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Don’t Fall for Deflation Talk!


                                                                                                                          


   Re: the prosperity of the Vikings                                                                                                             


                                                                                                                 


The Very Rev. Dr. Lesbia Funkie-Gibbon, Primate of  Belsize, in her entertaining hellfire sermons, assures us that the honkie pirates are overgrown dracula bats.   At the same time, our vampire bats, in their private conversations, suppose that it is yahoos who are the degenerates and parasites.  They are entitled to their self-protective delusions.  So long as these kept private they do no harm.   The bats do not utter such opinions to our face and we don’t send spies to listen in.  The bats make no attempt to overhead sermons which Lesbia is directing to a non-bat audience.  So long as that remains, the plottings of the draculae in their cannabi parlours will remain fantasies.  We are not going  to be assaulted by millions of  flittermice impregnating dread diseases and we are not going to send out genetic engineers to inject them with lethal virus.  The honkies too suppose that we are the degenerates.   To this they are entitled.   But in honkiland, also, our cousins are treated as inferiors and degenerates, even come to believe in this inferiority and to absorb the degeneracies of the self-styled master-race.   Their fate is ignored, is supposed not to exist, or else to be the self-inflicted reward for their congenital inadequacy.   We are forced, therefore, to sympathise with the victims and not with that the honkies describe as The Economy.   The recent Domestic Market, a reception by Ms. Gloria Goldenlay for foreign tradesmen held at the Palais d’Orleans (or on the shore of the Lock Skegness), was full of info from honkiland, the Royaumes Unies especially.  Ms. Minerva Miniskirt, in this report, briefly refers to the rape of  Hibernia and the  pommie Nordic Danelaw, to President Walker Blow Jobson’s latest outburst of greenspamite folly and to the specific case of  the Daneland’s Sirdar Corporation.                                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                            





We Incas have cousins in honkiland.- and in lands stolen by the pirates.  So we know what is meant by ‘prosperity’, ‘growth’, ‘the economy’ and sundry synonyms.  It means that you are living happily in your own way, with your own field, your own home and your own goat and the pirates arrive, a broad smile on their faces,  proferring poison and worthless baubles with the left hand and brandishing the exterminator in the right.  They steal your lands, your home, your goat, your food, your means of  livelihood and you have to survive as the slave of the master race, as the grateful recipient of their so-called charity, by being cleverer than the pirates while pretending to be stupid - or not at all!  We weep therefore for the unfortunate Vikings.                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                            


We were pleased, therefore, to see King O’Nil of  Dublin at Gloria’s domestic market.  Welcome because Nilson is an old friend whose Vikings played such a vital role in our World Forces’ liberation of the pommiland from the hated usurper Toby Liar.  But sorrowful because we have heard so much about the rape of  Hibernia by the this ‘prosperity’.                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                            


“What about the Hibernian Vikings?”, we asked the Tooth Fairy during his interrogation, “dispossessed, reduced to hanging around airports in grass skirts, fellating honkie-euro-laden carpetbaggers and nicking their mobile phones..!?”                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                               


“Ah! Yes! Hibernia”, muttered Aleistair Crowlink in reply, “That’s our great triumph!  Did you know that that cold island was once ccvered with grass that apparently belonged to nobody, crying  out for development?   The primitives were living in scattered massive cottages, even five or more times the size of a Housing Association flat, inhabited even by less than people, who paid no council tax and only nominal rents, if any at all.  With these uneconomical edifices came an uneconomical goat on an uneconomical fieldlet and an uneconomical potato patch.  These primitives, naturally, could not feed themselves ..were forced to accept the hospitality of the  more civilised  nations...!”





“Yes!  I know”, purred Lila po Lune, “I’ve been to Hibernia... Prior to the affliction with Prosperity and after!  But you were going to tell me about the Inward Investment.”   Inward Investment is the pirate’s name for theft or colonialism.                                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                            


“You  will know then how Hibernia has changed.  Where the primitives formerly emigrated, there is now net immigration.   Great foreign corporations, such as the Ming Bank of  China and the Sardinian Mafia Equity Trust have rationalised the crofts into great ranches, abolishing all the outmoded customs.   Polish builders have erected more Prezza-hutches in Hibernia in the last year than Prezza has erected in pommiland in the last ten. There are now lmore honki-euro-millionaires in Hibernia than in the rest of the Italian Empire added together... Hibernia is a glowing proof that Colonialism works!  Did you know that they now have schools in Hibernia... that the literacy rate in Hibernia is 9.7 times that in pommiland?”   


                                                                                                                                                          


“They will need to be literate with the fate they are facing.”, sang Lila po Lune, her face sparkling with a happy smile, “The Hibernians do have a previous tradition of  being invaded, even by pfunt millionaires .and of building other peoples houses,, but whither, this time, will they escape..”.





