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Lila a Liar








Our beloved Chief Witch, Ms. Lila po Lune, according to honkies, one second ago was a paragon of honesty and now suddenly is a dirty cheat.  The Nu Laeba terrorists, no doubt, are very pleased.  She has been Found Out. The former thorn in their flesh is now one of them ..er.. no longer a thorn.. a carnation in the buttonhole… a plastic eco-carnation.  That’s right, Cordelia, carnation instead of tarnation..This means that the reputations of other potential thorns, such President Louis Hamilton of Yankiland, are also undermined. This isn’t Cordelia, of course.  It’s Cornelia.  We still have no idea what has happened to Cordelia…





There are still some uninhabitable islets and rocks in our Federation which have been ‘sold’ by Mr. Clever Dick to honkie speculators.  Such pirates are entitled each to one vote in our Senate for the population of these islands.  Maybe they are not.  We allow them one vote.., for all the difference it makes.  Pirates occasionally turn up to disrupt our debates and to waste our time with their silly speeches about how impoverished they are because their Presidents are giving them and their accountants not enough millions of greenspam in perks… and that we are failing to co-operate in the international effort to enhance global economic growth and the price of wigwams.  They imagine they are pundits delivering informative lectures to the ignorant.  This means that there are occasionally even five or six dissidents to the otherwise unanimous votes for or against resolutions.  So the relevant islands are not bound by the unanimous decisions..  They are free to manufacture the warheads.  The honkies would then find that they couldn’t actually transport the warheads to honkiland.  We don’t have to know whether or not this is consistent with democracy.  It makes no difference.  They don’t have the facilities for the manufacture.





Our Senate voted last night unanimously for the resolution not to supply the curare warheads the Nu Laeba terrorists are demanding for the tranquilliser guns they are asking Nikodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikodemopoulos to providey their Tum Tums for the riots the terrorists are planning for the pommie summer.  Our Attorney General, Ms. Lydia Lodj,  had pointed out however to Ms Lila po Lune, as she cast one million and seven votes for Montmandie (Delmonte) that she had omitted an estimated one thousand and five votes for the Faculty of  Business Studies who were known unanimously, with no abstentions or ambiguity, to have voted for the resolution (that is, against the warheads).  It was Lila’s duty to register the votes cast, not to disenfranchise the faculty.  Lila therefore added the one thousand and five to the total.  The plebiscite returns from the Faculty of  Business Studies are regularly delayed or not delivered at all because of the time involved in scrutiny.  The faculty has a high proportion of honkie guests or illegal immigrants and it is not known for certain which, if any, are entitled to vote and, in any case, being honkies, they may not know how to vote.  The speaker, Ms. Pandora ‘Moma Doc’ Nikodemopoulos, who, of course, is Uncle Boris’s companion,  announced the result of the vote, 317,456,765 to nil.  She subsequently declared, however, that the result was invalid because Lila had not declared the reasons for the original omission of the Business Faculty vote and its subsequent inclusion.  It was undemocratic for Lila to make an unilateral decision on behalf of the voters.                                         


                                                                                                                                                                   


Ms. Lila po Lune expresses her gratitude to the honkie druids for publishing in their  newssheets the very excellent photographs of her flashing her crutch in a grass skirt.  Actually there is one here of my mother, Minnie .. even one of me…  It is nice to be appreciated but I am not sure what we have got to do with it.  I see… We have been conspiring to misrepresent the nasty dyke as a paragon and, as a matter of fact, we are all nasty dykes.  What exactly that has to do with me hanging by one arm from a banyan tree is not abundantly clear… The headlines ‘Lila a Liar’, that she is a ‘cheat’, ‘deceiver’, ‘unscrupulous wog whore’, ‘has deliberately misled the world and subverted democracy and misrepresented the will of the Inca Nation’, all of whom are craving for economic growth, progress and the right to pay extortionate prices for their wigwams is not entirely consistent with accuracy.  Also, my photograph, flattering though it is, could be a little touched up ..yes, that’s right Cordelia, Cornelia, that could be too realistic a rendition of the honkie response… redacted.  That is a pommispeak word we invented because we mix up honkispeak lingos .. and now they have adopted it!                                      


