09408CLA.ROG  From Ms Minerva Miniskirt, Minister of Truth to the Free Colombian Trade Federation, Palais d’Orleans, Port aux Bicyclettes, Isle de Belsize.





Police Chief Admits Errors.





The Princess Rogan may well shortly adopt more permanent residence in our Federation.  She has taken responsibility for the Nu Laeba decision to leak the names of the alleged Midianite saboteurs. Currently, however, she still holds the office of Chief Superintendent of Merciavostok’s Royal Mounted Anti-Terrorist Police.  As such she has been entrusted with the investigations into claims that her sister, the Princess Cordelia, co-operated with kidnappers through serious transgression of pommie law – by switching off her kidnap alarm.  Rogan no more knows what has happened to Cordelia than anyone else. But if anyone knew, Rogan might be expected to know.  So I have invited Rogan to contribute this bulletin to enable her to broadcast this lack of information.





‘Saboteurs’, if they exist, are Midianite do-gooders who are dedicated to the presentation to upper class pommie squawlets of Magic Easter Eggs which supposedly rescue the squawlets  from the ‘sabotages’.  A ‘sabotage’ is a ceremony during which these upper class pommie wenches don the ‘sabots’, or glass slippers, and are expected to identify and entrap their ordained companions.  This is not how it is done in Midian – or so they say.  There Lizilith provides the Emil directly with a list of the predestined partnerships and the Emil puts the list into force.  This is not too different from the custom in pommiland, but from a Midianite point of view it might appear that the unfortunate pommiland maidens are being seriously misdirected.  The sabotage is hardly an ideal marriage bureau, but ideals are not to be expected in honkiland.  Mr Caliban assures us that he has never suggested that the Laws of Midian are the laws of the giaours.  The Emil confirms that the Laws of Midian are not the laws of the goys.  They have not, they assured us, commissioned any saboteurs.  They disapprove of the traditions of the pinkies  but do not intervene into their affairs.





President Gorgo of pommiland has become very dependent on these recordings of phone conversations.  The Very Reverend Cardinal Lesbia Funkie-Gibbon D.D., the Primate of Belsize, is forever telling us that we must not listen in to private discussions.  This results in words being converted into actions.  We do listen in.  But we keep our knowledge to ourselves.  Celery Kwean was aware of these recordings.  He may possibly have mentioned them to my auntie Mona Miniskirt.  I think I mean Mona – anyway, the one who is President Gorgo’s security advisor – but only as an Inca friend, not for it all to be passed on to Gorgo, so that he could cause trouble.  Celery is forever gossiping with these aunties.  But, of course, Mr Clever Dick also monitors the honkie phones.  Clever is not bound by the pommies’ laws, but he has been selling recordings to Gorgo.  I have not had the opportunity to ask Clever whether he has sold these particular recordings.  But I wouldn’t be surprised.  How else could Gorgo have known? – assuming that there was anything to be known.                                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                         


The names of the supposed saboteurs were not leaked by the Nu Laeba terrorists deliberately in any sense that a corresponding word in Incaspeak would be understood.  In everyday conversation, we do not really have a word for ‘deliberate’ since whatever we do, we do it deliberately.  Gorgo was faced with the decision: ‘To Leak or Not to Leak’. Either way there could be repercussions that undermined Gorgo’s credibility.  The conversations did not really constitute evidence.  They might have been spoofs .. and it is not really always that clear what these conversations are  about.  If there was no leak, and action was taken, there could well be unfortunate accidents.  On the other hand, in the absence of action, were some debutante to receive an Easter Egg from some anonymous donor, there might be a leak after the event.  If a leak was authorised, that would create a panic and an excuse for precipitate action during which attention was drawn away from the lack of solid evidence and accidents might even be seen as justified.   But  pommiland is full of highly impressionable psychopaths who, if an idea enters their heads, act as if hypnotised.  There might then have been some accident with it turning out that there would have been no accident had there been no leak in the first place.  Gorgo had no safe course of action – except maybe admit the whole thing – which, in pommiland, is not permitted.  He consulted his team of clairvoyants supplied by his IMF.  But on this occasion they turned out to be uncharacteristically vague and noncommittal.  So he strolled around the battlements of the Turm de Thatchograd and asked a ghost: “To leak or not to leak?”.  But ghosts are not really that reliable and in pommiland they have no legal standing.  If it all went wrong, Gorgo couldn’t safely blame the ghost. Such an excuse might also undermine Gorgo’s international credibility.  In our Federation we rarely if ever encounter these helpful ghosts and Gorgo might not be unreservedly believed.   So what emerged, although predictable, could be regarded as ‘accident’ rather than ‘deliberate’ ..or as Professor Freud would put it, unconsciously determined.  It was a bit like the honkie dumping the new born baby on the mountainside or into the river and leaving the outcome to Lizilith.  But somebody had to be prepared to take the blame.  This turns out to be Rogan.  If this th is her decision – and Rogan is not the sort of person to be volunteered voluntarily – we can conclude that Rogan really wants to accelerate her long overdue more permanent migration to the Maltesas.  