The Tooth-fairy  too was joyously sporting a broad clench-toothed sardonic grin.  The ex-pupils of  St. Trinian’s Academy appreciate the administrations of a dominant female dressed in the traditional native costume of  Belsize.  So delighted were the visiting pommies during this Domestic Market at their temporary release from the fiefdoms of  oppression that many were incoherent with pleasure.   


                                                                                                                                                               


“The influx”,  we understood the Tooth Fairy to say, “will eventually be balanced by emigration.”         


                                                                                                                                                       


“Where to?  Poland?... Get packing happy Hibernians!”                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                       


“I couldn’t have put it more succinctly myself”, we understood the tooth fairy to say.                         


                                                                                                                                                          


President Walker Blow Jobson, it turns out, panicking because his stock market prices went down terrified of  ‘deflation’ - the opposite of  ‘inflation’ or ‘devaluation’ - has afflicted honkiland with further greenspamite folly .. an impromptu 0.75% cut in his Central Bank Interest Rate.  “We couldn’ ask for more”, he explained, “Our Cenral Bank is.. er.. supposed to be.. er.. independent.   We .. er.. have to leave it to them!”.  The most outrageous greenspamite blunder to date to remedy the greenspamite disease ..what is known as positive feedback.. the behaviour of the lunatic.                         


                                                                                                                                                              


There measures of  cost of living or prices in Bolivia represent the cost of essentials, of  how much it costs to remain alive.   This cost is a present from the pirates.  Before they arrive there is no need for money and the wages and cost of living is zero. It may be that the government now pays some of the expenses of the least monied ..that it adds onto the costs of the monieder and it all evens out.. and it is really the cost of the unmonied’s survival even though supposedly the monied pay.  But in the less degenerate countries, our Federation excepted, everyone is equally unmonied.  If the pommies used the  Bolivian measure then with their governments’ engineered hundred-fold increase in house prices and rents over the twenty eight years of  Tory rule  plus their Council  Tax, plus their thirty fold increase in the price of  bread and twentyfold increase in the price of  potatoes, plus their affliction now with the compulsory mobile phone and all its fiddles .. plus the cost of the heroin which everyone has to pay for... they would be afflicted with hyper-hyperinflation.   But Gorgo and WBJ keep telling us they  havn’t got any inflation.   They have various measures of their price increases .. but they reflect the cost of  the New Updated Pokemon Card and the loan taken out to buy more Pokemon Cards and to avoid the distortions that then arise from the escalating cost of  Pokemon Cards the statistics are inflaion adjusted.    Those who must set their sights on survival rather than the updated electronic Pokemon Card with inbuilt video recorder are represented more by the Bolivian statistic... and the Poles I suppose by the pre-EU Polish statistic.  From the point of view of the honkie pundit, the person who is not allowed to survive does not have a statistic, he is not worthy of existence and is to be eliminated.                                                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                            


Nevertheless, in our Federation we have to respect the victims in honkiland who do not own a statistic.   If the Inca is born into the land of the pirate, he awakens to be told: “You do not have the right to live.  You do not belong to our Working Class.  If he survives at all, it is through his own efforts,  without the benefit of the unlimited supply of  greenspam or pommie pfunt.  He must know what has value and what has not.  But the child born with congenitial leukodermal oligophrenia ..thatis a different story: “You are the master race! Remember you are a moron and must act as moron, must always follow the orders.  You shall destroy what has value.  You shall buy what you are told to buy.  So long as you do that you shall always have the greenspam or pfunt to buy.  What the Incas have is yours to take and destroy and to replace with the Waste and Rubbish of Prosperity”.     


                                                                                                                                                           


Ms. Gloria Goldenlay, as manager of our honkie pension funds, reads the Annual Reports composed by Ms. Fatima Patel.  But can she broadcast what they contain?  If she were to do so, surely, the price of the shares would tumble, the companies would find that they are unable to renew their debts and the vultures would confiscate.   She publishes nevertheless and nobody notices!   The Greenspamite Press, committed to the eulogy of the old fool, are faced now with a similar quandry.  Even they are beginning to cotton onto their hero’s folly.  “Great greenspamite wisdom and courage”, the headlines proclaim, “WBJ’s last desperate kick to save the television set!”..but within the pages of eulogy and in the small print there emerge the doubts and the heresies.  Unnecessary panic perhaps?  Oil on the fire?   The evil and munificent philanthropos, Eugenio Soros, they confess, is at it again with his mischief.  The pommies should have been keeping their minimum lending rate at at least six per cent for years.  He ought to know.. and we know!                                                                                         


