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Zionist Terrorist Saves Dodo From Extinction


                                                                                                                                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                                    





Ms. Lila po Lune in presentation of this three month overdue press circular regrets that she has been unable to palm off some of the more boring theory onto previous circulars edited by Ms. Gloria Goldenlay.  The pommies, nevertheless, have to realise that as matters stand, if their fears are fulfilled, they will have to rely not on our trade but our charity.   Even if we were unwilling to mete out this charity, we would be faced with no choice.  Millions of Incas live in honkiland.                                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                                  





We have now learnt that pommie Members of  Parliament are being doled out massive numbers of  pommie pfunt to insert into their grace and favour town houses plywood floors, fitted carpets, fitted kitchens and all the other paraphernalia I have listed in Gloria’s and my report on Sirdar, now Airey Fairey, 07C13SDW.GLY.  These are the accoutrements of  modern pommie obsolescent housing substituted where the more functional and durable already exist., the adornments of the honkies’ prettily painted empty nurseries.   This may provide a subsidy to what the Nu Laeba terrorists suppose to be an internal economy – but it has no value, or no lasting value, and is no use for export.  We have no use for Pokemon Cards, Ninetendo Machines and the other toys listed in Nu Laeba’s Retail Price Index.   Every child in our Federation can produce her own Pokemon Cards and Ninetendo Machines and you can get them more cheaply from us than you can from Pokemon and Ninetendo.   The Goddess Lizilith can manage very well without the aid of honkie management consultants.  The honkies have been astray ever since Adman, the first honkie, despite the protestations of his sister Lila, consumed the forbidden fruit in the Garden of Melons.  It is traditional amongst honkies not to distinguish between Lizilith and Godzilla.  It makes no difference.  If you reject the tutelage of Lizilith you will feel the rod of Godzilla.  If  you wish to avoid dependence on charity you will have to abandon your obsolescence, your holes in the road, consume less electricity, cease to occupy yourself with the kiddie toys of honkiland, stop covering your formerly fertile land with car parks and house extensions instead of vegetation and food.                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                 





In this circular I focus on the unexpected failure of pommie usurer, the Milor Nathan Rotschild, to cough up the readies for Philistine Freedom Fighter, Abu Nissan’s, intended, or supposedly intended, purchase of  Solomon Gideon-Samson’s honkie Nye Nye Hypermarkets.  Abu did not then, to us somewhat mysteriously, ask Mr. Osama bin Ladin, President of the Banco Belsize Cayman International, for the cash.  Nor for that matter, perhaps also mysteriously,  did Dr. Daidalos ‘Birdman of Alcatraz’ Iscariotis ask Ozzie for subsidy for his Nordic Rock Banco’s mortgages.  We were long aware that the pommies were oppressed by draconian food regulations whereby our guests at Gloria’s Domestic Markets, her monthly receptions for honkie tradesmen at the Palais d’Orleans, if found out to have consumed ‘inappropriate food’,  faced, on return home, confiscation of their property, if any, and internment in horrific Concentration Camps of  Correction.  But it was Solly’s experiences that drew our attention to the full severity, if it in fact is the full severity, of the pommie food regulations.                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                   





Dr. Ernesto Guevara is a skilled and experienced veterinary and also yahoo surgeon and therefore not unexpectedly Dean of Sorcery at our University of  Delmonte.  It may come as a surprise, however, that Che is also – because of a confusion between the words ‘economist’ and ‘communist’ – Dean of Economics.  But even Che knows that the primary and most essential purpose of an economy is to feed the population – or to allow Lizilith to feed the population – and in the degenerate climes beset with global cooling, also the provision of shelter.  If the primary purpose fails, all else fails.                                              


                                                                                                                                                                                    





The pommies were formerly the ‘Bifsteks’, by the standards of honkies exceptionally well fed.  Motivations that determine behaviour may be unconscious – and it is not always possible to distinguish between causes and consequences.  In behavioural terms, however, the honkies have been aware of  the threat of economic failure.  The twentieth century was, for the pommies, an era of war.  Their druids persuaded them that for pommies it had always been so.   There were unfortunate holocausts – such as the decimation of the then much lower European population during the closing weeks of the so-called Napoleonic Wars – into which the Colombias, regretfully, had also been dragged.  But it was never on the twentieth century scale.  During the first half of that century it was for the pommies more the fear of failure than the actuality.   They were still the well-nourished Bifsteks.  They had at times their food rationing.  But this was a precaution rather than a necessity.  It was intended to ensure the adequate nourishment at affordable price of the entire population – apparently in peacetime, without the same major culls of the townie populace, no longer an objective.   Their staple diet of  potatoes and fish was unrationed and accessible at nominal price.  Since l980, since introduction of their Potato Marketing Board and their EU’s retail price maintenance, however their price of  potatoes has risen by no less than 1500 per cent.  The pollution of the seas with the now disinfected sewage has poisoned the fish stocks and not even the richest honkies can now afford fish, now restricted to flavouring of  tiny outrageously expensive wheat or soya flour ‘fish fingers’.   The pommies are now on a diet which even in the mid- l960s would have been supposed incompatible with survival.                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                 





