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Don Kyoto Sells His Windmills                            


                                                                                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                        


Unfortunately with all the confusion and backlog, there has been a build up of  longish press circulars revolving around Gloria Goldenlay’s recent Domestic Market.  Mr. Clever Dick here inadvertently almost tricks  Ms Lila po Lune into replying to a call from an expensive 090 number on her mobile phone.. So be warned!  The delegation arrives from the pommie Association of Private Equity Sharks, Carpetbaggers, Highwaymen and Transactors.  their Trade Union for Economic Parasites  and Sociopaths, which reveals how essential its activities are to the pommie economy and why President Gorgo is eager and obliged to endow them with tax concessions.  Lila encounters also Don Iago Kyoto, President of Hispanic Carpetbagger and Windmill Operator, Iberdrolla, who has given Uncle Boris the runaround.. in Boris’s capcity of  pommie ‘invisible peer’, Milor St. Nicolo of Lapland..and the yankee greenspam and pommie pfunt reach record lows against the honkie euro.





Ms. Lila po Lune says she is thirty years old.. She must be at least that and Gloria at least thirty two.. though Uncle Boris reckons that Lila is seven years older than Gloria.  Age is not an issue amongst Incas.  We do not age though there may be a sudden unpredictable terminal decline, akin to the honkie’s aging but , at the most, over days rather than years – a process that can be reversed by a skilful witch-doctor.  It is not age that may be troubling Lila.  Incas do sometimes need a change in activities or life-style.  It must have been sixteen years ago now that we returned with Gloria to Belsize – because Gloria’s mother wished to retire as First Minister and become our ambassador in Indonesia – Lila, Arsula, Marie, Lydia and I.. we must all have been around seventeen years old.  Gloria, the most serious minded of the bunch, took up office as First Minister immediately.  Although Lila is more… er.. adventurous.. she must have also have taken over immediately as Emil (or ‘witchdoctor).  She was, after all, already in honkiland, the world’s most potent witchdoctor, in a league beyond the Princess Gonerilla.  It is Gloria who has born the ponderous and tedious strains of office rather than Gloria… but it’s Lila who has to keep Gloria from getting bored… whatever affects Gloria also affects Lila.. not that Gloria is showing any signs of tedium or deceleration. Also, although Lila ruminates about her peregrinating daughter,  Lila known as Fanny, Fanny po Lune is much more evidently a witchdoctor in waiting than is Gloria, known as Vendredi, Goldenlay a First Minister or Minister of Finance.











Ms. Lila po Lune was celebrating her thirtieth birthday at Ms. Gloria Goldenlay’s Domestic Market on the shore of the Loch Skegness behind (behind from the point of view of tourists, though residents refer to the Loch as ‘in front’)  the Palais d’Orleans.  It was winter.. and cold… on the pommies’ Fahrenheit  scale a mere eighty five degrees.   Transatlantic honkieland depended on the global warming distributed by the waters of the Maltesas.  It must be freezing in Pommiland… though the volcano on Vesuvius Island was working flat out.                                                                                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                                            





Was it really Lila’s birthday?  Was she really thirty years old?  If so and if so, Lila wasn’t telling anyone.  With a bit of luck they hadn’t consulted their diaries: ‘National Holiday.  Birthday of Ms. Lila po Lune’.  Lila had deciphered the stone tablets of the Dinosaurs and had designed the space-shuttles that were now leaving twice a day for Jupiter.  But one problem still remained.  How was an Inca dressed in the National Costume of  Belsize to carry her mobile phone?  Lila was holding in her hand a mobile phone.. but not a Belsize Lurgiphone based on Dinosaur technology, akin to that used in Crocodile Duncannon’s Tardis .. but a primitive device on Uncle Boris’s Bo-T Network.                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                                                 