                                                                                                                                                                    


Technically, Pandora is right.  But as far as we are aware there isn’t a correct procedure.  But the honkies are nevertheless not going to get their warheads.  Pandora made it clear before the debate even commenced that if Uncle Boris voted against the resolution he was free to supply the curare.  But both Boris’s vote and her own were included within the mandatory returns from the Knossos Parish Council, presented by Ms. Gloria Goldenlay, which unanimously backed the resolution.  The mandatory pre-existing vote can only be overridden if there is some disagreement and some compromise resolution ..though that then can still be overridden locally or by dissident Incas.  But there wasn’t any disagreement.  In a formal sense, Lila had not announced the reasons for the original omission of the Business Faculty vote and for its eventual inclusion.  But everyone in the Senate and in the nation knew the reasons, not just whoever happened to be monitoring the phone conversations or listening in at the time.  All Pandora can do is retake the vote and add as a rider why there is an uncertainty as to the status of the votes cast by the business faculty.





We still have a number of  important bulletins building up.  But Sabrina, or whatever her name is, is insisting on interjection of the present circular.  Soraya, or whatever her name is, as you know, is Fatima’s younger sister, or something of that sort, and Mycroft’s older sister.  She is not, of course, a honkie but has some previous honkiland history.  The honkies pass through a period of juvenile imbecility during which they are indoctrinated with their ‘education’ and to them the number of rotations of Sol that have been encountered is a greatly significant issue.  In that sense Weigelia, or whatever her name is, is probably around nine years old.  That means that she has been carrying responsibilities on behalf of our Federation for a long time and has perhaps remained publicly relatively unknown and unappreciated.  We do not expect to be known and appreciated.  But, nevertheless, Philadephia has been carrying out the duties originally assumed by Fatima before she more unequivocally adopted those of  First Minister.  Fatima, wrote, on behalf of  Mr. Clever Dick, the original versions of the various reports and accounts that were distributed by honkie industrial corporations.  This practice is passing into disuse since the Nu Laeba pundits realise that shareholders and published reports and accounts bring with them a considerable risk of being Found Out.  The pommie Grand Imperial Tooth Fairy, Aleistair Crowlink, speaks with forked tongue when claiming ‘We didn’t know.  We couldn’t have known!’ since it was all unambiguously published.  In the more modern era the Tooth Fairy no longer so obviously faces this risk.   So in this sense Hyacinth carries a lesser workload than that carried formerly by Fatima.  However, at the same time. Bluebell has to deal with these honkies and their usurers and finds herself handicapped by increasing dearth of information, or of provable admissions by the honkies.





This does mean that Rosa can get a bit irate or intolerant of the honkies.  She insists that we pass on her dissatisfaction over this matter of the intended marriage between Brit and Cooper.  Since we don’t have too much time for redaction, I’ll leave Harebell’s account much as it was presented in her own words.





 








As you may be aware,  my elder sister Fatima,  is now a very important personage within the universe and I have been landed with some of her former duties.. such as keeping the accounts for Mr. Osama bin Ladin, the President of the Banco Belsize Cayman International.  It is not all fun and games. I find myself volunteered for instance into entertaining the geriatric honkie idiots at Auntie Gloria’s  monthly Domestic Markets. Fatima  may have spotted Crocodile Duncannon at one of these receptions for the honkie salesmen and Lila may have spotted Celery Kwean, but I can’t say I’ve spotted anyone worth bothering about.  Nevertheless, I now have to deal with these honkie usurers and when the usurers and the rest try to get round our reps in honkiland, it all ends up with me.. and my younger brother Mycroft.   So lets get some things straight.                                                                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                          


Mr. Clever Dick sold a whole lot of uninhabitable islets in our Federation, and virtual islands and virtual islands on the planet Mercury, to a whole lot of  honkie dumbos.  The dumbos couldn’t be expected to pay in Belsize Euros since the whole of honkiland probably couldn’t raise a Belsize microeuro.  So we have another Federal currency for more general use,that is, for honkie use, named after a different Australian animal, the Dong.  So virtual islands are valued in Federal Dong.   We have taken repossession of most of the islands following failures to pay the Council Tax.  The few dumbos who remain,  however, have done very well.  An Island formerly worth a million Federal Dong is now worth five hundred thousand million Dong.