From the horror stories that emerge from pommiland we have been led to suspect that the pommies are beset with terminal malnutrition – with its consequences of gross ascites and obesity, dependence on appetite- suppressant medications, insanity and criminality.  But our visitors to pommiland have been confronted by a puzzling and ambiguous picture which suggests perhaps that as yet it is still fear behind the psychosis rather than actual  terminal shortages.   There is the pommies compensatory consumption of cane sugar.   This is responsible, for instance, for their tooth decay and their mistakenly named ‘Alzheimer’s Disease’ – that is, cerebral arteriosclerosis – though the symptoms are much more due to the supposedly remedial appetite suppressants – and also, presumably, the alleged obesity, though we have not seen that much in evidence.   In so far as this does occur, their fat cats and the ignorant lawyers who are their supposed leaders rejoice at price increases, supposing that the culprit is the eating of food, whereas the punters suppose it to be ‘congenital’ – the product of inherited genes or poverty.    There has been some attack on this last ditch remedy of sucrose, but it was noticable that the pommie Tooth Wizard was still promoting their useless ‘flouridisation’ – which fuels their alleged internal industries - and that their local councils were discouraging hot dog vans in the hope that the schoolchildren would squander their extravagantly provided credit on sweeties.    Our tourists have noted that the obviously malnourished townies are afflicted with severe psychotic food phobia – indeed severe psychotic phobia of everything.  Beset with horrific and genuine threats, they run from chimaeras (thereby creating further unnecessary threats).  But at the same time their illegal immigrants, with perhaps some co-operation from rebel indigenous agriculturalists, are still maintaining for themselves an economy of  adequate and affordable food.   Nu Laeba, of course, since l980, have been destroying such low-cost economies.   We do not therefore know whether these less degenerate elements will provide a salvation, at least for themselves, or whether they will be dragged down by a highly disordered society before that society destroys itself.  As Emil of Belsize, official Cassandra of the Incas, it is my duty, for the sake of the prudent, to issue some warning to the profligate – though there remains little chance of such warnings being heeded .. despite of the fulfillment of all of Cassandra’s and her beloved friend’s premonitions.                                                                                                                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                              





You are unlikely to be interested in the life history of the Philistine Freedom fighter, Abu Nissan.  So I will tell you anyway.  The Mobile Eco-Village was taking rather a long time over its journey from Chaldaia to the promised land of  Philistinia…not only because Philistinia would not have been marked on any maps, even if they had any, but also because nobody had thought of trading in a couple of goats for a Japanese motor car.  So the Chief was known as Abu Kamel.  His eldest son, because his ambition was to possess similar transport, was known as Mustava Kamel.  Young Mustava was a devout Muslim .. or maybe a Jew.. something of that sort… and refrained from gambling and, in any case, had no Australian dollars with which to wager.  It came as a considerable surprise, therefore, which is short for ‘supernumerary prize’, that the first letter ever to be delivered within the kingdom of  Aram, complete with kangaroo in the top right hand corner, should have been addressed to Mustava and propelled into his tent.  Since he didn’t aspire to a camel the youngster made do with a large cat, which he had adopted when it was a kitten, and this was not too bad since with a cat come nine wives.  The letter, which had been unleashed by a noisy overflying Israeli helicopter, landed on the cat’s nose.  The cat emitted an angry roar, and the letter bounced onto two of the wives with whom Mustava was discussing politics and flew into Mustava’s outstretched hand.  Mustava had never seen a letter before and didn’t know what to do with it.  One of the wives, Julia the Seizer, who was better informed, seized the envelope and tore it open.  There was a brief explosion.  Then there were eight.  One of the remaining wives retrieved the letter and a learned discussion took place amongst the eight remaining wives, who were all highly educated.(one, Julia, having even claimed to know the location of  Philistinia).  It turned out that Mustava had won the Oz National Lottery!





