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Dave defends NHS while Honkie Guests Get Stuffed


                                                                                                                    


                                                                                                               








Everything in pommiland is propaganda.  This does not prove they are a nation of liars.  They may just believe their own lies and think they are inventing no fictions when they tell their stories.. particularly when they claim to have experienced the histories reported in their newspapers. They dump their stories into their archives and then revive them as history…because they can’t remember what happened or never knew in the first place.  Nevertheless the Mad Monk in his memoirs has reported several instances of fictions in newspapers immediately generating thousands of apparently very sound minded witnesses…that is immediately, not after ten or twenty years!  We are apt to assume, therefore, that the emanations of pommiland are lies until conclusively proved otherwise.           


                                                                                                                                                                                            Eugene Karadzic is not a scientist.. but an ignorant policeman.. or so he says.  He is thus free to express his own thoughts and to act upon them without fear of being proved a nincompoop.  He is so already by virtue of being Chief of  Police.  Eugene reported that his suspicions of the Don Marmaduke Gnome Jnr., delivering his Dumbmedown Lecture, were aroused by his reciting a catalogue of  ‘shibboleths of ignorance’, statements forever repeated in pommie propaganda.  The Don, Eugene reports, was firing them out with the rapidity of one Mr. Gatling’s WMDs.  We forgot, however, to report that Eugene was particularly incensed by the claim that the finance of their NHS, their facility to pull down more and more empty hospitals and replace them, depended on ‘preventive medicine’.  ‘It stood out like a sore thumb’. Eugene told us, ‘with the momentum even of one of  Mr. Gatling’s shells’.   Eugene’s attitude to Preventive Medicine is: “I don’t want to know!  It makes no difference anyway!”.  He doesn’t need a medic, he says, to tell him how to lead a healthy life ..which, he says, is the way to prevent a disease which does not exist converting itself into one that does.  “I don’t expect to last forever,, but I prefer to lead a tolerable life while I do!”.  Ms. Minerva Miniskirt, finds herself, therefore, obliged in this Press Circular to rectify that ommission.





We are unable unfortunately, in these Press Circulars, to honour with a mention all the guests entertained at Ms. Gloria Goldenlay’s recent Domestic Market, even where they have fascinating tales to tell.  We shall perhaps meet them again as old friends at subsequent Markets.  We had hoped however that by now we would be able to conclude with the conundrum: “Why did the Milor Nathan Rotschild rat on his promise to finance Philistine Freedom Fighter Abu Nissan’s intended purchase of  Solly Gideon- Samson’s Nye Nye Hypermarkets?” So,  for the meanwhile, we leave it to readers to phone in, via the special numbers Direct Debbie has provided,to tell us which of the ten suggested explanations they prefer…with the billpayer’s permission.   For convenience, you will immediately be transferred to a ‘waiting pool’ and entertained with the music of  Don Malcolm Arnold.  For bulk purchases of a million or more votes there is a special number…The preferred explanation will then be chosen if its protagonists have bought more votes than anyone else and if their explanation is the same as that in the report that has been written.                                                                                                                                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                              If the pommies  starve themselves, then, according to conventional Economics, they might be able to employ more Polish illegal immigrants to build empty hospitals.   They have to import food and, especially now that Poland is being ‘industrialised’, food is more expensive than Panas or their diet.  Honkie guests at our Domestic Markets, if reported to have been partaking ‘inappropriate food’,  face confiscation of their property and internment in horrific ‘concentration camps of correction’ .. placing thereby a strain upon their free psychiatric services and NHS for which they will be heavily fined.   We did our best to protect our guests from such indignities.   Also.. Solly’s profits depend on conformity with pommie food policies.  I had not supposed that food deprivation policy would expand into an entire Press Circular..  Boring though it may be, FDP is nevertheless  amongst the most important aspects of the contemporary sociology of the decadent regions.


