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Recent Advances in Psychiatry


                                                                                                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                         


                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                      Ms. Minerva Miniskirt is still canoodling – or according to the Yankee spellchecker, candling -  with Ace Journalist Ms. Arsula Undress.  Ms. Gloria Goldenlay, known to Eugene as Nikita, can’t be bothered.  Instead, Dr. Eugene Karadzic, our Minister of the Interior and Chief of  Tum-Tums, has agreed to compile this press circular, intended to deal with some more long overdue boring items.  Dr. Karadzic agrees to speak kindly about the Muslims and NATO and to focus on recent advances in honkie psychiatry.   We are grateful that honkie celebrity beauty queens have chosen to ratify our Ponchobolero Corporation’s blockbuster drug Borocaine as ‘socially acceptable’.  NATO pundit Professor Sniffic however may persist in supposing that it is a criticism that honkies treated with another of our blockbusters, Crazifax, ‘remain depressed’ or even ‘commit suicide’.  The so-called Professor has gone so far as to lambast Uncle Boris, proprietor of Ponchobolero, for providing the honkies with their medication..  The honkies – apart from a small persecuted minority, who are not really honkies – suffer from a congential disease.  Boris supplies the medication because he is asked to supply it.  He does not claim to provide a cure.  He converts the honkie, as is necessary, into a ‘controlled honkie’ and ‘enables the honkie to cope with being a honkie’ – which may entail committing suicide.   In our Federation there are no diseases and nobody takes any drugs.  Were honkiland to be cured Uncle Boris would supply no drugs to honkiland.  He has a plan, should such a miracle occur – and with Godzilla and Lizilith, I suppose, all things are possible – to sell the honkies bananas instead.  This proposal, however, meets opposition from honkie food ministers who propose to ban the banana and replace it with the Econana, which resembles a cucumber but grows on a bush complete with a plastic sheath.                                       


                                                                                                                                                                           


We were surprised that our honkie guests at Nikita’s most recent Domestic Market, her reception for foreign salesmen, were enclosed in plastic bags.  This turns out to be part of a honkie scheme to fit up their serfs with oxygen-meters, to curtail the carbon dioxide emissions, and with rectal catheters to enable the methane to be transferred to steel cylinders.   They are doing the same, however, to the buffalo.  Indeed, they have a down on the buffalo,  because they emit these gasses and because they live on fields which are needed for conversion to eco-cities.  Although we recognise that honkies pose a problem, we do have to have to point out that all carbon emitted by buffalo comes from the grass they eat and that the grass got the carbon out of the atmosphere.  So the buffalo are not returning anything that was not taken from the atmosphere in the first place.  Honkies on the other hand are destroying all the vegetation, which is the only means whereby the lurgi stolen from terra by the honkie can be restored, for which the emitted carbon dioxide, with the aid of sunlight, is utilised.  We have learnt further that pommie ecoterrorists are persecuting Colonel Sanders for alleged cruelty to soya plants, that Lila’s daughter Fanny has been having secret assignations with Fatima Patel and that the NATO-lackey honkie Presidents are ratifying their self-created ‘EU constitution’ which confers upon them the right to legislate secretly and without democratic controls and to enforce whatever lunatic schemes their moronic management consultants manufacture..and to collect a great deal more tax.                                                                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                      





“Yobanyi Karadzic!”, so some Yobanyi Nato Yobbo here inquires in this here e-mail,  “Do you confess!?”.  Who do they think I am?  Paul of Tarsus?  Tarsus, my foot!  Confess to what?  All I confess is eluding compromise with the Wooden Horsemen of  NATO.  I am grateful to my adoptive motherland for offering that escape and remain faithful to this Federation and its Government, an obedient servant, despite all the plottings it is my duty to overhear.  If Nikita wishes to confer upon me the great honour of  composing this Press Circular, who am I to complain?  I am not a winger like Gospodin Gorby.   Gorby has put on some weight at last, looks like a real Russki!  Now perhaps he will at last see the folly of his pandering with the Derevyanii Vsadniki of the Apocalypsis!