There was a snag, however.  To secure his prize Mustava had to send off to the globally warmed Eco-City of Melbourne the sum of  fifty Oz dollars.  Mustava didn’t possess any sort of dollars.. not even Babylonian or Israeli dollars.  Fortunately, however, another caravan was passing by – on its way to Afghanistan.  This was  Gorgo, the pommie Minister of  Finance, anxious to sell his country’s gold.   Gorgo had been informed that gold could not be money because it did not devalue exponentially and, therefore, where there was a gold standard, obsolescent prefabs did not exponentially increase in value.  Not all share his views.   Gorgo’s alleged trading partners are increasingly looking askance at pieces of paper which Gorgo may suddenly say are in pommiland no longer legal tender or which suddenly are unable to purchase goods in exchange for those sold.  Gorgo should have considered whether he had anything else to offer besides gold.  Gorgo recognised the letter as a promissory note that was legal tender in Afghanistan and gave Mustava in exchange the then equivalent of  fifty million pommie pfunt in gold and a fleet of Japanese motor cars in which to transport the gold. ..together with several thousand Polish taxi-drivers.   So Mustava  became Abu Nissan.  In his motor cars he travelled to Warsawa in Polonia, partly to return the drivers back home, but also to call upon  Mr. Solly Gideon-Samson, proprietor of Mossad Brothers, the bespoke High Street Fitting-Up Emporium, and there to purchase two hundred crates of high-grade wool medium range fitted missile.  So Mustava was now Abu Nissan, the celebrated Philistine Freedom Fighter and international celebrity.  Solly, to be on the safe side, deposited the money and the rest into Osama bin Ladin’s Banco Belsize Cayman International and emigrated himself to Haiti, and, when we annexed some former Haitian satellites, found himself within our Federation.  Since President Walker Blow Jobson of the Etats Unies, for reasons best known to himself, had decided to channel yankee greenspam, then also known as dollars, to persuade the President of Polonia to kick Solly out and to persuade Solly to leave, Solly was not short of spondulix.  Solly opened the famed hypermarket on Dodo Island.  Solly’s Nye Nye Hypermarket chain expanded into honkiland, notably the Royaumes Unies.





Solly was widely expected to sell his honkie hypermarkets to Abu Nissan.. for which pommie usurer Milor Nathan Rotschild was to provide Abu with the necessary funds.   To everyone’s astonishment, Nathan then didn’t cough up!  Whatever, we all wondered, could Milor Nathan have against the Philistine Freedom Fighter, Abu Nissan?  And also – perhaps even more mysteriously – why did not Abu then ask Mr. Osama bin Ladin, President of the BBCI, for the cash?   This was compounded by another simultaneous mystery.   Dr. Daidalos (Birdman of  Alcatrass) Iscariotis of  the pommie Nordic Rock Mortgage Bank had been audacious enough to ask the Bank of Pommiland for loan of his own money – thereby stimulating trouble in the form of  the Grand Imperial Tooth Fairy,  Aleistair Crowlink.  The Tooth Fairy had been dishing out “thousands of billions of taxpayers’ Pfunt” to elevate property prices and resented that the Birdman wanted to do it with his own money.  But why then didn’t the Birdman then ask Osama bin Ladin?  What is wrong with Ozzie’s money?





Where there is one mystery there turns out to be another.. and another.. and another.  We had of course always known that the honkies in general and the pommies in particular, have strict food regulations.  But it was only when our interest was drawn to the affairs of  the Nye Nye Hypermarkets and the failed selloff to Abu Nissan that we became aware quite how extreme these pommie food regulations are.  The  ‘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, melons, samosa and mango juice…and the rest of our traditional delicacies.  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 honkie malnutritionists to attend the Market – including the representative of the yankee ‘booze industry’,  Signor Alfonse 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 composed 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 (a rodent was prolific in the former rural areas of pommiland) and with increasing population there is increasing urgency for this economic growth .. 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 had 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 succumbed to cancer or levitated spontaneously, vanishing, without further trace or explanation, behind the clouds.   Food, obviously, was  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.





My 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 not from our Federation).   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’.  The imported degenerates were to take on those functions that would otherwise fall to the less easily controllable elements of the indigenous working class, but it was essential for the imported degenerates themselves to remain under control and not to reproduce.   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 allocation of debt to the ‘working class’, this also ensuring their subservience – that they remained dependant, under the sword of Damocles and 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 or rather the finding out of not being in debt.   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 shall discover presently 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 sausages pierced with little sticks, protein, fat and carbohydrate supplements, laced with vitamins 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 rapidly and 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.  Had the athletes won any medals, their sports administrators would have disqualified them because of the nor-androlone.  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 (and the like) 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 were 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 it onto the Isle de Belsize (where the Domestic Market takes place).  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 between grated coconut and their nandrolated food powders.                                              


                                                                                                                                                                                           


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 ethanolated concoctions – 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 each had been suffused with a glass of their own five unit wine.  Their bone of contention (though not from Randy’s point of view) we have mentioned previously.  In the rest of the world ‘alcohol’ is presumed to be a slang though chemically inaccurate synonym for ‘ethanol’.  Ethanol is alcohol but Mr. Capone’s ‘alcohol’ is not exclusively 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 (and other alcohols).   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.   But none of these kind words from the President, it appeared, applied to Alfonso’s booze.                                                                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                                                


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 narcotics 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 or threatened.…   Also, the ‘strength of the Belsize dollar’ in no way depended upon exports to honkiland.  The Federation had no dependency whatsoever on imports.                              


