09320CON.KEL  To relieve the workload on Micro and Zilla, who are hoping to present what remains of Lydia’s recent bulletin, Mr. Ned ‘Machine Gun’ Kelly has agreed to his confession being distributed by the Ministry of  Truth of the Free Columbian Trade Federation, based at the Palais d’Orleans on the Isle de Belsize.








Bank Robber Confesses








I, Ned ‘Machine Gun’ Kelly, Privy Councillor to his Imperial Excellence the King of Italy and Knight of the Most Holy Order of the Cow Thistle of  Pommiland (2009, £3bn Pommie Pfunt, for Financial Services) categorically deny that I abandoned the generous hospitality of the Maltesani Federation without even a thankyou, without even the courtesy of  presentation of a confession.  We yankie gangsters are not expected to display an addiction to the superabundance of redundant vocables.  Were I to put such speeches on written record, except maybe in print smaller than on any machine readily available at the luxury reception centre on Alcatraz Bay, where it was my inestimable pleasure to be entertained through the munificence of the Inca Nation, I might be seen as bringing myself and the financial services industry into disrepute.  I was delighted to accept therefore the generous offer of  Lieutenant Pigeon, of the Maltesani Tum Tums Narcoutes, or Department of Policing and Tax Collection, formerly Matron of the Luxurious Alcatraz Bay Reception Centre, now promoted to Lieutenant Colonel Pigeon, Gubernator General of the Bertrand Russell Bay Federal Luxury Six Star Non-Executive Hotel, to compose this Voluntary Confession on my behalf.  Any misguided person or persons who seek to dispute this confession may appeal within fourteen days to the International Court of Human Rights on the Isle de Fouchette or else thereafter forever hold their peace.





As Colonel Pigeon composes this confession on my behalf she is beset with the obstacle of utter ignorance in some quarters… particularly so, it appears,  amongst our friends in the Maltesani Federation.  We bank robbers have this minute been afflicted by yet another unfounded rumour.  We are to be financed, it is being claimed, by a ‘tax on high earners’.  Such vocabulary reflects an utter ignorance of basic Economic Theory.  There are those who by virtue of  their perfect genetics have earned the right to be ‘takers’ or ‘borrowers’.  There also those whose genetics are not quite to perfect but through the inefficiency of the Ministries of  Euthanasia may to some limited degree still be permitted to survive. These are the ‘payers’ or ‘scroungers’.  It does happen that an error is uncovered in the registered genetic profile and a borrower becomes a payer… but there is nevertheless a clear distinction between the two.  The ultimate neodarwinist objective of Economic Growth, of course, depends on the borrowers since they put up the prices, which is the criterion of growth.  ‘Earn’ is in this context a word that can be used misleadingly, but income is income.  The ‘high earners’ are those who have deservedly earned the right to borrow the most.  Most certainly we Bank Robbers have never recommended that these high earners be afflicted with taxes as a reward for their genetic perfection.  The taxes are to be imposed upon the high payers.  It appears that there exists still some limited finance available in the hands of the scrounging payers and it is our duty in the name of  Economic Growth to get our hands on it before we turn entirely towards reliance on our printing presses.