                                                                                                                                                                                            


 The claim that finance of the pommie ‘NHS’ depends on input being reduced via ‘preventive medicine’ has fuelled a long-standing argument between the Mad Monk, Dr. Roland Graf, Director of Intercrook, and their General Medical Council, which supposedly licences their ‘doctors’ – pseudo-witchdoctors who market the products of drug companies…who, apart from their commissions and bribes from the drug companies, are paid to enforce government policies.  The ‘NHS’, you will have noticed, caters for the supposedly ‘ill’, whereas ‘preventative medicine’ victimises, at great expense in wages of  spindoctors, the ‘well’.  The supposed, though not actual, objective of  ‘preventative’ medicine is for everyone to be ‘well’..a somewhat comical notion relative to pommie sociology.  If everyone is ‘well’, then their ‘preventative medicine’ ..what then remains of the ‘NHS’, has to ‘pay’ for the entire population and not just the ‘ill’.  The argument however is more complex.                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                          


Their ‘doctors’ were formerly licenced by their ‘universities’ and some, such as the Mad Monk, more resembled the genuine witchdoctor.   The ‘universities’ are being reformed, with ‘doctors’ now habit-trained as ‘specialists’. .or they may just use computers or call centres instead of  ‘doctors’.   However, the initial remedy was for the licensing to be transferred to this ‘GMC’ which was to licence the ‘doctors’ not on the basis of  qualification but ‘personality’ – the most troublesome dissidents being eliminated by being declared ‘insane’ by their Health Section, set up by the madman Don Q.Basher Hill GMC Dcd..  This ensured that the ‘doctors’ conformed to the requirements of the NHS administrators (of whom Basher was representative, as well as ‘treasurer’ of the GMC..an organisation of lawyers who raked it in as a result of  Basher’s reforms) rather than what the punters supposed were their needs.  In other words, anyone employed by an NHS administrator was a ‘doctor’ and anyone who wasn’t wasn’t.           


                                                                                                                                                                                       


The ‘universities’ had, as a matter of fact, once themselves concentrated on ‘personality’ – the selection being to ensure subservience to theory based on social class ideology rather than science –  and were corrupted by loonie-left politicians who supposed that the class interests of the ‘doctors’ should coincide with those of the punters rather than pundits.  These class requirements do not differ so much from those of the administrators, though the provisions for the preferred social classes, which do not necessarily conform to the general principles, are being hived off to what they call the ‘private’ sector…though it is now the demented chronic debtor who is the new ruling class.  The preferred type is afflicted also with a methodology whereby the ‘doctor’ identifies a disease and prescribes a ‘treatment’.  To their medic their whole world consists of  ‘conditions’ and ‘treatments’.                                                              


                                                                                                                                                                                                


Dissidents such as the Mad Monk suppose that the ‘doctors’ are therefore not the ideal protagonists of  the so-called  ‘preventive medicine’ … It cannot be understood by their personality type.   The ‘well’ do not suffer from ‘conditions’ to be diagnosed in the manner of the ‘doctor’ and do not require ‘treatment’.   If they are happy people and provided with the necessities of life, without any suspended Sword of  Damocles, they will also be well people.  Nature can look after itself without medics.  ‘Doctors’, they argue, in fact create diseases.  The ‘diagnosis’ is apt to be the description of what will happen if treatment is applied.  It is the creation of a stereotype.  This is especially so when medics stray from their natural field of understanding.. such as into ‘psychiatry’ or sociology… their psychiatric ‘illnesses’ and the ‘dementias’ that afflict their aged are entirely iatrogenic.  A propaganda is created whereby various industries, which are themselves subsidiaries of the drug industry, with the ‘specialists’ being a self-selected closed shop with superstitions they foist upon their victims, the punters.                    


                                                                                                                                                                                          


Their ‘medics’ are also traditionally neurotic.   They were so even when they were selected by the ‘universities’.  They had their own community, dependent on a single employer, with the least able and most politically acceptable dominating the hierarchy of committees …very largely the oldest and most insane, themselves in terror of impending retirement and ‘senile dementia’ or of being Found Out.   Their whole NHS was a psychiatric police state on the pattern of modern pommiland, with workers easily procured, with mass unemployment, with everyone being afraid of being found out, of being blamed and anxious to blame and victimise somebody else and inventing things for which to blame before they actually occurred.  The former NHS was the pattern for modern pommiland.. with, for instance, also the foreign workers, subsidised by foreign governments, who were expected to be incompetent, ignorant, subservient to the madmen ruling the committees and unable to blow whistles.  The medic is afraid of blame, of the unseen threat, of the very unlikely ..the less likely an event, the more it is seen as threat…as their Health Section put it, the ‘suspicion’.  Absence of disease is a greater threat or malady than the disease itself.  If the victim is not known to have a disease.. if there is no evidence for disease.. it could be anything!  Their neurosis is transferred to the population.   The punters are in fear of the unknown and invisible.. encouraged by their spindoctors or advertising industry to fear the unseen…and cannot cope with uncertainty and their own mentality.  Instead of coping with the world, they look to the authoritarian, dogmatic expert or medic to think on their behalf.. to save them with infallible remedies.   These remedies are the drugs which reduce awareness.  Instead of the punter being a full human being his consciousness is restricted to protect him from the uncertainties and stresses.   The punter lives in a world of  delusion.  The ‘medics’ have promoted a world of  superstition, drug addiction and iatrogenic disease.    If the medics and drug companies cannot prove their theories, the punters are inundated with terrifying adverts that are supposedly intended to ‘educate’.. to pass onto the punters a knowledge the punters do not have themselves.                                                                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                            