                                                                                                                                                                                               


We tried to cooperate with the honkie regulations in so far as we could understand them and in so far that it was possible to co-operate.    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 co-operate 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.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                              


                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                


We do not concern ourselves with minor financial institutions in decadent countries.  But this Northern Rock ‘bank’ we have heard so much about provides an amusing topic for conversation.  If this Mr. Rock is supposedly short of money, we have been wondering, why has he not asked Mr. Osama bin Ladin, President of the Banco Belsize Cayman International,  for a loan?  This pommie bank is named after Northern Rock, one of our smaller northerly uninhabitable islets, or rather, the surrounding sands, the Northern Rock Bank, abbreviated Nogger Bank, which is also the name used for a maritime region in our weather forecasts for shipping.   Nogger Bank is a notorious hazard to pirates. The Viking Sven Goran Erikson, supposed by some to be the first honkie to visit the Maltesas (Julie Kaisar had visited previously – but he is not a honkie), was shipwrecked on Nogger Bank.  (Sven was not actually a pirate but had merely lost his way when sailing to Vinland to visit the Princess Omlette).                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                            


 Dodo Island is to the north of  the Northern Rock.  Dodo Island is one of the Popadoks.   The Popadoks were formerly satellites of  Haiti but, following the fall of  imperialism, these islands more turned towards the free world and have now been bribed to join our Federation.   It is not of great benefit to us that they joined but we thought we would bribe them nevertheless to prove that we had won the war against colonialism.   Dodo Island is the H.Q. of Mr  Solly Gideon-Samson’s Nye Nye Hypermarkets – which Philistine Freedom Fighter, Mr. Abu Nissan, was expected to purchase.  Then pommie usurer, Milor Nathan Rotchild unexpectedly refused to come up with the cash.  Here again, why did Abu not ask Osama bin Ladin?  It is not that in either of these cases, the Nye Nye Hypermarkets or the Northern Rock,  Ozzy would have coughed up.  He tells us he is not an usurer, doesn’t cough up, that if he wanted to buy either of these companies he would do so directly and not via an intermediary.  But the mystery is that in neither case was he even asked.








The Cannabilic (Haitian) languages are characterised by the repetition of syllables – known to philologists as Cannabilic Echolalia.  The cross between a turkey and a capercaillie pommies may have seen running across their TV screen is a nyenye or Haitian dodo hired to the advertising agents by Mr. Gideon-Samson.  ‘Nyenye’ could perhaps be more realistically rendered in pommie as ‘nyair nyair’.  If written ‘nyenye’, then the ‘y’ is pronounced as in the pommie ‘yes’ and ‘e’ can be read as the pommie word ‘air’.  The nyenye  gets its name from the chant of  Cannabili children welcoming pommie pirates to their shores.  The nyenye is native not only of  Haiti but also of the Popadoks, including Dodo Island.                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                               


We were surprised that Karl Darwin refused his invitation to the Haitian Warlock’s hundredth birthday celebration and attended instead the commemoration of the sinking of the transatlantic ferry, Titanic.  That do was organised by Milor Sagittarius Fantasticus, but, to ensure that Mr. J.P. Morgan would accept his invitation,  nominally by Uncle Boris.  Karl has been anxious to point out that the nyenye is found only on Haiti and in the nearby Popadoks, to which it may have been transported by the Cannabili,  whereas its only close relative is confined to  Mauritius.  Dr Darwin wonders whether this means that Lizilith created two very similar birds separately and deposited them on two different islands  several thousand miles apart.. not a big deal for Lizilith. … or whether they were in fact originally both the same species, dumped  by some itinerant bird salesman, though they have developed minor differences over the millennia during which they have been separated.   The nyenye on Haiti are all protected by the Warlock, his personal property, but there was a transient danger at the birthday party that they were all going into the cooking pot and would, apart from what remained on the Popadoks, be extinct.                                                                                                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                   


Dodo Island, recently annexed by our Federation, was formerly a Haitian satellite.with a primitive, backward colonialist economy.  In fact, it had no economy at all, since it was inhabited only by nyenye.  Mr Gideon-Samson however somehow got some gold or, maybe, cannabi beans, off  pommie Milor Nathan Rotschild and handed them over to Haiti’s Warlock in Perpetuity, Dr ‘Zapakok’ Duvalier.   The intention was to build a great shop over the entire area of the island and to sell roast nyenye to pirates and to the pommies for their Saturnalian celebrations.  This caused, originally, a great fuss amongst conservationists.  But Mr. Gideon-Samson is a great enthusiast for conservation – as visitors may verify for themselves.  There are dozens of nyenye on display in cages in the Dodo Island Hypermarket just behind the shelves of plutonium for submarines that have run out of fuel.                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                                             