Yes! The NATO reptiles came crawling into Serbia too!  “Your farmers are totally uneconomical!”, their Management Consultants whispered into our ears, “How about an EU subsidy?  What’s this in the tins you are selling in your supermarkets?  One hundred percent real meat?  One hundred per cent real beans?  How do you expect to make a profit if  it isn’t ninety nine per cent sawdust and the prices don’t go up?  How much do your serfs pay for their housing?  We’ll put an end to that!  Sell it to the NATO speculators!  There’ll be plenty room for the starving evicted millions in Pommiland!”





We listened to the Yobyani Yobboes but did not respond.  So then they showed their other face!  Meanwhile… What did Gorby do?  “We will make you rich and prosperous, like we are, with the Free Market!”  Free Market, my foot!  You have to buy the useless obsolescent rubbish they foist upon their brainwashed serfs!  What did Gorby end up with?  With their poverty, inflation, drug addicts and gangsters!  He couldn't be told!                                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                       





No, Nikita!  I’ve got nothing against the Muslims!  Some of my best friends are Muslims!  Is it my fault that they were lured into the snakepit by the Yobyani Yobboes?  With a little circumspect psychiatric planning we could have settled our differences as we always did.  Couldn’t they have been warned by what happened to Mose Ramose’s lot?  They were being persecuted, supposedly,  by the Muslims, though they really just a species of  Muslim, in the old Soviet Federation, in so far that it ever existed!  That was good for the NATO Yobyanis because it caused trouble and good for Mose’s lunatic fringe, the Zionists, because it provided an excuse for sending  This-Stanis and That-Stanis to Israel to steal land off the Philistines!  So the Vsadniki stoked it up.  What good has it done to Mose’s lot?  The Vsadniki priced the Mose-cult out of their ghettos in Pommiland and turned them over to the Muslims!  What good did that do the Muslims!  Toby Liar and Gorgo have now selectively up-priced the houses around their Mosques!  Our Federation is expected to pay to keep them alive!  You can never trust the Horsemen of the Apocalypse!   They lure you with a bribe – somebody else’s lands – and when they’ve got you trapped, they rape you!





Nikita Nikodemjevka Nikodemopyula was her name, amongst others, when she was in the habit of  battering officers of the Committee of  Public Safety.  The name Gloria Goldenlay, by which she became better-known after she escaped into the clutches of  NATO-pandering pommiland, I suppose, referred to the contrast between her not inconsiderable voluptuous multi-tattooed corpus and Godevesque hair and  her cataclysmic temper – not that any KGB agent who came within a meter of Lila remained conscious for long enough to witness it.  Old habits die hard.  It is hardly an act of altruism to persuade a dull hardworking policemen to compose a press circular.  “I’ve been nice to you by letting you compile this bulletin while we are plotting behind your back.”, so Nikita informed me, “So you have to be nice to NATO!”.                            


                                                                                                                                                                                     





Sure enough they are plotting behind my back – literally so – she and Lila Fanniyevka – while peering over my shoulders.  If she wants to be nice to NATO – then why ask me?   Mikroyubka palmed her increasingly tedious bulletins off onto Nikita, whining that she needed time off to be nice to Arsula.  Everybody is being very nice!  It was just an excuse!  Who has ever heard of a pair of  Inca squaws who can’t hold hands, or whatever they hold, plot and type a letter all simultaneously!  Nikita being nice to me is another excuse.  The boring content of the news-bag, that’s what’s really behind it!  The Russians with their supernumerary little b’s are bad enough, but they are intelligible. I’ve now got to punch in this silly pommie script – a bit like Italian but with a few extra letters.  Whatever is a ‘dubya’ or a ‘jay’?  Some manner of  NATO Nu-Laeba arch-terrorists?  At the end of it all it will all be censored by some eight year old refugee from NATO oppression employed to check my mastery of  pommie language and orthography.  As if I didn’t know about the NATO Interpreters!                                                                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                 





“How do you plead?”


                                                                                                                                                                                       


“Not guilty, imperialist fascist pig!”


                                                                                                                                                                                             


“The prisoner confesses that he prescribed the tranquillisers forced upon millions of innocent Muslims!”