This pathology is compounded by the fact that the expert exists for the expert.  The criminal runs to the defence lawyer and the defence lawyer finds him guilty.   To the criminal, being guilty and the occasional prison sentence, is the means of survival.  But to the outsider it is not.  Similarly, the medic takes his own treatment and dies by his own treatment – he ‘dies of ignorance’ – but that is the price he must pay for his way of life and his survival.  The psychiatric patient is turned into a ‘schizophrenic’ – which is just another doctor, a robot living in his own isolated world screaming out compulsively ‘schizophrenia gene’, ‘brain  chemistry’ and ‘take the treatment!’ – a hierarchical society of madmen policing itself.  Those who do not belong to the doctor or his class, who have no hope of living by ignorance, must avoid doctors and must avoid dying of ignorance.  The policies of  Toby Liar force the punters into the hands of ignorance.  This ignorance is organised into ‘preventive medicine’ producing its own ‘diagnoses’ and ‘treatments’ .. algorithmic procedures which are industries whereby social classes of experts earn a living… procedures which have no basis in science but a great deal in the incomes of the pundits.                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                              


The pommie ‘NHS’ employs more personnel in ‘psychiatry’ than anything else and the syndromes encountered by their ‘general practitioners’ are largely sociological.   The punters find themselves in the position of being forced to accept some diagnosis and treatment to be allowed to survive.  With their psychiatry we can couple their casualty officers since these also more deal with the realities of society at large.. and they traditionally share with the psychiatric ‘doctors’ that they are outcasts of their profession.   When there were in fact doctors with unacceptable personalities this even ensured that the punters got a reasonable service – but casualty departments have for at least thirty years been utterly abysmal.   In fact,  everything that applies to the population at large rather than those ill but not so in any iatrogenic or sociogenic sense is approached abysmally.   The Royaumes Unies are flooded with iatrogenic, psychiatric..with alcoholism and drug addiction.. all the products of the neurosis created by the medics and by their usurping the place of the scientist.   The notion that their ‘preventive medicine’ reduces the strain on their ‘NHS’ would therefore be absurd even if it were not that if these punters get their cancers five years later they will still need to be euthanased by their NHS.                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                                                


        


                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  


The pommies sit in their motor cars and drive them over a little Toriland seaside mound of earth called ‘Beachy Head’.  This is only an insignificant clifflet but nevertheless President Gorgo has found it worth-while to lease to Mr. Clever Dick a makeshift scrapyard at the base of the so-called cliff, and a pub in the field behind it,  and to impose upon these careless motorists draconian fines or licence fees to compensate for the strain they place on his free emergency services and NHS (as they call their Ministry of  Euthanasia).  The motorists are addicted to this behaviour because they have to listen to the pommie so-called news broadcasts… though, of course, to avoid hearing them, no pommie vehicle.. or street for that matter.. is free from the deafening din of their dustbin lid music.   Motorists who switch it off are fined for allowing themselves to be ‘distracted’.   President Gorgo’s sidekick, ex-President Toby Liar’s brother, Don Karma Chamaelion,  known as ‘Dave’, assures us that these broadcasts are essential to promote their government’s tax everything programme.  Only by ‘preventive medicine’, he tells us, by prohibiting the consumption of food, can their Ministry of  Euthanasia raise enough taxes to pull down and replace more and more empty hospitals.                                                                                              


                                                                                                                                                                                              