According to the official records of  Belsize, Ms. Gloria Goldenlay (and every other contemporary Gloria Goldenlay) is one hundred million and seven years old and Ms. Lila po Lune one hundred million years exactly.  In point of fact, these are the periods over which a Gloria Goldenlay has been First Minister of  Belsize and a Lila po Lune has been Emil (or ‘witchdoctor’) and December 13th is the anniversary of the first Emil taking office.  This means that Gloria must have spent seven years without Lila.  How she achieved this is a mystery, though, if she is seven years older than Lila she probably had no choice… and may not even have known what she was missing.  But that was a hundred million years ago.. and today, guests of Ms. Gloria Goldenlay are also guests of  Ms. Lila po Lune.  Life with Gloria didn’t seem to change.  In Moscow it was smiling sweetly at the KGB in the larder and kicking them in the bollocks and now she had to had to smile sweetly at these honkie halfwits on the sands of  Belsize and kick them in the bollocks.. or whatever diplomacy required.  It was a bit like singing the songs of  Zion in the foreign land or the songs of the foreign land in Zion..though Uncle Boris’s ancestors had probably never set foot in Zion.  It was probably full of Italians.  Diplomacy demanded that Lila carry a primitive mobile phone.                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                          The honkies, with their Management Consultants liquidating or suborning all their scientists, were submerged in predinosaurian technology.  The Italians are addicted to clocks driven by water – klepsydra.  Dr. Karl Darwin, -  Professor of  Etymology, or maybe Entomology, at Delmonte University on Montmandie on Belsize – , assures us that Klepsydron is a Knossos Dinosaurian word meaning ‘tick tock’ or ‘drip drop’..  a reference to the chronometers used by the yahoos before the Dinosaurs arrived.  … The plural is ‘Klepsydra’.   Pommie druid lexicographers claim that klepsydra, the plural of klepsydron, which is of ‘neuter’ gender, has a further plural plural, klepsydrai, which is feminine (plural).  Pommie druids use their own version of the Knossodinosaurian script in which K is rendered as C (the dinosaurian C being rendered as S), the dinosaurian ‘ai’ as ‘ae’ and ‘oi’ as ‘oe’ – the druids being very keen to keep records in what they suppose to be Italian orthography.   The druids suppose, presumably, that the plural klepsydra is a feminine singular which, in the Knossos dinosaurian language would be expected to have a plural klepsydrai. Professor Moshe Ramoshe of the Midian Institute of  Cosmology claims that the druidic lexicographers are merely cataloguing standard dinosaurian usage.  In the Aramo-dinosauric languages plurals, irrespective of the gender of the oriiginal singular – that which refers to a single item - are regarded as feminine singular.  The plural of  phenomena, a spaceship, is phenomenim, a fleet of spaceships, which is feminine singular.  Similarly their word for ‘Godzilla’ is Leah – supposed to be masculine – while the plural, Leahim, also used for Godzilla, is feminine singular.  Similarly data, an oriental fruit, has the feminine singular plural datim and ‘pease’, a legume, has the feminine singular plural form ‘pea’.    It stands to reason,  Professor Moshe insists, that if the plural is feminine singular, there must then be a further (feminine) plural plural – phenomenima, Ileahim, datimes, peases and so forth.  We are however inclined to agree with Dr. Darwin that Professor Moshe is in a muddle.  He may be thinking of  the aramo-dinosaurian word ‘klopsidra’ – a sandal – which almost invariably appears in the plural form, regarded as singular, ‘klipklopsidra’ ..or maybe he is thinking of  the aramodinosaurian ‘tonkihonka’, the plural of ‘honkiton’.  Moshe may be correct in his views on the aramo-dinosaurian languages – though the students at our Institute of  Dinosaur Studies doubt it.  ‘Klepsydron’ however is Knossodinosauric and the Knossodinosauric languages do not have these plural plurals and changes of  gender.





The Italians also have water-driven hydrophones, known in Moscow as vodafons.  Otherwise the honkies are universally espoused to the ‘radios’ invented by Signor Marconi.. with linkages via the more old-fashioned ‘telegraph’.  The honkies never got beyond Turin and Marconi.   Bo-T is a commercial organisation that trades in honkiland and, therefore, uses the ancient Marconi-telegraph technology.   Lila was carrying a Bo-Tel out of deference to her less civilised guests.                   