Since when did we have the psychiatry of  NATO in Serbia?  They even name their own drugs, not ours, and say we dished out the ‘horrific pharmalogical cosh’ as they describe it when used in their imagination somewhere else!  All is perverted by their forking tongues!  I bet they’ll change ‘squaw’ to ‘squaw’!  Not that the two don’t amount to the same thing!                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                           


Innocent Muslims, my foot! No, Fatima, I’ve got nothing against Muslims.  Yes, of course I have been bugging your bedroom.  Yes, of course you have been plotting to ‘limit the powers of the chief of police and to curtail his Nazi inclinations’.   There’s nothing to suggest that you havn’t the makings of a competent conniving  two-faced First Minister.   There’s Muslims and Muslims.   They were not actually asked about their religious leanings during the psychiatric examination, but we called them Muslims because a lot of them wore nightdresses and Balaclava helmets… Yes I did overhear that ‘We must wear honkie nightdresses and Balaclava helmets to show our solidarity with our persecuted Christian sisters.’   Quite so!  J.C. himself was sentenced by a whole lot of  loonies with beards dressed in nightdresses and sandals in one of those NATO Sharia Courts – despite the King of Italy declaring them illegal!  Who ever heard of a civilised country that permits private kangaroo tribunals – like those of the pommie General Medical Council?  You are a Good Muslim.  You are the exception that proves the rule – you and Osama and Idi and ..well, lots of others.  Not one of your numerous relatives who are no doubt breeding like guinea-pigs throughout the degenerate nations was it found necessary to cure by ecological burial.   Have you seen any of my Tum-Tums digging holes in the road or any sort of holes?   The ways of  NATO are not to be found in our Federation.                                     


                                                                                                                                                                                          


How would the yankees like it if NATO turned  Gotham City over to the Muslims?  How would the pommies like it if  NATO kicked them out of Wales or their whole country and handed it over to the Muslims – and President Gorgo summoned the Prince of  Wales:  “Chop! Chop!  You’ve got to marry a Muslim!”





But I bear no resentments – not against Nikita for foisting on me the composition of this bulletin – not even against NATO.   The latest news from NATO comes hot-footed…that is to say, the NATO Lackies, the so-called E.U..  The pommie parliament now have voted not to oppose the EU’s proposed ‘constitution’…that is to say the Horsemen are ratifying their own creation without asking anyone’s permission.   Well, that is a surprise!  Their propaganda media are whining that that means they will ruled by the foreigner.  Not by the foreigner, I am afraid, but the Nu Laeba Lackies – the likes of  Gorgo and Toby Liar – a conspiracy of  Nazi NATO-lackey Presidents plotting behind closed doors, ignoring their peoples and parliaments and foisting the poisons of  the Yobyani Yobboes!   But I harbour no resentment against NATO.  They will destroy themselves without any help from me!   But Nikita told me not to harp on about NATO – that I was to focus on the pommie advances in Psychiatry.                                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                     





.The only place for the honkie degenerate is a lunatic asylum from which he never escapes.  He must submit to the disciplines of the asylum.  The therapy, for the honkies’ own sake,  must ensure compliance, indeed willing and unquestioning acceptance of that political necessity.   Nikodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikodemopoulos’s Belsize-Registered Poncho Bolero International Pharmaceuticals Corporation of  Colombia (Colombia being an alternative name for what honkies call the Amerigas) supplies the medication.  Nowhere in its literature does the Company claim to cure the disease.  You can check for yourself.   The word ‘cure’ or any synonym in the pommie or other language, appears not once!  The therapy ‘enables the honkie to cope with being a honkie’.  There are other aspects  to the therapy besides the medication - but medication is essential.  Modern practitioners do not rely entirely on brainwashing and habit-training.  The outcome of this is that Burning-at-the-Stake is much less commonly used than when we relied on somewhat unsophisticated routines of indoctrination.   The treated honkie remains a honkie - or, at any rate, a controlled honkie.