                                                                                                                                                              There are the profiteers from prosperity and The Economy, and The Economy, to survive, has its losers.. who don’t matter.  But we have news for the pundits sniffing away at their cocaine.  It has come to the stage where everyone has to sacrificed to preserve The Economy.  Deflation is precisely what is needed and the real prosperity.   There has to be an end to the fitted carpets, the fitted kitchens, the double glazing, everything that is a compulsory improvemen and ‘how we do it nowadays’.   There has to be an end to the incapicity to anything without some electrical machine.   There has to be an end to the continuous refurbishments, the continuous vandalism, the planned obsolescence and updating, the continuous investment and construction of which nothing ever remains.   The honkies always like to rationalise.. to find some diversion as a smoke screen to hide the truth.  Their management consultants tell the honkies that the threat is their carbon dioxide, their  food, the availability of homes at prices they can afford - anything they need and might enjoy.   But the real threat is The Economy which produces this carbon dioxide and all the devices to get rid of the carbon dioxide.                                                                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                             


The honkie propagandists are in a considerable muddle - telling us about the threat of rising prices - and we don’t have to be told that that is a threat .. and at the same time chiming that the price of kennels and the price of shares is a measure of prosperity and growth and what they call, in other contexts ‘billions of taxpayers’ money’ being devoted to the escalation of these prices.  They have a way of putting things.  Milor Halifax in his boutiques has pictures of actors dressed up as happy families, happy because they have ‘released the equity trapped in your home’.  But it is only the impoverished who have or need any of this equity to be released.  If, indeed, price increases were some inevitable consequence, in some sense, of prosperity, it does not follow that artificial increase of those prices breeds prosperity, any more than, say should victims of heart attacks suffer high cholesterol, their longevity would be increased by their eating a drug that reduces the cholersterol. It is a bit wierd, surely, that the honkie pundits should suppose that their prosperity should depend on the maintainance of share prices and that disaster would be precipitated by a fall.. a disaster to be everted by releasing more money to be borrowed.  In the Federation, if the prices go down of  cottages or shares, we suppose that means cottages or shares are more available to be bought...assimilated into our own private prosperity.  It could be that the house has been designed in North Korea or that the share is in a worthless corporation.. In such a case, maybe, the relative prices  reflect real value.  he share prices could evaporate because the shares are not worth anything.. but then they would continue to be worth nothing even with ‘taxpayers’ money’ pumped in to raise the price.  Shares on honkie stock exchanges have simply been overpriced and should be allowed to sink to a more realistic value.  Your pension will not  be worth more, despite all the actuaries allegations, just because the shares carry a higher price!                                                                                                                              


                                                                                                                                                             


We try to provide entertainment at our Domestic Markets.  Where would the honkies be without humour and entertainment?  Where they are now, I suppose, in the loonie bins and drug dens, the victims of their Chief Medical Officer and their Educators.   But this has been an occasion also for great sadness.   The Toriland pundits have succesfully raped their own economy and sold everything off.   They should be in possession of a lot of  honkie euros, we suppose, though there are not many of these carpetbaggers and they might feel wise to keep away from pommiland.  Maybe Gorgo gets his cut and maybe that will feed the pommies and all their illegal immigrants for some short while.  But what they have sold can never be worth what the carpetbaggers that stole everything from the punters get as their reward.  There has to be a compensatory shift in pricing to pay for the useless transaction.  For a while the toriland punters left the Vikings alone.   Whatever is in Denmark, after all, they supposed was not worth having, not worth stealing, plundering and selling on.  But the rape of the Danelaw has been the recent theme.   We have enumerated numerous casualties.. perhaps not all that were represented at the Market since with the explosion of  news to circulate, paragraphs may have been lost or misplaced.  





The most famous of the raped Danelaw enterprises is their Northern Rock.. named in honour of the Viking Sailor, Sven Goran Erikson, who long ago was shipwrecked on the sands, the Nogger  Bank, surrounding our islet of  Northern Rock.  To give him due, he wasn’t planning any act piracy.  He was on the way to Vinland to visit the Princess Omlette, losing his way, turning right instead of left.    This Nordic Rock is being raped without production of accounts, without rational explanation.  But, we wonder, did perhaps the deposed director Dr. Daidalos Iscariotis, previously known to us a failed pioneer of primitive aviation, despite our sympathies, cooperate with the Tories?  Did he sell the ‘buy to let mortages’ that raise the price of  hutches beyond the punters’ means - on top of the demolitions and compulsory ‘improvements’?                                                                                                         


                                                                                                                                                               


“I cooperated”, lamented the Batman of Alcatrass, “and they kicked me in the teeth!”                          


                                                                                                                                                             


Well, what did he expect?  You must never cooperate, whatever the pressures, never accept their ideology.  You may think that by becoming one of them, by despising your sisters, you become better than your sisters, in the company of whom, maybe, your honkie achievements are unrecognised.. where honour is given to the unhonoured, to the efficient servant rather than societally appointed boss of their community.  But you will never be other than the hated outsider in the pirates’ club.                  
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