To start off with, the enlighten the ignorant, who appear nowadays to be the majority of yahoos, the way the modern bank robbery executive operates is for the bank executive to present him with a ‘mortgage’.  Somebody has to pay for these mortgages… the home-owners, for instance, as opposed to home--borrowers, or, failing them, the 'taxpayer’ or ‘pensioner’ or ‘saver’.   Such wimps do tend to whine.  But bank robbery is the most essential aspect of global economic growth and how else is it going to be financed?  Lest you also have misguided ideas that our methods transgress the principles of freebootery as enunciated by Charley Marx and Adman Smythe in their monumental work ‘Das Kapital von die Nations’…  Sure enough, being illiterate, I havn’t read this encyclopaedic treatise… but then nor has anyone else.  But we all know what is in it.. even if it is somewhat difficult to locate.  Wealth is to be measured by the work folk perform.. such as bank robbers… and  the measuring stick is the money that workers earn.  Privateering  is not to be confined to exploitation of the home grown punters.  There should also be ‘free trade’.. piracy also of the foreign ships.  We are not Robin Hoods who rob the poor just to give it all back again!  As the dowager tyrant of  Inkaland, Ms. Gloria Goldenlay,  has rightfully pointed out our creation of a scare about the ‘recession’ has allowed perpetuation of the non-market in houses in pommiland.  The Buy To Let Mortgage ensures that there are no sales or purchases other than for speculative purposes, that we deprive  punters of the politically incorrect option of ownership and that the market is confined to the sale of  planning permission for demolition,  refurbishment, subdivision into empty  flatlets and the plastering of eco-cities over every square inch of land.  We might however pass on the robbed cash to  punters as secondary mortgages.  These punters then, with the cash, pay several times more than they would have to pay without these mortgages and they are purchasing the ‘properties’ on our behalf.  We are now the owners whereas without these mortgages the punters would be the owners.  We are not the middlemen against whom Marks and Smythe express such prejudice but the prime movers and the punters who imagine they are buying the wigwams are the middle-men.   We are also patriots.  President Gorgo of Pommiland is a bank robber too and just as the low interest rates enable us to rob they enable him to rob.  Governments are the biggest land speculators in honkiland and the bank robbers and Nu Laeba walk hand in hand.   Of course it may not be clear to the ignorant how Gorgo is going to ‘borrow’ all  these billions with these zero interest rates when the globilised privateers are demanding from us as much as fourteen per cent!...                       


                                                                                                                                                                    


I may have put a certain amount of pressure on Gorgo’s Monetary Policy Committee to ‘intimidate them’, as Gloria puts it, into lowering interest rates.  It proved necessary, for instance, to organise a hate campaign and to publish their names and addresses  in newspapers.  But necessary it was.  We bank robbers need the money and we don’t want to have to pay for it!   Nor have we made, as the same newspapers now suggest, an error of judgement, that the 0.2 per cent we have to pay for the dosh is ‘no lower than inflation’.  That you can tell to the marines, though it is one of our lies… on this occasion being misused.   The pommies have ‘inflation’ and also the ‘consumer price index’ and the ‘retail price index’.. all full of expensive versions of unnecessaries.  Of the latter two one is half a per cent, or that may be just the rate of increase.. which is even worse.. and the other is four and a  half per cent… We use whatever figure is convenient though, of course, they are all underestimates and they reflect our expenses … those of us who can thieve through debts that do not have to be repaid.. and not the expenses of the payers.   Private usurers are charging us as much as fourteen per cent and therefore  Gorgo and I are grateful to the charity of the pensioners, taxpayers and savers who in addition to the inflation are seeing their incomes reduced to zero or less to keep us in clover.  Gorgo might however have some difficulty in ‘borrowing’ money to pay his debts.  That traditionally requires higher interest rates rather than lower.  He will have to take the prudent approach and adopt the techniques of the mugger.








Whereas I do not deny that is my good fortune to be, or to have been a ‘yankie gangster’, Ms. Lila po Lune, writing in Billiricaya Bufera, the Highbrow Daily published by Mr. Nikodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikodemopoulos on Whoppers’ Ingle on the Islet of  Billirici, off the coast of Knossos, in the Maltesani Peninsula, in innumerable languages, may have inadvertently misled her readership by describing me as a ‘relatively minor yankie gangster and second rate amateur fiddler’.  Not, of course, that I have read this but I am reliably informed that the eminent witch committed this unfortunate blunder.  It is perfectly true that the New York Philharmonia has been unappreciative of my services and so too former yankie President Walker Blow Jobson.  I can only hope that Mr. Louis Hamilton – or, as he now is, in pommiland,  Don Louis Hamilton -  will display more enlightened judgement.  “We need someone more in line with the modern image.  You are maybe a little overqualified”, so WBJ informed me while fawning all over Log Greenspam, who with greater veracitude might be described as a second rate amateur fiddler.  If I am ‘second rate’ in the eyes of  an orchestral redaktor who cannot recognise, when he encounters him, the world’s most talented musician or in the words of  a second rate politico with no respect for the world’s most eminent Freebie-Looter,  that, surely, should enhance the merits of my CV rather than detract.  At least Colonel Pigeon displayed a more realistic attitude: “The most inexorable bounder that it has ever been my unpleasant duty to batter”.  A fine Buxton wench, handy with the shillelagh .. reminds me of my mother, Mary Kelly, a great friend of the pommie Minister of  Euthanasia, Jacques van Kuyper… On account of  such lack of judgement plaguing yankiland I offered my services to the King of Italy who awarded me the honour of Hofrat and outsourced to me the role of  Commissioner for Bank Robbery …  and similar functions have therefore been outsourced to me also by the International Monetary Fund and by  the Official Nu Laeba Administration and  Provisional Nu Laeba ‘Opposition’ of Pommiland.                                                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                        