Cordelia, Chief Witch of Honkiland, as everyone by now is aware, has vanished.  We do not know how this came about nor where Cordelia is.  Our Celery Kwean and his Boyz, of course, do not use mobile phones that can be monitored by anyone else – except Celery Kwean.  Not even Mr Clever Dick, and he wouldn’t pass on the information if he had it.  The pommie druids, however,  have been claiming, without being in possession of a shred of evidence, other than what they claim to be tip-offs from ‘reliable sources’, that Cordelia has been deported by  ‘Transvestite Red Indians’ to the Maltesas  .. and  also that she switched her kidnap alarm off and co-operated deliberately.  This is symptomatic, the  druids tell us, of the Stuckhome Syndrome.  Medusa has explained to you the honkilander John Bowlby’s descriptions of the honkie coming to accept the dictatorship of the honkie Great Factory or of his local social class, converting himself into  the fanatic disciple of the wicked and oppressive honkie ideology and its delusions.  The alleged Stuckholm Syndrome is a version of this process within a more circumscribed local environment, not necessary seen as a subdivision of the Great Factory as a whole.  The Island of Stuckhome, though now in our Federation, was, before the Fall of Capitalism, a satellite of Haiti.  Stuckhome was over-run by pirates and the Stucks were murdered, raped and eaten.  Instead of plotting the expulsion of their persecutors, the Stucks accepted slavery and the baubles doled out by the pirates with open arms and proclaimed the pirate captain to be their king!   Some might suggest that they were offered no rational alternative.                                        


                                                                                                                                                    


Cordelia, of course, would be more than welcome in our Federation.  She is greatly appreciated by Fatima and Fanny who have repeatedly  tried to persuade her to defect.  Cordelia is not a witch of the standing of Lila or  Fanny, but she is a Chief Witch in honkiland and would hone her skills within the Inca Nation.  Although the Maltesas are full of witches, there is nobody approaching Fanny’s talents who might replace her were she to decide to retire prematurely – except perhaps Sharon and Judy, who also have defected from pommiland.  Cordelia could remedy this deficiency.  Cordelia is also godmother to the Princess Dahlia, who is named after Cordelia, and it would be appropriate for Cordelia to be on Belsize at the time of  Dahlia’s birth.  It is well known that Fanny and Fatima would have liked Cordelia to assume responsibilities on the planet Jupiter and to take on the office of  Minister of Waste.  There has never been any future for Cordelia in honkiland, but she has consistently insisted that it is her duty to remain in honkiland, despite her being fully aware what destiny that entails.  If Cordelia had defected to our Federation, however, this would have been no Stuckhome Syndrome.  Just the reverse.  It would require some irresistible inducement for Cordelia to abandon honkiland – such as maybe the need to rescue a companion, such as the Little Milor Fontleroy.                                                                     





If anyone knew what has happened to Cordelia, this would surely be the Princess Rogan, the Chief Superintendent of Merciavostok’s Royal Mounted Anti-Terrorist Police.  Rogan has been united by Lizilith with Lila and Gloria but retains this office in honkiland.  Rogan has taken on responsibility for President Gorgo’s decision to leak the names of the suspected Midianite saboteurs.  Mr Clever Dick may, for all we know, have sold the Nu Laeba terrorists recordings of mobile phone conversations and it may be that these do not necessarily in pommiland fully amount to evidence.  Some sort of trick was necessary to allow the panicking pommies to spring into action.  This one is a bit crude and obvious, but the pommie punters have fallen for the same stratagem before!  You can get away with almost anything in pommiland if you do it with sufficient self-confidence and audacity.  So, with a bit of luck, this will precipitate Rogan’s long overdue divorce from honkiland.  But meanwhile it is Rogan’s responsibility to bring her sister and any accomplices to justice in retribution for Cordelia’s suspected switching off of her kidnap alarm.  Rogan, as it happens, has no idea either what has happened to Cordelia… and although this has not reached the ‘papers, Rogan suspects that the Little Lord Fontleroy may have vanished too – which would have been more difficult an operation for Celery Kwean and his Boyz.  It might even have required some co-operation or a blind eye from Proconsul Vlad Pontio Pilatos’s legionnaires.  I do not doubt that Celery has the talents to distract Italian soldiers or to accompany  Little to an awaiting Tardis, but it is not that easy to do both at the same time, even assuming that there are enough Boyz (most of whom are Girlz..well, all of them, I suppose)  to perform both operations simultaneously.  Celery wouldn’t have planned anything that doesn’t proceed like clockwork.  It wouldn’t have been that the guards suddenly discovered that they had been tricked and that Celery had then run like hell!  Although Rogan knows nothing about these mysteries surrounding Cordelia, I thought that maybe you’d like to hear what Rogan has got to say.                                                                                                     