As a matter of fact, none of these nyenye in Solly’s cages are natives of the island.  Ms. Jeanne Pucelle at first threatened Mr Gideon-Samson with vigorous prophylaxis and retribution.  She was persuaded however that Dodo was in any case an unhealthy environment for the nyenye and her Fucket Freedom Fighters kidnapped the entire Dodo nyenye population and transferred them to the less commercialised northern regions of  Fouchette.  Mr. Gideon-Samson then purchased further nyenye from the Zapakok (that is, the Haitian Warlock in Perpetuity) and put them into his cages.  These are now selectively bred dwarf nyenye which also produce another delicacy, the ‘giant’ nyenye eggs, one sixteenth of the size of the egg of the wild nyenye.  The term ‘giant’ was coined by the honkie’s EU since these eggs are four times the size of what they call a ‘large’ egg which, in turn, is one eighth of the size of an egg of one of the chickens which formerly abounded in their climes.  The nyenye is in pommie literature usually called a ‘chicken’, though their own chickens more resembled the birds formerly cultivated by Colonel Sanders on Punta  Gallinas – that is to say, the former pommie chicken was a gallina.                       


                                                                                                                                                                                            





Annexation of the Popadoks has undermined their traditional economic role as slave-states.  Our annexion of  Dodo has occasioned a change in Mr. Gideon-Samson’s fortunes.  Ms. Lila po Lune has a considerable following in the Federation and is worth to the government some seven hundred million votes.  Ms. Lila po Lune informed Morry that he was free to open a dodo farm in the Royaumes Unies  and sell cheap meat to the Federation.  This was not a fate necessarily to be relished by the proposed pommie dodos but was ecologically desirable since the RU was now entirely covered with buildings and impenetrable surfaces – though the dodoes would have to be ‘free range’ and the dodo-feed also grown in the RU. That too, of course, free-range,  organic, carbon neutral and free of the deliberate injection of viruses by bio-engineers (known in honkiland as ‘genetic engineering’ – one team of engineers possessing at the most one virus with which they infect everything).    On the other hand, our Federation had no need to transfer its own nyenyes to pommie dinner plates.  Mr. Gideon-Samson’s hypermarket on Dodo island, therefore, was in immediate danger of being razed to the ground and, indeed, since the Fucket Liberation Army is not opposed to modern technology, raised to the ground.                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                                             





So Solly diversified… bought and erected hypermarkets in the Royaumes Unies.   Solly  became a pioneer of the RU’s former President Toby Liar’s Food Policies, an educator of the pommie nation.  He was even given the opportunity to buy one of their ‘peerages’.    “Food”, our President Mussolini likes to declare, “is food for the rich but poison to the poor”.  Of course he does not say it quite like that in his version of the pommie language .. and Benny does try to be provocative.  But it remains that some – such as the residents of  Knossos -  are genetically endowed to benefit from sustenance while others with a differing genetics, infected with the virus of congenital photophobic albinism, are biochemically averse to  nutrition.  The pommie punters had to be educated.  Foodless food preserved the pommie’s health and this was proved by it fetching higher prices.  Deleterious food becomes health food through the painting of a brand name on the pack, the written declaration ‘health food’ or ‘foodless food’ and the elevation of the price.  But a higher price must be paid also if the pack contains less or the volume is made up with added sawdust or water.  ..though there is a danger of food becoming a cheap source of water.  No loaf of bread could be purchased in a pommie Nyenye supermarket for less than ten pommie pfunt and the price rose by at least five per cent by day.   That is to say, the 800 gramme loaves.   The tiny ‘weightwatchers’ loaves of course cost a great deal more.  If they didn’t, then the pommies after all could at the same price buy a larger loaf and chop it into bits.                                                                                                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                                                


Our traditional industry in the Federation is, of course, the tuna farm and our tuna exported to pommiland fetches pommie prices.  But we have been  cruelly undercut by the Bolivian Sardinia, known also in pommiland as the Pilchard.  Pilchard, if  openly labelled Pilchard rather than Sardinia, was the cheapest source available in the RU of protein, dangerously deleterious to the albinos and particularly to those who could not afford the Sardinia, let alone the Tuna.   Solly put an end to that.  Pilchards vanished from the shelves of his hypermarkets, though occasionally they were replaced by tiny tins, akin to those traditionally labelled Sardinia, with a trebling of the price per kilogram.  But Solly also devalued the kilogram and their pfunt avoirdupois.  Their previous cans containing ‘550 grammes’ were surreptitiously replaced by otherwise identical cans containing 500 grammes.                                                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                                             





Rival hypermarkets, however, did not regularly play the game, vending food that was not only real food but within the grasp of the most impecunious, those too responsible to be permitted the life in debt.   So Solly cornered what was called the convenience store market, the shops in the inhabited ghettos that were patronised by those bereft of cars or too crippled to toddle for more than a few yards – a captive market.  In the Nye Nye Local  you would not find a loaf of bread for under a thousand pfunt and not under five thousand when the cheap bread ran out – that is, if you could find a loaf at all.  Solly in his big hypermarkets, to compete with rivals, was forced into offering margarine, real margarine, known in the RU, to evade EU retail price maintenance, as  ‘spread’, for as little as a penny for ten grammes whereas in the Locals there were no such packs in sight – except that the same packs appeared labelled with a great variety of brand names and ‘devoid of animal fat’, which margarine tends to be, from any price from a pfund per gramme to the super-healthy at a hundred pfunt per gramme – or even healthier at maybe thousand pfunt for an empty pack.  These packs also, supposedly, were doctored with drugs which lowered the pommies’ ‘cholesterol’ – a constituent of the brain and, therefore, super-deleterious to the pommie pundit.                    