Public Confidence in the wisdom of the right-minded, in the ideologies injudiciously linked with Log Greenspam, though I suppose he does spout a diluted version, stands to be eroded through some irresponsible publicists broadcasting the misguided eccentricities of a misguided minority who fly in the face of all recognised Experts.  Let me remind you that thieves, muggers, freebie-looters, privateers and allied financial services are known to contribute 98 per cent of the pommie gross national product.  This means that the financial services of  pommiland contribute some twenty per cent, a figure which I am informed approximates to one fifth, of the entire Economic Growth of the Civilised World.  But the contribution of  essential financial services by its very nature is inevitably underestimated.  It is not difficult to see, surely, why it has been my unalienable duty and destiny to forwarn the pommies of the devastating recession that will impinge upon them if adequate funds are not made available to thieves.





The Maltesas, the backward reactionary primitive hunter- gathering pre-palaeolithic community, contributes precisely zero to the World Economy.  The average wage of the exploited Incas amounts to zero.  Their economic growth is zero and their rate of  inflation is five million per cent.. except of course for the Belsize Euro which has a devastating deflationary impact.  One fiftieth of a pommie pfenning would feed the entire population of  the Maltesas for a thousand and seven years.  So give generously!  The Incas live in wigwams worth zero greenspam.   Their reactionary dictators, the Brigand Tung and Mr. Osama bin Ladin, sitting on billions of  Belsize Euros and more Pfunt than the most modern printing press can generate in five hundred years, irresolutely resist modernisation.  It is from such as these that we have been hearing irresponsible bickerings.                                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                                          


These evil Earthquakerist suicide-bombing money-laundering Brigandtungite subversives whose aim is to undermine the World Economy and reduce the universe to ruin choked in carbon dioxide ..  Well, they deny the suicide bombing… and since suicide bombing is economic growth maybe they would deny it!  These mischievous terrorists are entrammelled ..no, Mr Gates, not untrammelled .. by the perversion they describe as ‘democracy’.  Mr. Clever Dick was commissioned by the pommiland World Broadcasting Service to instil some sense into the candidates during the recent Maltesani Presidential Election… Yes!  They have had a Presidential Election.. and I expect the Maltesanis know as little about it as the rest of the world!  Mr. Dick on our airwaves explained to the benumbed Presidential Candidates that Modernisation was essential.. which, surely, they already knew.  Mr. Dick did mention that he was unsure whether the candidates were educable.. whether they were open to bribery.. Money apparently is of little use in the Maltesas and they have so much of it that they don’t know where to put it… The very last remedy they would think of would be to hand it over to Bank Robbery Executives.  But I would have thought that the size of  Mr. Dick’s fees would have made some impact!  The Maltesanis are a backward people, if, indeed, they are people, and they resist change, oppose the modernisation that is so essential for their nation.  But the candidates can promise them anything they like!  Once the President is elected, then he can do what he likes!  This Mr. Dick clearly explained.  No attempt was made in the Maltesas to censor  this education or to jam the broadcasts.. for which Mr Dick charged an extra honorarium, though the Incas are so incompetent that this would probably have happened anyway.  Our broadcasts even made front page news on the world’s highest circulation news-sheet, Billiriciya Bufera… Mr. Nikodemopoulos is a good friend of ours  …but the entire Inca population treated it as a hilarious joke!                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                           