It happens at times, unfortunately, though not permanently, that the therapy fails and the patients turn upon the physician… and the lunatics are left to stew in their own juice.   In my adopted nation there exists no disease and no medication.   It is for export only.   Our country is a retreat for the genetically perfect.  But I sometimes  wonder!  The perfection of our nation can breed unrealistic attitudes and there is a need for guidance from someone with a more solid cognizance of  reality.  It would hardly be encouraging for Boris’s business if his remedies effected cure.   There is no great danger of that and his misplaced altruism is no great threat.  Nevertheless Boris insists that he would shed no tears were the disease of the honkie to be cured!   Many a true word, maybe, is spoken by mistake.  The demise of the honkie, except for the few who escape the congenital degeneracy, would be no great loss.                                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                         





Since the disease is a degeneracy, of course, the honkie is ultimately descended from the Inca but, on the way, has manufactured and inherited unsound genes or absences of genes..known to us as ‘recessive genes’ - but an unsound gene may be lost or a lost gene may be replaced  by miraculous mutation.  It evolved in the  first  place and so, given time, can evolve again.. and, whatever the probabilities in theory, there are honkies in practical fact who either have rectified the degeneracies or whose ancestors never inherited them in the first place (which, of course, means that they may have an acquired honkie phenotype but they are Inca genotypes).                                                                                      


                                                                                                                                                     


Uncle Boris, as  he is here known, perhaps because he has so many eminent nieces, though he is, as a matter of fact, not my uncle, but more an old friend – more a hermano - has been insisting that if the honkies are cured, then he will sell bananas to whoever remains in honkiland ..or possibly even provide them free of charge.   Boris has a large banana plantation on Knossos (and several others, elsewhere, for instance, on Nana Island).  The ‘free of charge’ threat does not go down very well in honkiland.  It  does sound very much like deflation.  But the bananas are not going down very well either.   Their Food Ministers point out that bananas contain dangerous lipoids which encourage the growth, development and function of the yahoo brain.  Furthermore, bananas contain carbohydrates, proteins, sodium and chloride and other banned substances and none of the essential flourides and hypochlorites.                                                     


                                                                                                                                                          


The Banana Problem has been troubling the Honkie Experts for a long time ..ever since the toxicity of food was discovered, which, in honkiland is ‘before records began’ .. and indeed was well over a  week ago.   Even without Uncle Boris putting his oar in - which, on account of his background as a shipping magnate he is inclined to do - the banana is the cheapest and most plentiful source of  food available in honkiland.  Not only are there no health-food food-free microbananas which could be sold at many times the price and  which would collar the free market, but Boris has even been encouraging the export of  ‘plantains’ - giant bananas.   The Honkie Food Ministers are not taking these bananas lying down.  Our Food Minister,  Dr. Marie Antoinette, as a matter of fact, is doing so - but at any rate this is a privilege that should remain exclusive to Ministers of  Food.                                                        


                                                                                                                                                            


The banana, therefore, is to be banned in honkiland.  The banana is obviously the product of  slave labour.  At that price it couldn’t be anything else.   Instead, the honkies will be compelled to purchase Econanas.   The Econana is one of the few positive contributions by honkiland to genetic engineering.


Well.. not exactly!  It all started as a joke in our Federation.  Fatima Patel, it is my business to know, has a private hideout - a chalet in the grounds of  Gloria’s ranch on Knossos which is fitted with all the most modern  bugging devices supplied by Mr. Clever Dick - or at any rate, by Nicky ‘Pip Panpierre’ Nikodemopoulos, who popped down with Vendredi at what Fatima said was a convenient time to fit them.  If you don’t want your conversations sold to our allies and enemies and don’t want a whole lot of junk mail, put a cross in the box.  Fatima, it turned out, had a powerful magnifying glass and did just that!  Whatever goes on with the younger generation goes on in the woods, or they switch off the bugs, and if they were planning a coup d’etat nobody would be any the wiser - not that anyone here would be in the least bothered ..or surprised for that matter.. if they are.  But I do know that Lila’s missing daughter Fanny has been a regular visitor to the chalet.  Fatima and Fanny had been to Uncle Boris’s ranch and had picked some of these ‘plantains’.  Fanny pointed out that these plantains were inherently unacceptable to honkies - somewhat unhygienic, especially in the hands of  a Minister of  Food.   If  they were sterlised they became mushy.   That was obvious.   But everything has to be proved by experiment.  That duly took place.  Then Fatima challenged Fanny, who is into eco-things and a bit of a botanist, to design a banana which was more to honkie taste.                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                      


The original Econanas were grown on a bush on Gloria’s ranch.  The Econana closely resembles a cucumber and has similar, though soft and sterile seeds.  The full-grown Econana is exactly twenty centimetres in length.  There is an additional (most superficial) epidermal layer - the plastiderm consisting in the immature nana of epithelial cells that secrete polyvinylchloride - though at maturity, when the nana reaches the correct length, the cells die and there remains a semi-elastic plastic sheath. 