                                                                                                                                                                                              





Nevertheless, despite all his efforts, despite continuous refurbishments, despite forever moving products from shelf to shelf, Solly was informed by management consultants that he could not compete with Tesco, owned by the notorious recidivist Miladi Shirley Porter..or it may have been Miladi Docker.. no, she manufactured guns ..or, maybe, motor bikes… who was dedicated to scuppering all Toby Liar’s educational reforms.  Toby also began demanding his cut.  Besides that,  the Pommies weren’t buying dodo for the Christmas dinners.  Solly’s Dodos did not conform with ‘EU requirements’.





Dr.. Eugene Karadzic, in our previous press circular, 08305HKY.EUG, related that it was our Ms. Fatima Patel and Ms. Fanny po Lune who cultivated the Eco-nana… a banana, resembling a cucumber, of constant weight, size and shape that grows on a bush, already enclosed in a plastic sheath.   This for us was just a joke or experiment and, apart from the Econana, we have no plants or animals which, even when cultivated in honkiland, grow to an exact and invariable weight to the nearest microgramme or which are born in plastic bags.  It turns out that now in honkiland all plants and animals that may be sold as food must be genetically engineered variants of our Econana.. infected by the PVC (Patel Vanya  Clone) Virus.  So the free-range organic carbon neutral products upon which Lila insisted do not conform with these ‘E.U’ eco-requirements    Dodo in honkiland, including the plastic sheath in which they remain enclosed after emerging from the egg,  have to weigh exactly five hundred, one thousand or fifteen hundred grammes, not a microgramme more or less  So Solly decided to sell his honkie hypermarkets to Abu Nissan, the Philistine Freedom Fighter.  It was felt that following vigorous demonstrations of  Abu’s dedication to the reduction of carbon emissions, Gorgo might be persuaded to compromise…                                                                                                                                             








All thought that Abu was offering Mr. Gideon-Samson  a very good price.  We do not think so, but that was the opinion.  It was a good price maybe in terms of the current value of  inflationary honkie currency but no longer so five minutes later.  But why should Abu be so keen to buy an overpriced pommie hypermarket? - which is what it now was…or believed to be by the parties in the intended transaction.  We do not know.  We intend to ask him.  He will tell us, we expect, that the Royaumes Unies is the Sick Man of  Europe – though all of  honkiland is pretty sick – and as was the case formerly with their Ottoman Empire, which was marginally honkie and is so now once again – everyone wants their share.  Abu wants his.  Maybe he just gets a kick out of being master of the self-styled master-race.  Money, he will tell us, is no object.  He can get any amount of that from any honkie bank – enough to seduce any Samson-Gideon, enough to outbid any rival, any multiple of the free market price.                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                                             





But he didn’t.  Milor Nathan Rotschild promised to cough up the cash.  But then, suddenly, when all was settled, Milor refused and the deal was off.   Not a great many tears were shed in the RU.  Not many tears are shed in the RU in any case.   They take tranquillisers.  But what could Milor Nathan have against the Philistine Freedom Fighter Abu Nissan taking over Solomon Gideon-Samson’s hypermarkets?                       


                                                                                                                                                                                              





Mr. Osama bin Ladin assures us that his friend Nathan did have something against this proposed purchase,  never intended to cough up and sabotaged the deal deliberately.  Nathan, he tells us, is old fashioned in his ways – as, indeed, is Osama bin Ladin – shops in hypermarkets,  believes in keeping down his expenses and feared that the Philistines would cash in by raising  the prices – which, if they borrowed Nathan’s money and were going to pay him back, they were bound to do.  If  Nathan’s sponduliks were to be used to buy a chain of hypermarkets, then he would not lend money to effect the purchase but buy the hypermarkets himself.  If Nathan could buy a chain of shops himself, why should he lend the money second-hand, instead, to some person or Private Equity Carpetbagger who knew nothing about managing shops?  Nathan would buy these retail outlets, as they are known in pommiland, cheaply and would keep down the prices so that he could shop within his own  meagre means.   Nathan had no debts and was therefore amongst the poorest denizens of  pommiland.  Abu had not asked Osama for the money but, had he done so, Osama’s attitude would have been the same as Nathan’s.