                                                                                                                                                                                             


Lila could have parked her Bo-Tel in her appropriately designed hat.  But that wasted time fiddling around ..and she might have to nip indoors and take off her hat… It is customary on Belsize to take off the hats indoors – since they are too broad to get through doorways.  Now that Lila was thirty years old she was officially an Ancient Princess and was entitled to wear a belt as symbol of seniority rather than for sexual allurement.   But Lila was obstinate about this ever more popular fashion – at any rate, when entertaining visitors from the degenerate world.  Lila was holding her Bo-Tel in her hand and was shortly going to hand it in at the Admin Booth.                                                                                                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                                             


“Ring!”.  Just one ring.  Lila glanced at the phone, pressed a button and then another.                                            


                                                                                                                                                                                         


“Calls to 070 numbers”, chimed the voice of  Mr. Clever Dick’s amanuensis, Ms. Deborah ‘Direct Debbie’ Dixon – that was Debbie over there in the wide-brimmed black steeple hat, carrying the broomstick, next to Clever, in the similar black hat but with higher steeple and carrying a trident … “may cost as much as one Belsize Dollar a Minute.”  Lila cancelled the call.  It would just have been she supposed (correctly) a performance of  Malcolm Arnold’s Alamein Symphony.                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                                            


The ‘international rich list’ compiled by Mr. Clever Dick was not published.. because Mr. Dick (supposedly) was number three.  Maybe Clever didn’t want it to be known that he was not number one.. which everyone knew anyway… or maybe he didn’t want it to be known he was number three..though that, too, did not contradict popular consensus.  Only the top five, supposedly, possessed estates worth one Belsize Dollar or more.  Lila, supposedly, was number five.  It was good of  Debby to warn her.  And unexpected.  Life at thirty was still full of surprises.  Clever had had a narrow escape.                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                              


Mr, Clever Dick’s Rich List was not that recognised by Intspectre, the powerful organisation that ruled the globilised world economy.  Dr. No was a member.. and he brought along an army of friends and relatives.  But they were not regarded as separate members.  Gloria and Lila played a prominent role in deliberations but they were in the entourage of the organisation’s president Nikodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikodemopoulos, might deputise on his behalf  - just as Nonnie deputised for her father, Dr. No …but were not considered separate entitities.  Fatima was also considered one of the family.  It distorted reality for the top of  Clever’s Rich List to be cluttered up with Uncle Boris’s friends and relatives.  But Clever’s list did nevertheless have a smacking of  authenticity.   Shares in Ponchobolero were worth what they were worth.  On the other hand, some ‘entrepreneur’ in some pommie list would have a million shares in some bogus internet enterprise, sell five shares to unsuspecting dupes for five pommie pfunt apiece… and would then be computed to have wealth of whatever is a million minus five multiplied by five in pommie pfunt.                                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                                       


Lila had been asked to accommodate a dozen pommie New Forest Ponies at her free-range organic stud farm on Knossos.  Lila had expected these to be Liberal Party members of the pommie House di Milors… but they turned out indeed to be long-haired equine quadrupeds.  Skegnessie, the faithful Ichthyosaur who has served the Princess Goldenlays down the millennia, accompanied by her sister, Skegnita, was now floating towards the Palais.  The ‘ponies’, as the pommies called them, with their usual role reversed, were straddled over the Ichthyosaurs’ necks.   The Ichthyosaurs stretched their long necks over the sand and picked off the horses off each others’ crevices.. no, cervices ..and returned them to dry land.                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                                             


Lila watched in amazement as these ponies were mounted by honkie singer Adam Ant and the delegation from the pommie APESCHT – Association of Private Equity Sharks, Carpetbaggers,  Highwaymen and Transactors.  Transactors are honkies who collect transaction fees.  They were only let in to make up the acronym.                    