What is the consequence of this weird version of  ‘democracy’?  As you may well be hearing .. since this has already been in local editions of  Billiriciya Bufera… the eminent Don Kyoto Hashimoto of the International Monetary Fund recently visited the Imperial Palace on the Island of  Belsize in the hope of instilling some reason.   A couple of  twelve year old red indian dykes turned out to be in charge of their Federal Government, assisted by a few hundred teenage university students… students at their so-called  University of  Delmonte where the entire population is brainwashed into Earthquakerite delusions …a couple of ignorant children presiding over the Brigand Tung’s millions of  multimegaton thermonuclear exposives… all rotting away doing nothing with their great capacity for Economic Growth… other than blow holes into the surface of the planet Jupiter.   While these degenerate perverts, too primitive even to adorn their bodies with figleaves, let alone to attire themselves in the manner befitting imperial princesses, were lording over the five hundred million Incas, the rest were off celebrating Big Nose Week.   Big Nose Week! - another lost opportunity for economic growth… no money apparently changing hands despite the multiplicity ofr outsourcing potentialities …Don Kyoto  bewailed the great disaster of  Mr. Toyota exporting during the last year three million less motocars.  ‘Who needs three million motocars?’ the ignorant hussies  inquired.   The Princess Fatima for one!  She has well over three million G8 surplus motocars on her Federal Dump on the Planet Jupiter!                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                            


I can report that the Commission for Bank Robbery had greater success in pommiland.  It did not take much effort to persuade  Executive Mer of  Le’ar  City, Captain Thomas Cook, to co-operate in the remedy of  Mr. Toyota’s Predicament.  If motocars on Mercian streets are discovered not to have paid their daily fines they are to be crushed on the spot.  Even then the mischievous Incas stove to undermine the Economy of the Civilised Word.   The Princess Fatima insisted that entire motocars and not just sheets of compressed plastic were to be transported to her Federal Dump.  The ‘New Politics’ insisted on intact or almost intact machinery and not ‘bags of plastic dust’.  ‘To save you expense’, the Princess offered to transport the condemned vehicles free of charge… and therefore without contribution to  global economic growth.   The vehicles are now being towed away and when the owners have paid their fine and cost of storage they have the option of repurchasing their vehicles.  This is growth positive but, nevertheless, the Captain’s wisdom has been significantly undermined by the Incas failure to co-operate.  Every one of these cars was intended to be replaced by a new autocar provided by Mr. Toyota, thereby restoring his contribution to Economic Growth.  In the Maltesas this would not have been possible… If the Incas had motocars, which they don’t, apart from the Princess Fatima, then they could be expected universally to object to the flattening of the sinful machines.  The outcome of that would have been that the autocars would not have been crushed!  That is what happens in a democracy.. a dictatorship by the ignorant masses!  In pommiland.. let me describe myself as a pommilander since, after all, I am a Knight of the Cow Thistle, we know that if we are elected President we have responsibilities akin to prefects at St. Trinian’s Academy.   The bosses such as myself tell the President what to do.  We know what is in the best interests of the punters.. whatever directs the loot towards our pockets.  Pommiland is not a kindergarten or lunatic asylum ruled by an ignorant rabble of  Sun Reading Intellectuals.  We decide what is good for the rabble and we educate the rabble in accordance with their best interests.  My friend the Kipper, for instance, the pommie Minister of  Euthanasia.  Presidents Toby and Gorgo and the Nu Laeba Pundits were even inclined to ignore his insistence on a ban of smoking cigarettes… So he threatened to resign.  Gorgo had the good sense to realise what a catastrophe it would be to pommiland if the Kipper resigned!  The Kipper is carrying on the good work with his dictatorship over Gorgo. …                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                                      


I have emphasised the importance of  thievery to Economic Growth and the importance of  Responsible Government.  Let me now be more specific.  Bank Robbery holds the pride of place.  Bonny Parker was awarded the title of  Freebie-Looter General by President Taft.  Street muggers play an important contribution, not merely through rendering financial services but through administration of  Neodarwinist voluntary euthanasia.. but bank robbery is more efficient.  Why use a peanut shooter when you can use a machine gun, violin or thermonuclear explosive?  All the mugs' money is stored in one place and we just need one of  Mr Toyota’s vans to remove it.  Despite this we have in the past, even in pommiland, met with some resistance.  Some of my predecessors were even forced to euthanase some of  the less well-informed bank executives.  These atavistic theft managers  were, of course, performing a useful function but, nevertheless, there is some need for division of labour and euthanasia is the aegis of the health services.  Nu Laeba, however, has adopted a more responsible and co-operative attitude.  During their era we only have to walk in the vicinity of  a bank and their financial advisors rush out to stuff our pockets full of cash.  The more cash they can unload on us, the bigger their bonuses and perks.  Banks have shut down their telling booths and their entire staff is devoted to this service to the bank robbery executive.  It can even prove an embarrassment when we accidentally walk in the vicinity of a bank without a big enough swag bag.                                                                                                                              