A lot of the incidental news about honkiland figures in delayed circulars and I was hoping not to add any here.  Some controversy has now arisen about the pommispeak word ‘relieve’.  I do not need Professor Darwin to explain this one!   ‘Relieve’ is obviously an Italian word and Professor Chambers assures us that it is a version of the International Italian ‘ relaxare’.   There is such an International Italian word.  It means ‘to doze an Italian with croton oil prior to an orgy’.  If the Italians ever had orgies, they have long ago abandoned them.  They were bad news for Kings of Italy.  Would have been even  if not dozed with croton oil.  So the word is not greatly used.  It does however appear, for instance, in ‘Astrogalaxo’, the name of a remedy supplied by Uncle Boris that averts travel sickness in what the honkies suppose to be astronauts.  It is a suspension of magnesium oxide and carbonate, for which reason some have erroneously  supposed that the name was compounded from the ‘astro’ and the Hellenic ‘galactos’.  The correct prophylaxis for astral travel sickness, of course, is to eat a big meal.  An Inca would eat a big meal anyway and would in any case not suffer from astronausea –which is also a hybrid Greek Italian word meaning ‘sailing through the stars’.  A honkie could never be persuaded to eat the big meal.  There does however exist an International Italian word ‘relevare’, which is rendered in pommispeak as ‘relieve’.                                                     





I am a bit puzzled by the Hon Don Marmaduke Gnom’s, PC, CH, OM’s, anonymous contribution to the honkie ‘Independent’ Propaganda Sheet: ‘Good Riddance to Cuddles!’.  I suppose I could ask Duke.  He is bound to back here soon!  I have an idea that Duke may have had a lapse of memory or may have swallowed some story from the current Milor Cuddles’ PR Rep.  According to Duke the original Cuddles – Maximilian van Kuddlstrassen - was a pommiland Danelaw pawnbroker and doghandler.  In l920 Cuddles, and his two sons, Ronnie and Reggie, decided to diversify… into negotiation of Buy to Let Mortgages, Estate Management and lending funds to drug addicts.  In l965 Cuddles decided to float himself on the pommie stock exchange.  Formerly shares in Cuddles stood at seventeen pommie pfunt.   Today they are regarded as overpriced at 0.0017 pfennig.                                                                               





Maybe so!  But I have some recollection of the present Milor Cuddles attending Gloria’s Domestic Market.  Gloria says she cannot remember for sure but she shares my suspicions.  We reckon he was not called Cuddles.  He did not make a living out of robbing pommie punters but was a genuine pirate carrying the foreigners' gold into the City of Thatchograd.  A very famous pirate.. somebody of the eminence even of Don Francisco Draco.. possibly a ‘Merchant Banker’ or somebody who insured oil wells protected by five thousand pommie gunboats.  If so this aspect of the Cuddles business has been sold off to the foreigners or the offshores and there has been degeneration into this piracy of rather than on behalf of the pommies.