You can never know what Mr. Clever Dick has been up to.  Clever has a somewhat creative sense of humour and a liberal interpretation of  Inca traditions.  It turns out that he has attached to his Dicky Bank something called the Federal Money Laundry.  He feels that our honkie friends and guests should be made to feel at home.  The honkies are all terrified of germs and they have one of these money laundries in Litzlburg.  So Clever has to have one in Dickiland on the Island of  Fouchette.  The honkies come with what they suppose are their grubby pfunt and greenspam.  Back home they would send them to their national bank to be washed .. or to Litzlburg.  But they are here with these suitcases of luncheon vouchers or send them via one of  Mr. Simon Legree’s samolets and Clever is supposed to deal with them.  So he takes the honkie luncheon vouchers and exchanges them for new, clean thousand Dong banknotes.  But still the hypochondriac halfwits are not satisfied.  Oh no!  The notes have to go into the wash and be drenched in dihydrotolluene  so that the honkies don’t get infected with Green Money Virus!                                              


                                                                                                                                                                                          


“Well, if you insist!”,  Mr Clever Dick answers, “But there’s a long waiting list for the laundry.  We  may have to hang onto to your Dong for six  months,  maybe a year!”                                                                       





“Oh, that’s fine, Mr. Dick!  As long as you like.. make it three years or four!”





This is now reaching epidemic proportions.  The honkie twats were all there at the Domestic Market clutching their suitcases.  Hundreds of them!  And the seven gnoms.  Snegurushka was a bit embarrassed .. all  the tiny gnoms lugging these enormous suitcases and in their piping voices demanding immediate attention.   Clever and Direct Debbie were working flat our,  together with dozens of students they had borrowed off Auntie Gloria!  A lot of the honkies were under the delusion they could get Belsize Euros.  To get a Belsize Microeuro you need something rather more solid than a suitacase full of greenspam.  They had to accept that they had no alternative to Dong.                               


                                                                                                                                                                                        


It turns out not to be just a matter of washing the banknotes.  If they have a fortune in honkie luncheon vouchers, enough to purchase maybe half a kilo of  cholesterol free spread,  next year it is not enough to buy half a peanut.  They’ve heard that a Belsize Euro this year will next year still be a Belsize Euro or maybe a bit  more.  But, over the yearrs, they’ve got resigned to the fact that they are only going to get Dong.  Nor is it such a bad idea.  The Federal Dong Bank has negative interest rates.  If you borrow Dong the bank pays you instead of you paying them!                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                           


The honkie berks however are getting a bit neurotic.  They are so used to the purchasing power of their luncheon vouchers vanishing overnight that they were milling around asking us all “Are you sure? Are our Dong really going to be a stable long term investment?”                                                                                





Of course we are sure!  The Maltesas have the most stable economy on Terra… the only stable economy.  Mycroft, however, doesn’t always have time to keep the statistics up to date.  Last March we published inflation figures for the Dong of  seven hundred per cent.  This March, eight hundred per cent.  The figures were not up to date.  There is a need for continuous readjustment.  Since Incas do not make use of luncheon vouchers we have to perform the assessment from the point of view of the honkie.  Basically, the correct figure is calculated by dividing the expenditure of the honkie by the cost of whatever he spends it on.  This is multiplied by a hundred and the inflation is the amount that this exceeds the previous year’s figure for that month.  Every year, in March, we.. or Mycroft.. correct the mistakes.  So in April last year and in April this year price inflation in terms of Dong has turned out to be zero.   Absolute stability.  So you may be assured that the Dong has zero inflation and our Federation  is not like honkiland where zero inflation one year just means that there has not been a corrective readjustment to the fifty per cent inflation of two years previously…. Not that it would matter anyway.  Incas don’t use money.  We just print it for the benefit of the honkies.