                                                                                                                                                                                          


But the best laid plans of mice and men can go astray.  The bank executives were dishing out to the robbery executives but the printing executives had apparently gone on holiday.  The bancos ran out of cash!  Let me emphasise that bank robbery is absolutely essential.   In pommiland in its heyday their newspapers were full of  job adverts seeking salesmen, financial experts and similar conmen.   This was in pommiland just about the only job available.  Pommiland, as King Bonaparte of the Gallic Italians points out, is a nation of salesmen.  But with no more money to hand over to the highwaymen the financial advisors are in danger of finding themselves without a job.  Ninety per cent of the world economy is crashing into recession!                                                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                   


Now that you are acquainted with the importance of  Bank Robbery… I hope Colonel Pigeon gets this right.. she does tend to scribble notes onto sheets of paper in unintelligible Chinese shorthand which then get lost or prove illegible… I have also to correct some misunderstandings about the departure of myself and my colleagues from the Maltesani Federation.  There has been a claim within some sections of the honkie gutter press that former President Benito Mussolini of the Inca Federation promised during his election campaign to close down the luxurious reception centre at Alcatraz Bay because he had been approached by guests who were dissatisfied with the luxury. ..the aim being to woo the criminal vote.  On losing the election and finding himself elected President in his capacity of  leader of the Opposition Party, since renamed the Government Party, Benny supposedly was committed to his promise and promptly replaced the reception centre with the five star luxury Federal Non-Executive Hotel, with management outsourced to Mr Clever Dick.  Such claims should not be taken seriously.





As a matter of fact the criminal vote is not as significant in the Maltesas as it is in honkiland where it is recognised that in view of their importance to the economic growth of the Neodarwinist economy the criminals must be in the majority.. or, at any rate, must have the most votes.  There are no criminals within the Inca nation and, therefore, no criminal votes.  The President would not bow down before the whining or threats of  a load of  honkie scroungers who are living in luxury at the cost of the Inca nation.  Let me remind you that in pommiland it costs one thousand pommie pfunt per night to accommodate a guest on the floor of the toilet of a police station, more than in our five star hotels.   Most of this thousand pounds goes to Mr. Clever Dick who is outsourced management consultant to our Tum Tums.  To say that the Alcatraz Bay Reception Centre for Foreign Guests was six star splendour would be to underestimate.  You can imagine what it would cost.. what contribution it would be to economic growth.. if the Incas used money!   Incas have to  manage for themselves.. by their own efforts.  So why whould these honkie parasites be mollycoddled?





No Inca would wish her wigwam to be built of  ‘double glazed plastic’.  If she did have this eccentricity she could mould her own plastic.. but the Incas are not too keen on plastic.  She could swim to the  Gulag Archipelago, no more than two hundred miles from Belsize,  and carve the ‘windows’  or sheets out of  the readily available translucent rock.  Or she could choose glass.  If so she could swim to the Island of  Pilkington and cast her own panes at the factory.  Or she would have been able to do so before the factory was transferred to the planet Jupiter.  But there are express flights to Jupiter from Pilkington every ten minutes and there are G8 surplus diving suites available for unexpected travellers.  If she is reluctant to swim home on return to Pilkington, carrying the glass, she can always hitch a lift on a dugong.  She could also have hitched a lift on a dugong.. or a pterodactyl for that matter… on her way to Pilkington.  But on Jupiter she wouldn’t even have been  moulding the panes at the factory.  There are millions of tonnes of these useless ‘double glazed windows’ amid the G8 surplus or ‘foreign aid’ on the Federal Dump, an area of several thousand square kilometres, also on Jupiter.  The New Politics favours the use of this waste rather than wealth creating new production.  The Incas, as I have said, are backward.