Nathan was still resentful that he had been tricked by Solly into paying for his local shop to be purchased by  Solly and turned into an ultra-expensive Nye Nye Local.  “If  I had known”, he had told Ozzy bin Ladin,  “I would have given the money to the Semolinians”  If President Gorgo weren’t so short of gold Nathan might well by now have been deprived of his milorship.   Milor has been markedly reducing his payments to the Nu Laeba terrorists and has been financing the ‘Semolina Shops’ with the aim of driving the expensive ‘convenience stores’ out of business.   The Semolinians are a collection of  East African tribes who before the onset of the food regulations were employed to provide cheap meals to impoverished pommie schoolchildren but have since become notorious for supplying the starving scholars with cheap mobile phones and finely ground flour, explosives and counterfeit pharmaceuticals prescribed as appetite suppressants.                                                                                                                  


                                                    


                                                                                                                                                                                          


Ozzie’s views on this Northern Rock Corporation have already been reported.  In the year 2006 (as reported at the time, 06510NR.GLY)  Gloria was asked to address their directors and their directors’ guests at the Barry Shearer Hall in Newcastle, in the pommie Danelaw.   Gloria misdirected herself to Northern Rock Island and Dr Sigmund Freud was sent instead.  Ziggy suggested that the Northern Rock’s directors protested too vigourously, and therefore unconvincingly, their dedication to the Subacute Combined Degeneracy Code.   However, both Gloria Goldenlay and Ziggy Freud warned these Directors that they were too ambitious, that their ‘growth’ and ‘profit’ was already excessive and that they were being driven to even greater striving for ‘.market share’ by the terms of their LTIPs (director’s so called long-term, i.e. short-term, incentive schemes)  – which demanded percent  increase in profit and shareprice several times that of  their RPI.  The preferred measure of  ‘inflation’ was introduced by Toby Liar, because it is more stable, whereas the RPI is apt to rise, even though only very slightly, with the rise in prices.   There has been a danger of the RPI even bearing some resemblance to a realistic measure of prices or cost of living.  It is the lending of money by the usurers that determines the rate of  price increase.  It is thus unrealistic or dangerous for an usurer’s LTIP to demand or reward profit increases of  ‘four times RPI’. 





President Gorgo and ex-President Toby are lawyers, men of ignorance readily persuaded by the science fiction of their management consultants.  They were persuaded therefore, on ‘Black Friday’ (September 24th 1869) that it is impossible to shift gold around on the internet (which isn’t true) and that this was not only the era of the paperless bank and the moneyless bank but the era of the goldless bank.  Gorgo’s caravan tour disposed of  some of the gold and, although the greater part of it remained unsold, enough of it had been sold en tour to drive down the price and Gorgo, by striking while the iron was cold,  was able to dispose of the rest cheaply to Osama bin Ladin, in exchange for various pommie pfunt, inflationary greenspams, Afghani promissary notes and whatever else Ozzie found lying around (including several thousand certificates guaranteeing wins in the Ozzie Lottery).  As a matter of fact, the Incas traditionally have an even lower opinion of gold than does President Gorgo.  The pirates were, for the most part, after our gold, but, for all we cared, if the pirates had asked for it they could have had it.  Osama took Gorgo’s gold, not because Osama needed it or wanted it, but to do Gorgo a favour .. and Gorgo paid Osama for taking it.  It is traditional in pommiland that a foreign purchaser is paid a ‘bribe’ to ensure that he can pay for the goods without enduring any inconvenience to his cash-flow.  Ozzie then passed much of the gold on to the Bank of  Belsize.  This was not because the Bank of Belsize asked for it but because it is convenient to store gold in lakeside caves guarded by ichthyosaurs and carnivorous plants on an impenetrable island.





Neither the Bank of Belsize nor the Federal Dong Bank asks Ozzie or anyone else for deposits.  Nevertheless the Banco di Pommiland demands such from its ‘licensed bancos’ and then dishes it back out again if the licensed bancos do not have enough cash to buy votes for their countries’ Presidents.   It appears that there had been some substance in Gloria’s warnings and that Mr. Rock had eventually found himself inclined to borrow back some of his cash in the Banco di Pommiland.  ‘De minimis non est disputandum’, points out Mr. Bin Ladin.  The sums involved are far too small for him to be concerned with them.  Moreover no usurer would lend the money to Mr. Rock at other than substantially higher interest than that demanded by the Banco di Pommiland.   Ozzie’s own Muslim Banking Management Fees could not be lowered to a level that compared favourably with the interest payable by Mr Rock to the Banco di Pommiland.  Ozzie suggests that it may have been the insignificance of the sum originally inquired before Crowlink’s intervention – hardly the price of a Hole in the Road – which initially aroused Crowlink’s irritation.