We have in the Federation no crime, no insanity, no suicide.  Nevertheless the steep vertical cliffs of Montmandie at no point rise less than eight hundred metres above the rocks below.   Ms. Lila po Lune’s creation of a ‘Department of Federal Security’ in the hope of minimising the transportations by Dr. Karadzic of  honkie criminals to Alcatraz Bay – a potential strain on our ‘NHS’ – has resulted in Lila’s students having to listen in to these pommie radio and TV so-called News Broadcasts.   Precautions include doubling of ichthyosaur patrols on the rocks and transfer of students to Dr. Che Guevara’s classes in surgery and sorcery.                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                            


 Lila is planting planting bushes around the edge of  Montmandie.. including cuttings from a magic bioluminescent rod presented to Lila by Mose Ramose of  Midian, which, he anticipated, ‘You might find useful!’.  Unfortunately when we are given these gifts we are expected to reciprocate – and so we gave the Emil one of  Direct Debbie’s broomsticks.  Mose was too proud to accept our offer of transportation but Debbie’s broomstick should considerably shorten his travel-time.                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                           


These pommie broadcasts go on and on and on!   It is all ignorance and propaganda .. and the taxes in their psychiatric police-state.  Amongst the on and on topics is their food deprivation programme, which they describe as a war against obesity.   Their children are all weighed and if they are starving to death there is great rejoicing.  But, of course, they get fatter and fatter.  This is because the traffic to Beachy Head has to retarded by feeding the honkies and motor cars with tranquillisers…which, as does food deprivation, reduces metabolic rate and encourages weight increase in the absence of nutrition.                                              


                                                                                                                                                                                                   


The students who are forced to listen in to this misery… It must be worse for honkies themselves… then transfer the information to the relevant government department.. food data, thus, to the Ministry of  Food.   This can be very useful when catering for our guests and export clients.  Our Nyenye Supermarkets, for instance, now operate in pommiland, where they must conform with local law and religious custom.                   


                                                                                                                                                                                            


Honkie religion demands, for instance, that they abide by the Sacrament of  Evanescence.  This means that if, say, they are selling one of their ‘pork pies’ for a pommie pfunt.. they then must replace this by three pork pies with each dimension reduced by a half.  Then they sell it as ‘bargain – pommie pfunt for three’ – when in fact the substance of the pie has been reduced to an eighth (and the rind/meat ratio increased).  There is no need for the bargain.  The dimensions may just be reduced as they have been with their ‘eggs’, their ‘large’ eggs being to the one dimensional mind of the pommie perhaps two thirds of the size of that laid by one of their former ‘chickens’ though it is nearer a quarter or even an eighth of the size.  The pommies, supposing they are buying much the same product, can readily be persuaded to buy it at even a fiftieth of the original size and at several hundred times the price per substance.  Numerous examples of this which by our standards have been miraculous have passed the pommies by unnoticed.  Evanescence assures that everything converges to zero, though, supposedly, zero is never reached.  Evanescence, of course, is more profitable if accompanied, as their religion demands, by ‘branding’ and ‘packaging’.





Another honkie religious principle is that of  ‘multiple choice’.   The same product must be available in varied packaging and at varied prices but, in particular, in the present context, the package must state what the product is for.   Their drug companies have devoted great effort into inventing diseases for each of their innumerable identical drugs.  Similarly, a pot of shampoo is not merely a pot of shampoo.  There is shampoo, for a start, for various species of hairs.  Then there is face shampoo, pubic shampoo and so forth, shampoo not merely for washing dishes but one for cups, another for saucers… and shampoo for windows… shampoo for wall tiles, shampoo for motor cars.   If it is labelled, ‘for motor cars’, of course, it costs two hundred times the price of  ‘our own brand, for normal hair’.   The honkies, of course, are absolutely obsessed with detergents and the average hutch contains several millions of  containers of supposedly different versions.  This is needed to clear away the invisible carbon dioxide.  It is this phobia or physiological weakness that is likely to reduce the honkie to extinction.  But it is not only detergents.  This ‘multiple choice’ pervades everthing!          