Mr. Hashimoto of the honkie IMF had a stall up at the recent Domestic Market.  I don’t know why Gloria tolerates this.  It never used to happen.  Perhaps, like Clever, she has a sense of humour.  We thought it was a coconut shy and supposed that if we toppled these works of modern honkie art – white rectangles with wavy lines across them – then we would win them as a prize. .. or, ,maybe, as Fanny did at the Car Park Party at Gorgo’s Exchequers Palais,  win a pommie miladiship.  I don’t know what we were supposed to do with the pommie modern art … Maybe send it to the Federal Dump onto the Jupiter together with the rest of the honkies’ former prize possessions.  But conconutting coconuts seemed vaguely like fun and our aims turned out to be a bit inaccurate.  The coconuts kept landing on Mr. Hashimoto.                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                           


The coconuts, it is true, did also stray onto the honkie twats who were standing around the stall ooing and aaahing.  It turned out that these wvy lines were ‘graphs’ depicting ‘economic growth’.  Some of the honkies looked very sophisticated but a lot of the pundits were looking distinctly alarmed,  in tears,  falling onto the ground in convulsions or contracting acute episodes of brittle bone disease.  The wavy line was going up and down, a bit like an elencephalogram.  The line would shoot downwards –as a straight line – then, without any curvature, suddenly shoot up again in a straight line – so that there was row sharp spikes both above and below.  The honkies had delusions of these spikes digging into their backsides…rupturing their haemorrhoids and infecting them with  Green Money Virus.  The underlining processes producing these spikes must have been a bit of miracle and it could just have been a matter of random variations or random errors being connected up with straight lines.  But as the honkies saw it, one minute they very rich, then suddenly totally impoverished, then suddenly rich again…





Perhaps the honkies are in need of a little explanation.  This whole concept of economic growth, of course, is a load of bollocks.  Gloria has explained that a thousand times.  I can’t be bothered to explain it again.  But let us suppose for a minute that this really does represent growth in wealth.  It doesn’t of course.  But when the honkie pirates sail upon the sea they like to have a smooth surface. Not great big waves, up and down.  You can draw a picture of the waves on top but that is just on top and there is the great big sea for miles beneath.  The picture may be very interesting if you are pirate who fears waves and doesn’t want to get shipwrecked,  but it is not a  measure of the volume of the sea beneath.  Quite apart from the waves not being too welcome to the pirate,  he wouldn’t actually want the sea to get deeper and deeper so that when he gets back to Plymouth he finds it under water.  These honkies, if we take their concepts seriously, start off with some sort of  wealth.  As a matter of fact this economic growth is not wealth at all.. it isn’t sunlight,  forests and carbon dioxide. It’s just so much destructive activity.  There’s not a great deal a honkie can do to increase wealth.  But you don’t actually have to increase to preserve what you’ve got.  They are actually decreasing what they’ve got.  The honkies when they talk about anything.. inflation or what you will,  talk not merely of  increases … which is not the wave but the gradient of the wave .. but about variations in increase.. which are the gradient of the gradient.  They forget also that increases add up.. so that even if they can boast the occasional zero inflation, it all adds up to hyperinflation in the end.  Their addiction to second differentials results in their underestimating the importance of their inflation and overestimating the importance of the economic growth.  If growth of wealth is so important, then, surely, they can’t have enough to start off with..  Do their Presidents tell their punters that they must have this growth because all over the previous years of advertised prosperity they really have not had enough?





Anyway,  Hashimoto is a bit of  clown… and the honkies are a bit stupid.  You can tell them that they have zero inflation because the inflation is no more than it was last year.  They will believe anything.  But Hashimoto has a lot to do with this other matter… Mr. Briton and Mr Cooper.                                    