                                                                                                                                                                                                


What were they singing about? ‘Stand and Deliver!’?  Was this a reference to the statutory duties of a honkie politician ordained in the Book of  Leviticus towards their P.A.s.  P.A. stands for Political Attachee.  In the Etats Unies, where senior politicos each have several, they are known as ‘In Turns’.  But it might not have been this.. Yes and No.. not exactly.   They were complaining that Highwaymen did not pay tax or that they benefitted from ‘tax concessions’.  But President Gorgo couldn’t tax them.  If  he did, the Highwaymen would take their loot to the Cayman Islands, or even to Billirici or Fouchette.                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                                      


That the Highwaymen robbed the pommie punters, that much Lila understood.  But the sing-song alleged that the loot remained nevertheless within the ‘pommie economy’.   This appeared to be a paradox since, surely, the ‘pommie economy’ was whatever provided President Gorgo with taxes.  Maybe then the Highwaymen used mobile phones whose suppliers paid pommie taxes, or maybe Highwaymen bought teas at their motorway caffs.. only Highwaymen, after all, could afford them… or maybe the Highwaymen handed the loot back to the punters in some way  ..or to the Highwayrobbers’ molls… and the punters or molls paid taxes or chatted to each other for hours on mobile phones.    It was not made clear.   There did not appear to have been any definitive studies.. though  at first sight it would seem easier and cheaper for Gorgo to rob the punters directly instead of using intermediaries ..or was that too obvious?  You always have to pay the tax-collectors a commission.   The great army of  parasites so well represented at the Market were, after all, Gorgo’s tax-collectors.  It turned out that the loot not merely remained within the pommie economy but because it had been looted it was worth more than before.  Work had been done in the looting, which was value added, growth or GNP – and no doubt it had all been capitalised?  But then, surely, the Highwaymen were already in the Cayman Islands, with their Milor Somerfield – or in Billirici or on Fouchette . and in great force in Hispania.  The notion that Highwaymen were in some way honkie-based came as news to Ms. Lila po Lune.  Gloria’s pommie Pension Fund had been devastated by these Carpetbaggers ..but in not a single case had the predator been based in pommiland.  Or at any rate, the organisations that carpetbagged were domiciled outside the RU…in the so-called Tiger economies… Grand Cayman and Fouchette…                                                                                                              


                                                                                                                                                                                           


It would all be a lot simpler, it seemed to Ms. po Lune, if  President Gorgo declared Highway Robbery illegal.  But the continuing chanson refuted that delusion.  International agreement – Intspectre – prohibited Gorgo from declaring highway robbery illegal!  Was Gorgo bound by any such edict by Intspectre?  These honkie Presidents supposed that the volatile electorate could not look after their own affairs… that they had to be ‘educated’ and that the Presidents had to conspire behind their backs with ‘international agreements’ and blame Intspectre.  But these Presidents, who were so dedicated to ‘educating’ were all ignorant lawyers and did whatever the pundits told them to do.  When the Presidents were educated they were obliged to educate everyone else.. to prove how educated the Presidents were.  The propaganda didn’t just dupe the volatile electorate.  It duped the Presidents as well.  This Gorgo might not have been educated at St. Trinians.  His spindoctors boasted that he wasn’t.  But nevertheless the pommies always have to have a boss to obey.   They suppose that Intspectre is the boss and imagine what Inspectre has ordered them without being told.   Intspectre represents the interests of  international commerce.   We expect individual Presidents to guard their own countries interests.  It is supposed to be an interaction and balance.  These Presidents who refuse to guard their countries’ interests are a pain in the neck.. a threat to the whole concept and operation of Intspectre.                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                             


Well then!  That Hispaniard waving his arms at Mme. Georgina Whipcane.  Wasn’t that that Iago Kyoto from their Iberderolla?   He was taking a risk showing up at the Market… though she couldn’t currently espy either Dr. Karadzic or  Colonel Turner-Round.  Probably in the helicopter that had just landed on the Palais roof.   Gloria had had shares in the  Caledonian Scottish Power in her pommie pension fund.  These shares had been confiscated by this Iberderolla… but, to give him his due, Iago had let Gloria have some shares in this Iberderolla in addition to the inflationary money.   To avoid complications, with some foresight, these shares had been registered as belonging to Uncle Boris personally c/o his office in the pommie Senate or House di Milors.                                                                                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                                          