Fanny and Fatima -that is to say, the Federation - do hold the patent   But it was the honkies who realised the full commercial potential.  A honkie non-executive visiting Fouchette picked up one of these Econanas, complete with microphone, at Anne Summers’ Emporium, which mainly sells veils.  But the tourists who buy the veils in forlorn hope of hiding their identities, may also feel insecure because of the island’s Offence Weapons Code.  A money-belt is supplied -without the money - which fits onto a catch on either side of  the microphone to which the Econana is attached (together with a lengthwise strip of aluminium, which serves as an aerial).  The Econana is a cosh sufficiently innocuous to escape our prohibitions.  The tourist, of course, departed without money but we permitted him to retain the Econana (and microphone and empty money-belt).  There is on Fouchette an export levy on Econanas but the apparatus was bought at a duty-free shop and therefore worth the price.  All shops on Fouchette are duty-free.  So it wouldn’t have been possible to get it any cheaper.





The Experts in honkiland immediately realised that the Econana was just what they were looking for.   The Econana is free-range, organic and carbon neutral.  The ordinary nana or cucumber is now known to contain in its skin a pigment, xanthophyll Z20, which absorbs carbon dioxide.  This carbon dioxide is then converted into a variety of chemicals.  These when eaten and metabolised then generate emissions of carbon dioxide.  The plastic  sheath prevents this absorption of carbon dioxide and, therefore, emission of carbon dioxide, and the vendors are therefore permitted to impose a carbon surcharge.  Or the surcharge is imposed on the ordinary nanas and the loot, or some of it, passed on to the sellers of the Econanas.   Furthermore, if the Econana exceeds the Eusebiodate or the Selbydate, it is compulsory for it to be left to rot.  The sheath ensures that the rot does not leak out to pollute the atmosphere or soil.   It is therefore perfectly safe, organic, free-range and carbon neutral to throw the Econana onto the tip... or it can be incinerated as renewable fuel with the release of a chlorine aerosol which disinfects the atmosphere and can be used instead of an air-freshener.  The banana is therefore to be banned in honkiland and only Econanas permitted.  Uncle Boris may have a few of  these Econanas on his plantations and there are the original Econanas on Gloria’s ranch on Knossos, but most of them are grown in honkiland, in their ‘greenhouses’- giantic free-range, organic carbon neutral glass houses with giant electric furnaces.  Uncle Boris rightly says that neither he nor the Federation needs the honkies’ money.  We’ve got most of it anyway!  Nevertheless, his proposal to sell bananas instead of  drugs doesn’t look too hopeful!                                                                                                                                          





It will come as no surprise that Uncle Boris asks for no praise or honours for  supplying the honkies with their medication.  Boris, is, of course, a member of the pommie House di Milors - Baron Nikolo of  Nikosia.  But many of the comments uttered by publicity-seekers who should know better are lamentably ill-informed.  A word of  praise from a venerated pundit is therefore not unappreciated.  Borocaine, a popular drug,, though the pommie NHS still refuses to supply it at present prices, is supplied even free of charge to the leaders of  honkiland and their P.A.’s - who, presumably, may be beauty queens.  My political assistant in Serbia, Bosie, in fact, was a bit of a celebrated beauty queen before she volunteered to join a few hundred similar beauty queens in a mass ecological burial.  My honoured colleague Professor Sniffic of the so-called honkie United Nations -which is hardly one degree better than NATO- has been good enough to assure us that Borocaine was now, ‘socially acceptable’ or ‘as socially acceptable as suicide’ amongst at least the more socially acceptable honkies.  It is perhaps of little interest whether the therapy is ‘socially acceptable’ to the asylum inmates.  They all have to take it -including my assistants, if they bellyache.  But I suppose this was intended as praise - at least to be helpful rather than obstructive towards the physicians.  This ‘social acceptability’ he attributed, however, not to his own words but to the educative efforts of  ‘celebrity beauty queens’.  There are in every nation, even in honkiland, those more rational than the rest, the courageous leaders with eventful multifaceted lives and examples to all.  The most notorious of these have always been the celebrity beauty queens.  A ratification from such a source  is both gratifying and highly unexpected and it is true that their word carries greater weight than the Professor’s own.  We had not been previously aware that any celebrity beauty queen had ever made such a statement and so astonishing is this revelation that it is amazing that anyone should have though of asking a celebrity beauty queen.  Thanks celebrity beauty queens!   But the Professor is wrong in his suggestion that Boris in any way has influenced beauty queens’ choice of therapy or has asked them to further a PR stunt in favour of  any product.                                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                            