What one pommie does, all pommies do.  The pirates were all queuing at Mr Clever Dick's door in the hope of persuading Clever to find them a new name.  When it came to this particular pirate’s turn, as we recollect it, Clever accepted the forty million pfunt to enhance the pommie gross national product and economic growth and, as he always did, passed on the task to Fatima, who would then probably have witnessed some eight rotations of Sol, though she claimed it was fourteen.  Fatima held onto this figure fourteen for a number of years and maybe still holds onto it ..but she does have to think up a figure that is bigger than that her younger sister Sabrina’s, or whatever her name is, claims for herself.  Fatima thought it would be amusing to rename this pirate ‘Cuddles’, which is a pommie word for an affectionate sort of auntying – if the honkies have such a thing.                                                                                                       





It could be that Duke knows something we don’t know.  But we have no recollection of this pirate buying up some shell company that already bore the name Cuddles.  We wonder whether, now that pirates all live on their private self-governing islands and rob the pommies with their Buy to Let Mortgages and the rest,  it is no longer convenient for the pommies to be reminded of Don Francisco Draco enhancing the economic growth of the Incas and Hispaniards rather than of the pommies.  The Nu Laeba Terrorists in the l960s confined all the witches into concentration camps, universities, and then killed them off.  Th terrorists  were convinced that the witches were plotting to banish or replace the pirates.. to transfer them to or instal the replacements in Hong Kong and Singapore, thereby undermining the wealth of the pommies, including the witches.  But the terrorists were quite capable of undermining themselves without any assistance.  The pommie universities may not have been up to much,  but if they murdered all the witches, leaving only the innumerate yuppies, what could they expect to happen?  The numbskulls were forever more dedicated to getting rid of the rivals they supposed might be more able and might replace them instead of facing up to the real threats.  So we are not convinced.  Who used the present Milor Cuddles to be?  We reckon it was some very well known pirate  .. a genuine pommie pirate, robbing the foreigners and bringing in the gold to enrich the pommies. 














I am delighted to have been volunteered to compose this bulletin.  Not so long ago I was the Honkie Bitch, the Wicked Stepmother and the Oppressive Tyrant of Merciavostok.  Not ‘bitch’ in Incaspeak, of course.  Incas, if they wish to repeat themselves, have sufficient synonyms or near synonyms for ‘honkie’ and have no need to insult their canine sisters.  Nor ‘stepmother’.  In the Inca Nation a mother is a mother. Nor have I had opportunity to be an oppressive tyrant. My alleged father, King Le’ar of Merciavostok, had squandered everything by the time I found it necessary to take on the regency.  The regency is little more than nominal. I have to earn a living in pommiland as Commander of  Merciavostok’s Royal Mounted Anti-Terrorist Police.  Matthew Hopkins, the self-styled eminent Toriland psychiatrist, insists that Le’ar is irresponsible because he is over two hundred years old and is therefore afflicted with ‘General Paralysis of the Insane’. Le’ar that is.  But Matt too!  I have only witnessed some thirty rotations of Sol but cannot recall Le’ar as anything other than irresponsible.  From all I hear.  and in accordance with all the evidence..  Le’ar has never been anything other than irresponsible.  With no interests beyond stable-boys .. and maybe the occasional milkmaid.   Executive Mayor of Le’ar City, Captain Thomas Cook, had to trick Le’ar into marrying my mother, the Queen Ro’an.. same name as mine.. though according to the druids my mother is Rowena and my name is usually written and even pronounced ‘Rogan’.  If it hadn’t been for the stable boys my sisters Gonorilla and Cordelia and I wouldn’t be around.





I was maybe a bit honkified before I met Lila and realised I was an Inca.  Since all witches are Incas.. even Gonorilla.. that wasn’t at the time entirely news.  But meeting Lila brought it home.  Also, when I say ‘ when I met Lila’ I don’t mean that I had not met Lila before.  She was not readily overlooked.  We used to encounter each other at rodeo meets.  Lila and Gloria are not in the same league as Gloria’s grandmother, the Princess Goldenlay, who has been Olympic Rodeo Champion for half a century.  But they are next best.  Pommiland is not stuffed full of comely wenches.  But they exist amongst the Sassenachs ..two or three of them.  Baudicca and Gudeva are not unattractive .. sturdily built squaws, not that unlike Gloria and myself.. though Gloria is a bit larger.  That is not intended to be narcissistic but to point out that the pommilanders could be regarded as a bit on the puny side ..even anorexic.. particularly so.. though this is not relevant.. the pommiland machos.  The Maltesas, on the other hand, are full of comely wenches.   But Lila is in a league of her own…though Minnie and Arsula are not too bad.  Lila is not so heavily built.. only around twenty one pommie stones..and was lighter when I first met her.  Incas grow larger as they grow older.  Like Dinosaurs.  Incas have a lot in common with Dinosaurs, though there used also to be degenerate Dinosaurs, like honkies.  They did nothing else other than sit at home growing bigger and watching Big Brother on the Propaganda Box.  Lila has a compact streamlined build and is a little above average height.. around two and half metres.  The honkies don’t notice that.  When they see Lila and Gloria they just suppose they are further away ..or nearer.. and get confused.  Rodeo meets do not take place that often, and not many of them in pommiland,  and Lila and Gloria have their duties to attend to and I have had mine.  We knew, maybe, since that was what Lizilith had ordained, that we would meet again.. though not necessarily when and where.  So we did not ignore each other.  We did ride out into the countryside to enable us to enjoy private intellectual discussion.  But when  I say ‘when I met Lila’ I mean when we decided to acknowledge more consistently and permanently the bond that Lizilith had ordained.                                      