The Princess Fatima recently announced Labour Day,  May lst, upon which the Princess Dahlia, daughter of her knock-off, the Princess Fanny, is to be born.  The Amazons are to celebrate this event by performance of  exacting tasks for the furtherance of their nation…though entirely without economic growth… no value being added in terms of  circulation of money.  These projects may require some preparation in advance.  In fact, they tend to be distinctly growth negative.  A party of these squaws, upon the announcement of  Labour Day, nipped up to the Planet Jupiter to inspect the Federal Dump.  This dump exists to promote economic growth in  honkiland.  The replacement items are capitalised onto the value of the items dumped.  Yet the Princess Fatima, the latest Inca despot, has ordered that use of materials on the dump has to be given priority over new manufacture.  One Labour Day project turns out to be the erection, within the boundaries of the dump, of a new Ministry of  Waste.  Although this will be an impressively towering edifice it will be mainly  underground.  The squaws noticed the billions of double glazed windows piled onto the dump and resolved that they had to be incorporated into the structure of the Ministry.  Instead of contributing to economic growth this massive building, which I understand, will cover a larger area than pommiland, is to be a crystal palace composed of previously existing windows!





President Mussolini therefore would not have pandered to the greedy demands of  honkie parasites.  He could in any case not do this.  This weird notion of democracy they have in the Maltesas leaves the President.. indeed, even the dictator Fatima.. without powers.  They have to do whatever is agreed unanimously by the ill-informed masses!  They don’t have any manifestos with clauses known to the electorate and others supposedly not taken seriously or in small print... the others being the real manifesto.  I am not sure why the Incas chose to rename their notorious luxury reception centre.  I am a honkie.  I don’t know what goes on in the Primitive World of the Hunter Gatherering  Amazon Dykes.  You can be sure, however, that it wasn’t done to please us honkies!  More likely to provide an excuse for kicking us out!  I don’t know how they could be landed with an additional burden following the replacement of the reception centre by the Non-Executive Hotel outsourced to the management of  Mr Clever Dick if they don’t use money and if nobody is in any fashion paid for their labour… but the excuse was that Ms Georgina Whipcane’s Strategic Review had recommended that there must be compensatory savings to make up for the additional luxury and expense .. and that therefore, preferably, there should be no guests.   Residents were to be reminded of the option of voluntary repatriation.  Particularly the ‘criminals’.  According to them we are all criminals!  It is, of course, a grand life being mollycoddled by the Incas.. but I felt it was my duty to honkiland to return and help sort out the pommies.





I made brief mention of  the Inka’s forthcoming Labour Day, to take place on May lst.  The Colonel has asked me to pass on the comments of  Professor Karl Darwin, Professor of  Etymology, or maybe Entomology, at Delmonte’s Institut des Etudes Pommies concerning similar festivities that formerly took place in pommiland.  There exists a notion that the Morris Dance that was part of this derived its name from Moorish – or Blackamoorish, as in Schwartzenegger.





Courtezans in the vicinity of  Edward II of Pommiland were required on May lst to dance in the sun around a flowering shrub singing ‘Here we go round the Mulberry Bush’.  The King would then pick the maiden he most fancied to be ‘queen for the day’ (or May). 





The odds on  favourite for the honour however was the transvestite, the King then being described as ‘gathering Nuts in may’.  A ‘Nut’ is a resident of  Nuttenheim, the anglicised form of  Nurenburg or ‘lunatic asylum’.  It was considered as ill-judged for a comely youth to volunteer for King Edward’s favours as for his sister to propose marriage to Henry V111.  Historians have lost count how many wenches to which he was wed.. though the number is usually recorded as ‘at least six queens and at least two common sluts..”





Nevertheless, it might well be a cold and frosty morning and the bush was probably a May, Bramble, Damson or Sloe.. the odds being on Bramble… and not a Mulberry Tree.  But the King thought it was a MulberryTree and had to be flattered.                                                                                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                                       


The Royal Jester dubbed this ceremony ‘Mori Dancing’..’morus’ being international Italian for ‘mulberry’.  The Royal Tailor however misunderstood this as ‘Maurus’ or ‘Maur’ (plural ‘mauren’), Moravian rather than Mauritanian (which, in international Italian is ‘Nero’) and designed what he considered a dress appropriate to Central European Zigans.  The macho dancers came to be known as ‘Maurice’ and the wenches as ‘Maureens’.
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