                                                                                                                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                            








The monthly ‘domestic markets’ hosted by our finance minister, Ms. Gloria Goldenlay, at the Palais d’Orelans at Port aux Bicyclettes are  receptions at which representatives of foreign business corporations can stuff themselves for two hours (or more) with roast dracula bat, tuna steaks, shredded coconut and mango juice.  Our Minister of  Food, Dr. Marie Antoinette, warned us, however, that honkies risk confiscation of their property, if they have any, and transportation to cruel concentration camps of correction,  if  found consuming  ‘inappropriate diet’.  Although the honkie regulations do not mention mangoes, coconuts, vampire bats and tuna, they do ordain what honkies should be eating as well as what is prohibited.  We could, we were warned, expect important honkir nutritionists to attend the Market – including the representative of the yankee ‘booze industry’,  Signor Alphonse Capone, and their Minister of  Food, Mr. Ronald McDonald.  These dignitaries would be taking the opportunity to gorge themselves with an unhealthy nutritious diet and would be unlikely to tip off their tum-tums if they spotted fellow-countrymen indulging similarly,   Ace international journalist, Ms. Arsula Undress, Foreign Correspondent of the Daily Sport of  Manchester, was likely to attend.. and certainly so Ms. Lila po Lune, columnist and acting editor of  Billiriciya Bufera.  It is true that both of them heartily commend rebel honkies who defy their food regulations and would be unlikely to name names. But, nevertheless, there was a need for caution and for empty plates or whatever was ordained by their laws to be available.                                                                                                                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                                  


Marie provided us with piles of data on these honkie food regulations.   Unfortunately, compared with the original lists compiled by the Emil Mose Ramose they appear very complex, confused and even self-contradictory.  As previously discussed, these edicts are based on various fundamental principles, or supposedly so.   There is the Principle of  Taxation.  It has long irked their Presidents that they have been unable to find a convincing excuse for heavy taxation on food – an eminently obvious target.  Now that it is known that food is unhealthy, this is considerably easier.  There is the principle of  Economic Growth.   The honkies breed like rabbits and with increasing population there is increasing urgency for industrial expansion… .. and indeed, with increasing population, this occurs automatically, with a sustained improvement, for instance, within the explosives industry.   The punters have to learn to discard their primitive shibboleths and superstitions.   Resources must not be wasted on low-profit agriculture or extraction of minerals where it is possible to erect a casino.   Honkies have been swallowing food for millennia under the impression that it promotes health, yet they still ended up dead.   The few who live to be over three hundred years old then either succumb to cancer or levitate spontaneously, vanishing without further trace or explanation behind the clouds.   Food, obviously, is the cause.   Then there is the principle of  Eugenics.  Although food is obviously very much unhealthy to the genetically unsound, it is at the same time highly beneficial to the constitutionally or financially perfect.  There is a distinction between the ignorant who educate and the ignorant who require education.





Lila’s students at the Institute of  Pommie Studies will be aware that when the honkies composed their Beveridge Report the objective was to preserve the genetically sound elements of their ‘working class’, not those who might get too big for their boots or upset the apple cart..  The purity of the ‘working class’ was to be preserved through its children being presented with ‘intelligence tests’, those with the highest scores being refused finance or employment, dumped into special schools and then into psychiatric institutions where they were converted into ‘schizophrenics’ by bogus doctors imported from abroad.  But there was, at the same time, an apparent reluctance by the volatile electorate to sanction realistic curtailment of the populations of  degenerates.. particularly the illegal immigrants who were to be imported to enhance control of the ‘working class’,  for the degenerates temporally imported from approved human resource agencies to take on those functions that would otherwise fall to the less easily controllable elements of the working class, but for the degenerates themselves to remain under control and not to reproduce.   Although the honkies recently celebrated the centenary of human resources agencies being banned from importing by ship, aeroplane is permitted.  Honkies were then under the misguided impression that food was beneficial to health and ‘economic rationing’ or ‘free market rationing’ was to be the weapon – the government ensuring that the ‘employable’or true, sound, working class would always be given sufficient poker chips to buy food, whereas the lack of poker chips and food would supposedly prevent the degenerates from reproducing.  There followed in the l980s the policies derived by or on behalf of  honkie Presidents whereby this right to live was conferred not so much by payment of wages but by abolition of property (the ‘property owning democracy – that is, the State or Industry owns the property) and allocation of debt to the ‘working class’, this also ensuring their subservience – that they remained under control.   In honkiland you are Found Out if you transgress the laws of  Social Class – and so too with the Finding Out of debts.  Under this regime, food, still supposed to be beneficial, could still be withheld from the degenerates or ‘not working class’ – and indeed was so very dramatically.                                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                          


Unfortunately, government is no longer so easy for the honkies.  Firstly, food is now known to be deleterious and the therefore, surely, the objective must be to keep it away from those supplied with income rather than for them to have it preferentially.   Secondly,  when the supply of credit is unlimited, the debt ceases to control the plebs.  It is the mob supplied with infinite credit, the genetically desirable consumerist class, surely who must be preserved.. to be supplied with the credit and, at the same time, to be prevented from eating food.  Free market rationing, under such circumstances, surely, is impossible.  We come to discuss Nyenye Hypermarkets in a subsequent circular we shall discover that it is not impossible.  Nevertheless, these regulations are far from unambiguous and it was not clear to us how we could save our honkie guests from arrest and internment when they returned back home.