As far as we are aware, neither Mr. Rock nor Mr Abu have been going round with the begging bowl whining that they are short of money and, therefore, if  Ozzy has not been asked, this is not because they suppose he deals in tainted money.  Money as far as they are concerned, is money, whether tainted or not.  It is not that only Ozzie who has not been asked.  Milor Gnome has not been asked.  Mr. Moneybagge has not been asked.  Mr. Jacob Marley has not been asked.  Not even Mr. Clever Dick has been asked.  Apart from Abu asking Milor Rotschild and Mr. Rock asking the Banco di Pommiland, nobody has been asked.  In a moment of inadvertence, Ozzy confessed that his friend the Milor Nathan had regarded Abu’s request as a great joke but that Ozzy had persuaded him to say yes ‘to save the rest of us the bother of saying no!’.  Nathan and Ozzie, supposedly, intended to lead on Mr. Rock or would-be carpetbaggers after Mr. Rock’s Corporation in the same way, though, with Aleistair’s help, this might have led to someone getting his Corporation for nothing.  Nevertheless, Ozzy’s usual sentiment is that he is glad he was not asked.                                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                                


“Nobody ought to accuse me of failing to nurture the primitive economies”, Ozzy protests, “In pommiland alone, I pay, with no questions asked,  for all the illegal immigrants we send over to boost their economy.. If it were not for me, paying for the workers, they would have no National Health Service, nobody to dig the holes in the road, nobody would be going round collecting their taxes…   Boris and I are supposedly numbers one and two in Clever Dick’s rich list.  But we do not need business we do not want.  We do not pay ourselves anything approaching the wages and bonuses these minnows pay themselves.  But we have no reason to complain … and we do not have the burden of  loanstock and equity in the hands of fund managers always out to make the quick short term killing. ..  Impoverished though I am, I pay for all these illegal immigrants.. Fatima even tells me it is my unavoidable duty… But I have not noticed myself unable to raise the cost of  roast dracula bat; nor have I been forced to impose upon myself pommie-style food regulations.  Fatima tells me I should not eat roast dracula bat because the bats have been previously murdered.. but if I find myself in future years unable to afford paying for this murder, that may be retribution for the murder but it won’t be because I have paid for the illegal immigrants.   Actually Boris owns Knossos and all its dracula bats and he doesn’t even have to pay… nor do I.  Boris lets me catch and cook the dracula bats for free and, in any case, I own Bank Island, which has two or three dracula bats of its own and the occasional whale straying onto the beach… Yes, Fatima, I don’t actually own Bank Island.  I am its curator on behalf of the Inca Nation.                                   


                                                                                                                                                                                              


“Why should I dish out money just to pay debts.. to create more debts?  Why should I provide cash to enable some person buy something he does not need, for which he has no use, at some price nobody else can afford… even several times what would otherwise be the market price?  In particular, why dish out for somebody to buy a hypermarket who does not run hypermarkets but spends his time buying companies – and then selling them at the higher price which the inflation has created?   I would myself be creating the inflation which generated these scoundrels’ profits and everyone elses’ losses.  Their shareholders should not allow that to happen and if my bank had shares in some such concern it would not allow it to happen.   Their fund managers who hold equity on behalf of the punters.. the real shareholders.. should be stopping it instead of encouraging it and taking the money and running.   Why should I dish out to enable somebody to buy some housing estate in Newcastle in Pommiland?   I might end up with the housing estate in Newcastle.  I would just be taking it away from whoever otherwise would have needed the houses and bought them (without the mortgage, at a much lower price).   What could I do with this housing estate which I supposedly possessed?   It would be no use to me.. I could not physically take possession or displace the residents without sending over an expensive army.. and I couldn’t even render any service to these residents…”                                                                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                              


There are those in honkiland who wonder why Boris and Ozzie ‘tolerate’ the ‘moralistic emanations’ of my friend Gloria Goldenlay, and indeed, the ‘even greater eccentricities’ of  myself and Ms. Fatima Patel.  It is just convenient show, they claim. Gloria and I are on Uncle Boris’s payroll – or, at any rate, enjoy expense- free residence on Knossos (as well as that on Belsize).  I, supposedly, am a publicity stunt who is good for Uncle Boris’s image.  Boris’s openly expressed opinions nowadays do not greatly differ from my own words or those of  Fatima Patel.  Boris says he can afford to be a liberal on the side of justice.  But it is not only that.. Boris is not just Gloria’s and my nominal uncle.  We share his background and he was their guardian during our chilldhood.  We were impoverished even by the standards of  Kypros or Greece.  Boris was never a congenital fat cat and he has always been on the side of  justice.  Ozzie, they say, has also become addicted to ‘Lilaspeak’.  This, they say, is Fatima’s influence.  Neither Boris nor Osama, however, would wish you to believe that they hold any opinions contrary to their own interests or that their moralistic explanations contradict their business acumen.  Ozzy is quite right.  He doesn’t need the custom of these honkie usurers.   But the honkies should not be taken in!   The reformist spirit is not all talk and bluff.   As matters stand only Gloria sits between the red button and Fatima’s itchy finger.   There is in our Federation no disease and no poverty, no dependence upon injustice, oppression or corruption.  Fatima will have one hundred per cent democratic support.  The honkies would be well advised to mend their ways.                                                                                                                                                             
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