Briton and Cooper, as you know,  are two of these pommie usurers.    They were at the Domestic Market, of course.   Not that they had a great to say about themselves.  What is more to the point is that they have been pestering Pip in  pommiland.. since Pip has lent them  money and has votes.. though not as many votes as he would have if he had borrowed money.  They want his support for a merger.  Merge into each other as a matter of fact.  They were staring at Hashimoto’s stall,  holding hands, like a couple of enamoured squaws.  It was rather sweet really, that even a species so ugly and stupid as the honkie macho could be in love with each other.  It was maybe a bit disrespecful to yak the coconuts.  And the tomatoes.  Fanny arrived and suggested that we were being a little disrespecful to Lizilith, that tomatoes were for eating, not for yakking.  We said that crabs would eat them.. or somebody would.. nothing was going to go to waste.  This wasn’t honkiland.  We were not going to sweep them up,  pour poisons over them,  heave them into plastic bags and burn them to liberate eco-electra.  But Fanny was not entirely convinced.  There were no rules and regulations, she informed us  You couldn’t legislate that this was right and that was wrong.  But you had to have some idea of what you were doing and the consequences.  Not even in Midian were tomatoes used for stoning.  We reminded her that we used them, when the honkies volunteered to try out the stocks at Clever’s Museum.  Fanny was still a bit dubious.  To be on the safe side, she suggested, we might use Dinosaur Dung.   She sent some students off to fetch some.  But the pair of them just stood there, hand in hand,  like a brace of lovebirds.  Well, OK, lovebirds, whatever they are, don’t have any hands.  It couldn’t have been superglue.  In our climate superglue melts.  …





Anyway, Pip wants my considered opinion as to whether he should vote for this merger.  He’s a bit embarrassed because he has an idea that these two usurers are in love and that he ought not impede their marriage... but, at the same time,  he can't see why exactly he should be voting for it.    If you are in love, you don’t have to get married.  My sister Fatima isn’t married to Fanny.. nor to anyone else.  I ‘m not sure with whom I’m supposed to be in love.  I suppose it has to be Lydushka,  though she spends all her time with Mycroft… not that that really  make any difference. Zilla,  maybe, or Penny… My ancestors are honkilanders and our godfather,  Mr. Osama bin Ladin,  doesn’t abide by exactly the usual Inca traditions.  Not all of the oldies do…  I  may not have any partner ordained by Inca tradition.  Actually,  not counting Vendredi, who would try to get out of it, and not counting Cordelia,  who has vanished from honkiland and isn’t  here.. I suppose I’m  next in line to be First Minister… in which case it would probably have to be Dahlia, though she’ll be some eight years younger than me.. and the Emil is usually around a year older than the Minister..   But then Crocodile has not been neglecting his duties to the Inca Nation and it won’t be necessary.  Nobody in the Maltesas gets married,  whatever that is, and if we had such a thing it would  not make any difference.  A couple of squaws who are really far gone like Fanny and Fatima might have some ceremony every now and then… but it isn’t honkiform marriage.  It doesn’t follow  that because these two usurers are in love that they should enter what they call  marriage.  In honkiland they have money and if they are married they take each other’s money… 





Pip has sent me these forms: vote for this, vote for that.   But no Annual Reports from either of the lovebirds,  nothing to explain who these Directors actually are,  no indication what or how  many WYBs the usurers have accumulated.  Without such data, it is not possible to render approval to this  matrimony.





Mr. Kyoto Hasmimoto,  of the honkie Internatinal Monetary Fund, is always doing something crazy.  The coconut shy was something new. But Kyoto is a sporting type.. much like the usual type of  Amazon… him and that Chinese chap, Kung Fu, who is supposed to be a philosopher of some sort though he just seems a watered down version of  Auntie Medusa.  Kyoto can put up with being a coconut shy… Not necessarily so Brit and Coop… There’s no coconuts in pommiland,  nor Dinosaurs and, now with their eco-cities all over the place and their global cooling, not too many tomatoes.  But Hashimoto’s favourite hobby has been going round the honkie Presidents telling them to put up the price of their wigwams.  Kyoto thinks this enhances economic growth,  theefore taxes, therefore the funds of the IMF.                                                                                                                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                                           