Just as there are ‘hidden’ files on your computer.. which materialise only when the Tum Tums need an excuse to arrest you… the pommies have ‘hidden peers’ in their House di Milors.  Like the pier at Cromer now hidden from view by the Prezza-hutches.   Boris qualifies because he was born.. or supposedly so.. on the Island of  Kupros, off the coast of  Samaria.. and because he has paid the fee.  Being a hidden peer, of course, he had to pay the fee anonymously, via his P.A., Minnie’s Sardinian cousin, Ps. Tuna Tunicola.  ‘Ps’, pronounced ‘peez’, stands for ‘persona’.  The cheque was signed by Uncle Boris, placed in a brown paper envelope labelled ‘from Milor Nikol of Nikosia via  Ps. Tuna Tunicola’ and the pommie newspapers were full of photos of  Milor Nikolo handing over the envelope to President Toby Liar ..and dishing out presents to children from a massive recyclable organic free-range plastic bag..which being that, had he not been Uncle Boris with his own bag factory, would have cost him a packet…                                     


                                                                                                                                                                                              


There is a reciprocal taxation agreement between Knossos and Toriland.  We don’t charge them taxes.. or supposedly so.. and they don’t charge us.  So Uncle Boris’s infrequency of attendance at the House di Milors is unlikely to be precipitated by fear of being taxed, if he turns up, on his otherwise untaxed attendance fees.   The reciprocal agreement is precisely for that purpose.. to encourage Uncle Boris to visit the RU and consume highly taxed refreshments at the bar of the House di Milors.  Even that wouldn’t work.  We don’t drink alcohol on Belsize and Knossos.  Toriland Chief of  Police, Commissioner Robert Mark, insists that the reason for Uncle Boris’s continued absence is that he refuses to perform his statutory duties towards his P.A. as ordained in the Book of  Leviticus.  Boris insists that he shares an office and P.A. with five Liberal Peers  and he is therefore absolved his statutory duties as ordained by Leviticus – and his colleagues can take Tuna for an outing to the New Forest to admire the ponies.  The Commissioners insist that the Liberal Peers are already in the New Forest and that Tuna is not invited.                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                             


Tuna mentioned nothing about statutory duties – no demand for her pascatorial rights - when she arrived unexpectedly at Villa Nikodemopoulos on Knossos with a letter from Iago Kyoto.  Iberderolla, so Iago wrote, was selling off  shares in its subsidiary ‘Renovables’.  Boris was surprised to hear that Iberderolla was engaged in shifting furniture but it turned out that a ‘renovable’ is one of the toys erected by honkie power companies when they pretend to be pursuing ‘green’  policies – which earn subsidies from their E.U.   Or a ‘renovable’ can be a renewable source of energy such as coal, wood or oil. ..anything derived from incipient solar radiation.. any source of lurgi in fact.  But Iago presumably did not mean that and more probably was selling off shares in a useless subsidiary to cream off money from naïve conservationists…making profit, therefore, for Boris as an Iberderolla shareholder.  Boris was told that as a ‘pommie citizen’ he was entitled to buy into the initial tranch of  shares to be sold.. only to pommie citizens… at an as yet undisclosed price.  On the other hand, Mr. Iago was clearly not expecting any pommie citizens to buy this stock reserved for pommie citizens since the complicated procedure could not possibly be enacted within the time allowed.  So, indeed, it may have just been conning the conservationists and Boris was not expected to fall for it..the impossibility of the transaction guarding against any misinformed pressures from Ms. Fatima Patel.                                                                                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                                                