We have not been in the habit of hearing helpful comments previously from this lackey of  NATO.  Sniffic used to tell us that Crazifax, the popular remedy for ‘depression’, ‘induces suicide’ (amongst people dependent on Crazifax).  If you were a honkie, surely, you would be pretty depressed.  Nobody has claimed that Crazifax stops anyone from being a honkie.  If that were a possibility, surely, the Crazifax would hardly be necessary - not even desirable.  The treatment makes it easier for the honkie to cope with being a honkie.  If he commits suicide, I suppose, it is up to Godzilla, but my guess would be that he was less aware of  being a honkie.  But now Sniffic turns round and says: “Crazifax is no effing use to man or beast.  The depressed honkie who takes Crazifax remains depressed!”.  Can’t he make up his mind?  Does he want him to commit suicide or doesn’t he?





Crazifax is one of a portfolio of  thoroughly tested remedies the Company supplies for depression.   If the patient chooses to be dependent on any of these drugs, Crazifax in particular, he is described as being ‘depressed’ or he describes himself as being depressed if he wants to be addicted or is addicted to this drug.  If that is the word he has to speak to obtain the remedy upon which he depends then presumably he will speak it.  It would be a poor advertisement for the drug if he didn’t.. and nobody is going to produce a beer which the punters go off after two pints!





Sniffic seems to miss the point entirely.   I suppose that is what happens to people who sell out to NATO.  I do know that some of  my colleagues are not too hot on diagnosis.  Especially in the NATO  Countries.  That does happen.  I do  not have to deny it.  It is no skin off my teeth!  Some have even said the same about me!  As Benny would put it: “Offada Fourchetta!”.  I suppose that if Crazifax were administered -may Godzilla forbit it! -to a normal person, he might be converted into a controlled honkie.  I don’t know.  I hope not!  Hopefully the sound genes will prevail and an innocent Serb thus persecuted would lead a revolt against the oppressive regime....   I mean, I think I can tell who is and who is not a honkie.  It is for honkies that Uncle Boris is being asked to supply medication.  What is the required outcome may depend on the local regime in the mental hospital.  But nobody claims that Crazifax is specific to a particular asylum.   It is popular throughout the forth world.  Nobody claims that a controlled honkie is not a honkie!  In some asyla the controlled honkie may be a suicided honkie.





We get so much ecospam that we now just pass it onto Dr. Marie Antoinette, our Minister of  Food.  Ecospam, after all, is much the same as Food Boloney.   Marie, as you know, is blind and unless she gets cured in one of  Fatima’s hospitals she is going to remain the only female Inca with an insatiable appetite for men.  Such distractions may distract her attention from the ever more voluminous torrent of useless information, but she can hardly have failed to notice that the honkie men at Nikita’s most recent domestic market, her reception for foreign salesmen, were enclosed in plastic bags!





As a member of the government, I suppose, Marie might have been aware also of the request from the honkilands that we provide the transport to Belsize - and back - not in aircraft but in Zeppelins rendered airborne by large helium-filled balloons.  Lila thought this was an entertaining exercise.  What Zeppelins are extant, except for one belonging to Richard Branson,  are in the Federation, or, at any rate, dumped on Jupiter, but there never were that many, and naive pioneers such as Richard Branson have a habit of using hydrogen.  Lila had her students building Zeppelins by night and day and others extracting helium from the atmosphere or sea-water - which was no mean achievement.  We had more than enough Zeppelins by the end of the week, even without Richard Branson’s, but Lila then cheated by sending the new model Celeries (advanced versions of the Tardis) disguised as Zeppelins.  Simon Legree, however, to comply with new honkie regulations, now uses the Zeppelins instead of  conventional aircraft for his human resources transportations.