                                                                                                                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                              


The banned items included hamburgers, bacon, all meat, all protein, butter, margarine, all fats, all carbohydrates, salt, all ‘vitamins’.   Water was permissible if poured from tap into a bottle which was then sealed but not from the tap directly. The list of  permitted or compulsory was – wine, shrimps, caviar,  possibly maize, possibly soya, potato crisps, little sausage pierced with little sticks, protein, fat and carbohydrate supplements, laced with vitimins and norandrolone, either in powdered form or with the powder dissolved in water and stored in aluminium cans, cannaboids, cocainoids, a long list of other tranquillisers, nicotine, but not tobacco.                               


                                                                                                                                                                                           


Our tuna is quite capable of fattening itself without any persuasion on our part, but, for our export farms, we purchased a consignment of cheap cattle feed from the Etats Unies, supposing that would encourage the flavour that the foreigner preferred.  Then we were obliged to declare upon self-styled President Toby Liar of the Royaumes Unies a war, which we decisively won, because he banned our tuna on the grounds that the nor-androlone that had been in the feeds deprived his Olympic athletes of gold medals.  But before even war was declared, Gloria had persuaded the tuna farmers to stop using this feed… and she also put an end to the use of imported feeds administered to chickens for the export market.   These contained antibiotics and resulted in the chicken being full of  Salmonellae, which honkies find delicious but offends their Ministries of  Food.   The antibiotics, supposedly, also encourage ‘resistant bacteria’ which provides the honkies with an excuse for the incompetence of their witch-doctors.  We are surprised that the honkies should now be expecting us to feed them with nor-androlone.  Uncle Boris refused to provide us with a supply and Mr Gabriel advised us not to import to it onto the island.  He said we should provide tinned coconut milk and hack the lining of the coconut into a fine powder … and the honkies, he said, would be unable to tell the difference.                                              


                                                                                                                                                                                           


Similarly, with the ‘wine’, which though poisonous to the degenerates, protects the genetically endowed honkies from ‘cardiac infarction’.  We provided ‘ethanol-free mango wine’ and indeed told the honkies that it was ‘ethanol-free’ and contained five ‘units’ of ethanol-free per glass…the requirement at similar functions in honkiland.   To our astonishment the honkies not merely avidly consumed this beverage but exhibited behaviour much the same as that induced by the genuine concoction – and Marie’s guide-dog, Randy, had a whale of a time!  Mr. Capone and Mr. McDonald were swearing at each other and scrapping as if suffused with a glass of their own five unit wine.  Their bone of contention we have mentioned previously.  In the rest of the world ‘alcohol’ is presumed to be slang though chemically inaccurate synonym for ‘ethanol’.   Ronnie was accusing Al of the unforgivable crime of  ‘money-laundering’ (a honkie neologism for ‘tax-evasion’).   It is not clear whether Al’s booze is, according to their Ministry of  Food, to be administered to the poor or to the rich.  It contains ethanol.  Whoever it is intended for, maybe both the poor and the rich, are intended to consume ‘seven units’, whatever that is, a week.  It may be that they are supposed to drink exactly seven units or it may be ‘at least’ seven units.  Bound to be ‘at least’..because by the time they have counted up to seven, they have consumed at least fifty.  The booze administered to the poor, suffused, for instance, with iso-butanol,  may not be exactly the same as that administered to the rich and the ‘units’ not exactly the same.. But, anyway, the Minister, Mr. McDonald, insisted that Al should have been paying a tax.   Al retorted that he was already financing the Chicago police department and couldn’t afford to pay any more taxes.  Al lamented also that President Jobson insisted that subsidies be paid to ‘ethanol producers’, maize-farmers apparently, concealing that ethanol was the same thing as booze, because of a ‘downturn in the ethanol industry’ ..upon which entire yankee states depended.. and Jobson was telling everyone that ethanol –i.e.usquebah -was very valuable because it could be used as ‘biological fuel’ in the manner of wood or coal.                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                                