But you will have noticed that Uncle Boris was not really being told anything about these renovables and this sale of shares.   For all we know they may have had some hidden value.  Maybe they have real windmills in Spain and they produce electricity.   And Gloria did have all this inflationary cash in her pommie pension fund and it needed to be spent on something.   The solution we were told repeatedly in the literature supplied by Mr. Iago Kyoto was to consult the ‘prospectus’.  Of course it was!  But there was no prospectus!   This is becoming a custom.   It did say, of course, that the prospectus might be found on the Internet.  Nobody has ever found a prospectus or anything else on the Internet.  This is just a way of saying it is not available or does not exist.   But the literature claimed that these prospecti were, in accordance with Spanish Law, available on heaps of sites…including the Spanish Regulatory Authority.   The site of the Spanish Regulatory Authority turned out not to be accessible outside Spain.  Niki Nikodemopoulos.. that is Pip Panpierre,  Nikodemos Junior, did manage to fiddle away and eventually get at this site.  But no ‘prospectus’.  Nevertheless… if you want to know about this special tranche type out ‘yes’ if you are an RU citizen and if you are sitting in front of a computer in the RU.  So Niki typed out ‘yes’. ‘You are now authorised’ came the reply.  But no explanation – authorised for what?  And no trace of a prospectus.  Niki duly accessed also all the other sites listed and they all turned out to be adverts… the usual finding… and no trace or mention of any prospectus.  Iago Kyoto would therefore appear to be a candidate for Alcatraz Bay to discover the nature and location of this prospectus!                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                           


Oh, well!  Honkey politicians had their duties and she had her duties.  She strode over to the gesticulating Spaniard.                                                                                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                            


“Hi! Georgina!  Oh, it’s you, Don Kyoto!   I’ve always been possessed with a technological fascination for your windmills!  ..”                                                                                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                                              


“Oh, is that what he meant when he was waving his arms about.. windmills?”                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                                                     


“Without a doubt.  The Hispaniards are forever imitating windmills.. going on about windmills… You may have noticed, Mr. Kyoto,”, Lila continued in the Belsize version of  Creole – not that she was unfamiliar with the Iberian version – ‘Iberderolla’ is, of course, Belsize Creole for ‘windmill-, “that Belsize is not devoid of iberdorollers.  We don’t, however, in our Federation, have much demand for North Korean technology and architecture…nor for the toy windmills sold on Cromer pier.   Our Inca erections are designed to withstand the hurricanes for millions of years.   If you borrow a pair of binoculars from the Admin Desk… Those two mountains are the Collines de Jeanne D’Arc ..on top of them you will see rollers built by the Dinosaurs.  It’s no use for a roller to be blown down by the hurricanes.  The hurricanes are the source of lurgi. ..which is of course why the rollers have those wheels on top like a helicopter.  Though much larger blades, of course, and carved out of granite from the Northern Rock… Hispania is notorious for dendropaenia.. so perhaps you already have winds.  Chopped them down to build the armada.  The pommies have only been dendrophobic for a couple of decades.. if that.. and their winds are a new experience… We may thus be exporting some of our rollers to pommiland.  They produce real electricity.. not just government grants…Maybe you would like to buy some shares on the Belsize stock exchange….”                                                                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                                


Lila departed from the puzzled Hispaniard to hand her mobile to a troupe of  students from Gloria’s office who were minding the Admin Desk.   The students imparted the news that the pommie pfunt had reached a record low against the honkie euro.  How times had changed!  The pommies would boast about the ‘strong pfunt’ and the ‘weak honkie euro’ and a previous record low prompted the resignation of the pommie Minister of  Finance.  But then it was the wicked mainland honkies refusing to cooperate in the IMF’s policy of pandemic devaluation. ..and, what appeared to be the same thing, their failure to declare war on Mesopotamia.  The pommie guests, presumably, knew about the pfunt..but there was at the Market no wailing and gnashing of teeth at the fate of  the pfunt.  It would after all mean that Chinese goods would be more expensive and the punters would be spending more on their credit cards.  And against the Yankee greenspam the Pfunt was not far off its recent record high.  President Walker Blow Jobson was still lowering interest rates and giving away greenspams in the hope of buying enough votes to win an election.  It had been low interest rates and give-away greenspam to get the punters into debt and now it was lowering interest rates and give-away greenspam to enable the punters to borrow to pay their debts!  Lila was feeling happier.  She would be able to tease the pommie guests over the Pfunt…though it didn’t help Gloria with her pommie pension fund with the ever inflationary pfunt and their stock prices – of what worthless stock remained – rising higher and higher.  Poor old pommie pensioners!  Poor old pommie taxpayers!  Poor old pommies!  Lila wondered whether she ought to buy a seat in their House di Milors.                                                                                                                              
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