We were aware that the honkies enclosed their children in plastic bags and pushed them around on trolleys.  But why grown men should be similarly enveloped we did not know.  We pride ourselves on being well-informed.   With two thousand million illegal immigrants in honkiland we ought to be!  But this came as a surprise and, we later learnt, the regulation had by then only been imposed upon a few hundred top pundits - those most essential, those whom it was most important to protect.





It had been discovered that yahoos, or, at any rate, honkies, not only emit carbon dioxide from their mouths - which from the quantity of hot air exuded we had long suspected - but also methane per rectum.  That too did not seem entirely unlikely.  The honkie authorities have remedied this by fitting every honkie or yahoo in honkiland with an oxygen meter.    They have  to pay one pommie pfunt for one kilogramme of  oxygen.  That is next to nothing.   But the price will go up and there will be additional levies and taxes.  Any honkie who consumes no oxygen gets a ‘carbon rebate’ and the increasing number of  honkies qualifying for this rebate is a reason for the charges going up.   Each honkie, too, has a rubber tube shoved up his back passage and the methane passes via this into a heavy steel cylinder - which means that the honkies  are no longer allowed to travel on their public transport - because the cylinder might explode.   Their public transport is entirely constructed out of plastic and may incinerate at any time.  But they think the danger comes from steel cylinders full of a gas which contracts on combustion!  The cylinder must be delivered every week to the Municipal Greenhouse and there is an energy rebate in proportion to the calorific value of the fuel collected.  While he waits the honkie is fitted with a new updated cylinder, for which he has to pay, and the old cylinder is thrown on the  scrap-heap.





None of this, admittedly, explains the plastic bag.  The scheme is still in the preliminary or experimental stage and is forever being modified.  The mortality in recent weeks, whether that is desirable or not, has been much reduced.   There have been and are numerous uses for the plastic bag - some of them obvious.  When we encountered them the plastic bags were being used instead of the steel cylinders.  The main use now however arises from the honkies having carbon footprints.  They are required to wear socks soaked in lime.  The socks are then weighed at the Municipal Greenhouse and the honkie is charged a fine in proportion to the weight (minus the original EU-approved weight of the socks).   The bags are worn to prevent absorption by the socks of carbon dioxide from the atmosphere rather than from within the footprint.  The socks are manacled in place to prevent cheating..though they are also numbered and registered on purchase.





Our government was not greatly disturbed regarding these somewhat neurotic activities of  the honkies..in so far as they apply to honkies.    The restriction of oxygen supply, for all we know, is a beneficial treatment for the honkie.  But there are also Incas in honkiland, and also such as Vikings who are persecuted and deserve our protection.  We  pay the honkies a hefty sum to ensure the well-being of these less undesirable individuals and we are not going to have them fitted up with any meters.  On the other  hand, the honkies decided also adorn what buffalo remain in honkiland in the same manner.  The honkies have become quite hysterical over the buffalo, claiming that the buffalo pollute the atmosphere and must be extinguished.  The voluntary extinction of the honkie is entirely the private affair of the honkie, but when they had gone we did at least expect to have access to their buffalo.  Not that we need them, of course.   The Bison is not strictly a native of the Federation because our islands are too small for such a large exclusively terrestrial animal and we have usually a smaller species - but we have enough - and there are Bison on the mainland.                          


                                                                                                                                                            


Ms. Lila Fanniyevka po Lune Ivanova wishes me to convey some facts relating to this threat to the buffalo.   Methane does crop up every now and then in history.   The most obvious example is that of the Pale, known in the Erse language as the ‘Bog’, that, from coast to coast, ensemicircles Dublin.   The Dubliners were forbidden by their King Nilson to transport faeces from their houses unless they paid a licence fee or fine in proportion to the weight defecated - which to the owner of a large horse could be a considerable financial burden.   The Dubliners therefore carried their pails secretly by night to this region some miles from the centre of the City (except for police on night duty, who carried it by day).  There were few Dubliners who ever crossed the Pale, which was inhabited by Leprechauns.   But those who did, or did so part of the way, noticed that Leprechauns travelling by night lit their way by setting fire to the methane, producing flashes of light known as ingnes fatui - which is Rabbits’ Italian for ‘The Wisdom of the Pommies’.