So former yankie President Walker Blow  Jobson bribed his usurers to give away ‘mortgages’ to folk who were never going to pay back so that they could pay three times as much for the wigwams.  To get out of this the yankie usurers invented the WYBs.,   Worthless Yankie Bonds.   The dumbo punters were going to buy these bonds and make the losses instead of the usurers.  We told the salesmen to get lost.  Most people did, except the pommies.  You’ld suppose it was obvious even to a honkie that if  the borrowers have no luncheon vouchers and spend the gifts to put up the price of hice, the vouchers are not going to be repaid.  But usurers all over the world were being bribed by their Presidents via the incentive schemes the world Nu Laeba Terrorist Organisation had designed to ensure the craving for market share, imaginary profits and bigger share prices.  The pommie usurers too were being bribed by Toby Liar and Gorgo.  When it got a bit awkward they didn’t just admit their error, accept their losses, refuse to co-operate further with the Nu Laeba policies,  forgo their bonuses and then carry on as before.  Instead they kept quiet.  If one pommie pundit  makes an obvious blunder you can be guaranteed they all will do.  They all suddenly were buying up these Worthless Yankie Bonds.  Micro mentioned Mr Bingley.  Had a viable business, though there was a need to admit losses, but then suddenly half the assets were WYBs,  organic and synthetic.  It was typical pommie, I suppose.  They think everybody can win the lottery.  They write books on how if you bet on every combination you are bound to win.  The 100-1 outsider was going to save their faces and their bonuses.  On the wisdom of that policy it is hardly necessary to comment.  It was the sort of thing Mr Clever Dick recommended to the honkie usurers and they lapped it up.  A 100-1  outsider maybe has a 100-1 chance,  perhaps even a better chance than that.  But that is the 100-1 outsider that is 100-1 because nobody is betting on it.  If everyone is betting on it the bookmaker won’t  be able to pay out anyway… and a horse with no legs doesn’t have as much as a 100-1 chance!                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                                We have heard rumours that Mr Brit has been buying WMBs.  Gloria mentioned it… or somebody did.  If Mr Brit were to tell us:  “I’ve been bribed into Nu  Laeba Policy.  I’m broke.   I’ve got to find a rich wife.”,  that would be an argument.  If  Mr Cooper in fact has not been buying the WYBs and still has the money, it is not clear why he should be so keen to marry Mr Brit… but he might be doing Mr Brit a good turn.  But Mr Brit is not telling us that.  He is telling us that his friend pursues “financial services successfully with a different businessstrategy from ours”.  ‘Financial  services’ and ‘business strategy’ are terminology that rings alarm bells.  Possibly even as alarming as ‘strategic review’.   That means that the thick honkie has asked Mr Clever Dick to tell him what to do.  Mr Dick takes what remains of the money and passes the task onto the office cat who then makes some simple-minded suggestions.   But Pip has lent his money to both Mr Cooper and Mr Brit.  If  they get married and it turns out one has been playing with WYBs or sucking up to Nu Laeba with its Buy to Let Mortgages, then both are broke! 


The obvious conclusion is that they are best left pursuing separate strategies separately.  A pair of squaws don’t have to get married to auntie. .                                                                                                                       


                                                                             


The Maltesas are a democratic nation.  That means that I decide whether Pip votes for this wedding.  Unless somebody thinks up a better idea.  If the cousins and aunties find any flaw in  my arguments they will say so.  But it is all straight forward.  You have to be a honkie to make the sort of absurd blunder the honkies make.  If  I don’t get hold of these reports and don’t see the lists of what WYBs these usurers have been buying up and don’t see records of the Buy to  Let  Mortgages and other Nu Laeba atrocities we can’t vote for it.   That doesn’t stop them auntying.   They can still exchange bodily fluids behind the bikesheds.  But they don’t automatically ruin each other.





But besides that I am not at all  delighted about the whole thing.  If I am not my elder sister Fatima and not queen of the universe,  it doesn’t follow that I’ve got time to waste.  I don’t see why these honkies should all have been getting into this trouble and I don't see why they should now at what, without further explanation, is the worst possible time, be so anxious to get married, especially if auntying, which everyone seems to be up to whether married or not, even in pommiland, is the objective.  Gloria  ,manages the Poncho Bolero Pension Funds which are distributed all over honkiland – and I am supposed to concern myself with that too,  and these funds do hold shares in their so-called financial services.  But we don’t share in the megalomania.  There is a very limited need for these financial services and most certainly no need for all this giving away of mortgages to put up the price of houses,  not, as they say, to assist ‘first time home buyers’ but to make absolutely sure that none such can exist.   If the pommilanders think they can make up for their lack of industry by ‘financial services’ they have to rob somebody else .. as the yankies have done with their WYBs – not themselves.  The pirates may compile their statistics so that robbing themselves is economic growth, but really to get richer you have to take from the other yahoo.
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