the Bliarothatcherite Marxist ideal of an idiot society, without property, controlled by an invisible government of super-race...Like these new directors which the pundits have persuaded Mr. Rock to appoint to sell his company… None of them bankers or accountants.. whereas their predecessors were…”





“Now how much of the taxpayers’ money”, Mr bin Ladin asked the Don, “do you suppose Mr Rock is stealing?”                                                                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                               


“Twenty billion pommie pfunt..”                                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                              


“You mean by that twenty yankee billions of  pommie pfunt.. not mathematical or Belsize billions....and since you quote that figure we can presume that you don’t know but that you think it is that at the most but probably less                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                               


“As it happens Mr. Rock has not asked me for any loans.   I am not an usurer.  Why should I lend a pundit to buy when I can buy myself?   On the other hand, I have been persuaded to pay the mortgage on the Don’s garden shed.  If I wanted to buy a million pommie garden sheds, instead of my negotiating each purchase separately it would be easier for me to get Mr. Rock to do so on my behalf.   Similarly, although I do not buy, sell or issue bonds with the aim of earning interest, I may occasionally issue bonds for friends as a favour.... But no usurer or pommie corporation has ever asked me for less than two thousand yankee billion pommie pfunt... and where your distressed honkie banks have recently been seeking to raise cash... it has been sums of that order.                                             


                                                                                                                                                                


“I have deposited much of the cheap gold I got off President Gorgo in the Bank of  Belsize.   The pommies are pioneering the moneyless banks.  It is much easier for everything to be done by credit card.   So Gorgo let me have his gold.  I forget how much he paid me to take it.  It is convenient for this gold to be stored in caves on Belsize guarded  by ichthyosaurs.  But neither the Bank of  Belsize nor the Federal Dong Bank has ever asked or commanded me to supply them with deposits.   On the other hand your Banco of  Pommieland ‘licenses’ your banks and demands large deposits.   I don’t know what they could do about it if the bancos ignored the Banco of Pommieland and I suppose the Banco of  Pommiland has to be careful not to test that question.   According to your textbooks of economics your National Bancos demand these sums to enable them to ‘control the money supply’.   Mr. Rock tells me, however, that these deposits are a collective insurance policy and,  if pressed, the bancos may then withdraw their own money.  What is implied therefore is, firstly, that the borrowing of money is a normal aspect of a pommie usurer’s business, secondly that this specific money that is bothering the Don belongs to the banks rather than taxpayers and that the sum involved is an insignificant twenty yankee billion pommie pfunt...”                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                              


“That is a misleadingly pedantic way of putting it”. replied the Don Gnome.                                            


                                                                                                                                                                           


“That is not the only thing  that is misleadingly pedantic”, snapped Ms.po Lune  “There is a pommie government policy of  buying votes at the expense of the taxpayers and pensioners... the votes of  folk  who will never retain sufficient to pay taxes.   The amounts involved are vastly greater  than the sums quoted relative to whatever local usurer a honkie nation happens to be blaming.   What is the honkie response to this end of  the capitalist system?  Your Banco of  Pommiland and the rest of the National Banks are releasing sums which greatly exceed your twenty honkie billion pfunt to ‘maintain inflation’.  This means that the compulsory deposits of the ‘licensed banks’ are returned.   This is precisely the same process as “Northern Rock stealing the taxpayers’ money”.   Your bank base rates are little more  than propaganda in the vote-buying enterprise,  though some punters’ savings rates are tied to it and a reduction in the base rate always signals a reduction in the savings’ rates  whereas an increase may neither increase savings or lending rates  ..but nevertheless a reduction in base rates is an exortation to continue with the inflation, the debts, the bancos lending out money to pussycats... and there has been no abatement...and a reduction in base rates, of course, is followed by an open reduction of  the value of currency... So  where is now your sympathy for taxpayers.? You rejoice at, have even been bullying President Gorgo into,  this much greater robbery of  taxpayers.. and, indeed, if there is inflation, you also pay more taxes... as you admit in your arguments about profit taxes and death duties, in which inflation allows the government to confiscate your property...”                          


                                                                                                                                                               


“So your tears for the taxpayer are hypocrisy.   But what about your own interests, apart from you being a taxpayer.   Your  father and my uncle Boris have persuaded Mr. bin Ladin to pay the mortgage on your garden shed.  Fifty thousand pommie pfunt.  Very  generous of the usurers... great help to the first time shed buyers.  But if there were no usurers and no mortgages your garden shed would have cost you five pommie pfunt.  It would  be bought within your own means...entirely without further cost... except for the extortionate council tax..now claimed to be justifiably extortionate on account of the loan-induced inflation.  Your garden shed, however, or 99.99 per cent of it, belonged to the usurer.   He was usuring you to buy a shed for himself.   If  Mr bin Ladin had not rescued you, which depended entirely on the unlikely good fortune of being kidnapped by Eugene Karadzic, you would have no chance whatsoever of ever owning your garden shed and would forever be paying the usurer an ever increasing rent!                                                                                                                                      


                                                                                                                                                           


“Your time would be better spent, 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 should 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 ..which is another story.. which is also the real story about your waste or resources and energy.”
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