Some of the delegates seemed to be put out that we did not have ready supply at hand of the cannaboids, cocainoids, tricyclic antidepressants and the rest.  Uncle Boris, they insisted, manufactured and/or supplied them and the wealth of  the Federation and the strength of the Belsize Dollar depended upon Boris’s pharmaceuticals.   Uncle Boris retorted that Ponchobolero was not endangered by any potential shortage of products and markets.  If foreign governments did not ask for his products he would not supply them.  The Federation did not ask for them.   It was his impression that a great many products recognised as dangerous amongst Incas and avoided were amongst the honkies a physiological necessity.   It was quite possible that his products, if  consumed by the less genetically degenerate of  the honkies, might not be in their best interests, but in honkiland such exceptions didn’t stand a chance anyway.   This was not Haiti and he was under no obligation to provide guests with cannaboids etc. however much they offered…                                   


                                                                                                                                                                                               


We tried to cooperate with the honkie regulations in far as we could understand them and in so far that it was possible to cooperate.    The Tum Tum Narcoutes, our equivalent of police and tax-collectors, do not operate on Belsize, but Dr, Karadzic agreed nevertheless that the Tum Tums would consfiscate no more than one fifth of the medication carried by our guests.. if a prescription certificate could be produced signed by a honkie witch-doctor.  For a Tum Tum to sign or arrange might cost a little extra.   But our attempt to cooperate with these regulations has caused us so much futile bother that in future we will just serve the tuna, dracula bats, coconut, mango and traditional local comestibles.                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                           


There was a representative, of course, at Ms. Gloria Goldenlay’s Domestic Market, from the pommie Northern Rock ‘bank’.  Their newfangled directors, whom we presume to have been foisted by their Minister of  Finance, Aleistair Crowlink, to rob their taxpayers and pensioners through a cheap sell-off or confiscation of the company, were wise enough to send a delegate, the Newcastle football manager, Mr Samuel Allerdyce, so ignorant of their corporation’s affairs that he could neither be battered in retribution for directors’ actual or presumed crimes nor transported to Alcatrass Bay in the hope of  extracting information – the companies recent accounts, which supposedly had been published, but nobody, despite inundation with Northern Rock literature, anyone, despite strenuous efforts, had been able to obtain…..despite Boris and Ozzie being potential purchasers.  Instead, we were being urged not to withdraw cash we had supposedly deposited in the ‘bank’ and to borrow it instead.  Mr. Allerdyce was accompanied by Niki ‘Pip Panpierre’ Nikodemopoulos. our representative in pommiland as well as captain of our Federal football team, and his friend Gloria ‘Vendredi’ Goldenlay, our Finance Minister’s daughter.                 


                                                                                                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                         


Our guests, for two hours, had been stuffed with vampire bats and by Marie’s guide dog, Randy.   It is only around 29.4 degrees on the honkie Celsius scale in Belsize in winter, but some of  the honkies nevertheless found this warm, even sufficiently so for them to conform to the Belsize dress code.  Hot stuffing might seem conducive to a siesta.. and our guests did not overexert themselves during the stuffing..and they would get more opportunity for relaxation later before they left.  Our guests are apt to return home and fall asleep for a week, forgetting to take the treatment and forgetting to declare war on one another.  But Mr.  Allerdyce now decided that he was for a further two hours to organise various variations of football.  Ozzie bin Ladin and Mose Ramose, playing in goal, consented to discard their eccentric accoutrements.  The team captained by Randy convincingly beat that captained by Skegnessie.. which proved that six legs are more effective than four.   Mr Allerdyce complained that numerous guests had nevertheless been deprived of exercise and, therefore, organised a three-sided football match.    The goals count against the side scored against but not for the side scoring.   Mr. Allerdyce informed us this was excellent training in defensive technique because the defending side was always outnumbered.   Gloria’s active participation in the activities was limited by state duties but she did substitute for ten minutes for Uncle Boris.  Gloria might seem to be a bit heavily built for football but nevertheless Mr Allerdyce imagined her to bear some resemblance physically and in goal-scoring technique to pommie footballer Wayne Rooney.                                                                                          
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