                                                                                                                                        


As Superintendent of the Merciavostok Mounties I have to accept Toriland Nu Laeba handouts and have had to collect the taxes prescribed by Toby and Gorgo to pay my officers.  I do however have the thoughts of an Inca.  When riding through pommiland.. a ‘greed and pleasant land’ it was once mysteriously described… I can’t help regretting that the Nu Laeba terrorists have in so short a period caused so much damage.. even irreversible damage. Never was so much lost, so rapidly, by so many. Both Toby or Gorgo’s Officials and the Daves, the Provisionals.  They serve the same pundits.  They are just there to back each other up and squeeze out sanity.  It’s all evolution and inevitable.. so Lila and Fanny tell me.. but the terrorists have hurried it along a bit!  Their achievements could even be seen as miraculous.   Even Lila and Fanny speak of evolution over hundreds of years.. a gradual downhill path that appears subjectively to the degenerates to be even uphill progress.  Not everything gone within a couple of years!





 “We didn’t know!  We couldn’t have known!”.  Micro told you about that!  Nu Laeba Terrorists, I suppose, couldn’t have known… though they get Gold Medals for repeating past mistakes.  If the poison doesn’t work, take more of it!  The Kipper, who lives by this ideology,  is their arch pundit.  You’d think that now they would know.. but it is more of the same That is more in the sense of more, not just continuation.  Every now and then, I suppose, the tranquillisers for a few seconds wear off…and then they blame Milton Keynes and Log Greenspam… but the tranquillisers wear off only briefly and not when they are doing anything.                                                                                                                         


                                                                                                                                          


My officers don’t ride out into pommiland too often.  They are supposed to remain at HQ to fill in the forms.  Riding out patrol can also get a bit lonesome since we no longer have all the police-stations where we could drop in to share intellectual discussions with our colleagues.  They have all been converted into empty flats or pulled down for refurbishing.  The police precincts… though, I suppose, the officers as well.  Everything in pommiland is converted into empty flats.  So when my officers ride out they pass rows and rows of placards ‘To Let!  To Let!  To Let!’.  It was supposed to be, according to Wally Scott, in his appropriately named Song of the Ultimate Jongleur, ‘Sold!. Sold!  Sold!’, the motto of the J RtR Rnk Organisation, which Gloria in her 2006 Lewd Greed Oration took as the model for all pommiland.  But it amounts to the same.    If you are a honkie, then Nu Laeba’s Buy to Let Mortgages are there to increase the price of wigwams to ‘aid the first time home buyers’.  Kyoto Hashimoto, admittedly, together with his Nu Laeba friends, came to Merciavostok too to lecture us how important it was to raise the price of wigwams.  But he said nothing about first time home buyers beyond that some of them didn’t have and would never have any money and would never be able to pay back.  They especially, we were told, had to be given lots of cash to put up the price of wigwams  So that was the end of the first time home buyers!  Nobody in pommiland can now afford to own her own wigwam.  No pommilander any more will ever own her wigwam.  It all now belongs to a hierarchy of usurers, speculators and parasites.. and to the Nu Laeba Terrorists.   And everything has been Sold!  Sold! Sold to put up the price of wigwams!  ..Or Lost! Lost! Lost!.. It amounts to the same..                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                  


Fanny and Fatima supposed I was the honkie bitch and the wicked stepmother because they imagined I was undermining Lila’s devotion to Gloria.  Yes… it was a bit of a put up job.  Lila and Gloria have been Chief Witch and First Minister of the Incas for getting on sixteen years.  They deserve a rest .. to enjoy each others company in a life that could more reasonably be described as a  squaw’s own choice.  Sixteen years of protecting the Free World from the honkies is long enough!   The average tenure of the less onerous and less important Kingship of Italy is sixteen days!  It has always been the Inca tradition for the daughters to relieve the burden on the mothers at the very latest after eighteen rotations of Sol.  The wisdom of the mother is not lost and Lizilith likes to confer the reforming spirit onto the daughters.  But the daughters are always reluctant.  Lila and Fatima did not appear overenthusiastic.  I had to pose as the honkie bitch .. to prove that Lila had lost her judgement and was auntying  a honkie… to put the cousins more into a mood for staging a coup d’etat.  Fanny did cotton on.. But not until she was committed.  It turns out now that the cousins put such a high priority to the colonisation of other planets that they tend to leave Terra  the responsibility of the aunties, even extending their duties and recruiting great aunties and further back.. But it makes a change .. which  Gloria and Lila have found welcome …and they have nevertheless found more time for their other interests.                              