  That methane is released is not therefore unknown.  Nevertheless, there is less  methane even than carbon dioxide in the atmosphere.  Nobody perhaps knows what happens to it.  Maybe the Leprechauns get at it.  Lila always supposed that it ended up combining with oxygen to form carbon  dioxide and water.  If the buffalo had been causing trouble with their methane we would by now, after millions of years, have found about it before being suddenly so informed by pommie management consultants.  The goddess Lizalith has managed very well over these millions of years without the management consultants’ advice. 





Lila wishes to point out that buffalo live in fields and eat  grass.   If the grass comes in bags  exported to pommiland from Polonia, it is still grass.  Every atom of carbon emitted into the atmosphere by buffalo comes  from this grass.  Every item of carbon in this grass came, through photosynthesis, from the atmosphere in the first place.  So the buffalo was is not returning to the atmosphere anything that  was not first removed from the atmosphere.  If it was returning more, indeed just as  much, there would be no buffalo and  no grass.  The buffalo managed very well at least until the honkie yahoos came on the scene.





Although the buffalo live on fields of  grass, the honkie yahoos live on strips of barren concrete - or something else that is hard and entirely barren…despite their consuming a great deal more grass, which has to be imported from somewhere, than the buffalo.  The  honkies want to get rid of not only the buffalo but of the grass and to cover the entire terrain with deflorate eco-cities.   This is the real reason for their wanting to get rid of the buffalo.  The honkies tip carbon dioxide into the atmosphere .. and whether or not this rather than all their other absurdities and excesses is really their crime, they doing so while also eliminating the grass and plants which eat the carbon dioxide.   These grasses and plants are the only means whereby the energy stolen by the yahoo from the earth can be restored.    The destruction of the weed-forests is an ecological disaster ..whereas the carbon blanket is neither here nor there.  Our volcano on Vesuvius Island  emits more so-called greenhouse gases than all the buffalo in honkiland combined (plus our own, as a matter of fact, plus the vampire bats) but they give us no trouble.   The hurricanes just blow them away to honkiland.








                                                                                                                                                                                       


The spirtualist mediums – or media – in Serbia used to tell us that a dying nation emits its own volume of ecospam.  There is a note here that pommie eco-terrorists are persecuting Colonel Sanders for cruelty to his Soya Plants on Punta Gallina, which now, I suppose, must be Punta Soya.   He has already bowed to the demands of the terrorists by disposing of his chickens.  This was despite a petition signed by two hundred Urban Foxes living in the Merciavostok City of Lear.  The Colonel still keeps some gallinas to whom he is sentimentally attached – but he does not forbid them the option of  Early Retirement.   Chickens which chose this option are then not replaced.  His soya, he assures us, is entirely biologically engineered, free range, organic and carbon neutral and therefore devoid of such as unwanted additives such as cholesterol, salt or vitamins.  Or so he says!  He grows the soya from seeds, he tells us, and that therefore it is ‘biologically engineered’ and that he is entitled to demand the patent.  But as far as we are concerned Lizilith got the patent first.





The three hundred kilometers of sea between Belsize and  Puncta Gallina are patrolled by our Ichthiosaurs.  The sightings that are closer to the mainland coast are reported to whatever governments we can locate in the so-called Colombian Republic and had there been any landings by eco-terrorists or eco-terrorists just passing by they would undoubtedly have been reported to the Colonel.   We can assure him that there has been no honkie invasion or threatened invasion from the South (or via the sea).   There are the occasional invasions by honkies via the land though mainly with the aim of being kidnapped.  There is such a small encampment currently on the Colonel’s estate, but not with the aim of  releasing the soya from captivity – or not much of it.  Honkie technology is very limited and in the unlikely event of the terrorists finding their way to Puerto Gallinas they are unlikely to have the know-how or equipment to effect the release of this Soya that is supposedly being cruelly treated.   But should the Colonel be afflicted with a NATO invasion he need not hesitate in asking our assistance.   NATO pirates are easy to recognise because they speak not of kilometers but killommeters – a reflection of their genocidal inclinations.   There will be no delay therefore in their confessing their identity – since mispronunciation of words, and of this word in particular, appeals to their sense of snobbery.
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