Despite that, I thought I ought to render a gesture of goodwill towards Fanny.  I would hand her an apple ..which might also be expected to appeal to the Amazon sense of humour.  The pommies are famed for their apples.  Their pirates used to feed on apples (when not eating raped Incas for protein supplement).  That is why they were called pommies.  The pirates however started ‘bellyaching’, whining that the apples were suffused with malic acid.  So Wally Rally bought a few trees from a farm in Worcestershire which produced rosy sugary apples.   But thy shrivelled and didn’t keep.   The Princess po Lune handed Wally Rally, on his departure from his first visit to Belsize, some tubers which he supposed to be Pommies de Terre.  But then the pirates contracted scurvy and it was back to the Grannie Smiths.  King Ponchobolero supplied Wally  with sugar.  But the pirates complained that they were damaging the ships when smashing the lumps with large mallets.  So Wally sent the sugar to a factory to be ‘refined’ and then painted brown to restore the original colour.  Then the pirates’ teeth fell out.  So it remained until their Viking Admiral Nilson was having it off with Miladi Hamilton on Malta.  He replaced the apples with lemons.  Lemons contain so much citric acid that even if the rinds rot the lemon remains intact.  That is why the pommies are now also known as limies.                                                                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                


The most resplendent apples grew traditionally in Southern Toriland.. or Wessex…To create an opportunity for me to enjoy intellectual discussion with Lila, Lila and Gloria found the pretext of visiting pommiland to review the World Forces, financed by Gloria, that were invited to rid pommiland of Toby Liar and are encamped on Exmoor.  I am not a top grade witch and I travel to work in Captain Cook’s Municipal Helicopter.  My  sister Gonorilla however, to shorten the travelling time, took me down to Exmoor by broomstick.   I think she remained somewhere in the vicinity before taking me back.  She may have been gathering herbs.. or maybe she has a squaw in Wessex or perhaps she was  touring the covens of the Exmoor Lodge.  I don’t know what she was up to.  If Cordelia were here I suppose she might know.  Oh!,, Gonerilla was bewitching some of King Baskerville's enterprises…  Meanwhile, Lila, Gloria and I went in search of this apple.  But it turned out there were no more orchards.   They had all been converted into eco-cities.  The King of Italy, or his eunuchs, however, still permitted the cultivation of apples in Gaul.    The eunuchs even provided the Gauls with subsidies for growing apples or not growing them, as the case may be.  We eventually however found a stall outside ‘Kosova Polya: Organic Residential Farm for Illegal Immigrants’ on which we espied a resplendent imported apple, which we purchased .. a big yellow apple that accorded with EU specifications, organic, with organic phosphate content below the ordained maximum safety limit.





This Kosova Polya..Ravensfield..called also Amselfeld.. though an Amsel is Thrush or Blackbird.. is some place somewhere of disputed ownership.  Inevitably we were told that it had been a battlefield in which the crows had been a good omen or a bad omen, according to whether the witnesses won or lost.  However, there are numerous hamlets in Eastern Pinkiland called This Polya or That.  I reckon that the zigans referred to their encampments as fields rather than hamlets.  In this particularly field the crows regularly flew down to raid the dustbins.                                               


                                                                                                                                    


Fanny and Fatima have a chalet on Ozzie bin Ladin’s ranch on Knossos, though this was perhaps not very well known at the time.  So on the next occasion that I visited Lila at her Villa on Knossos I rode over on one of the eleviathans that had been presented to Uncle Boris by the honkilanders to save them ..the eleviathans, that is.. from extinction.  Maybe also the honkies.  Knossos is not large enough to be a suitable habitat for a sizeable population of eleviathans but Fanny had not yet fully established the spaghetti forest on the Planet Jupiter that she intended to be their eventual destination.  Because of the eleviathans the programme was accelerated, together with the importation of a great deal of carbon dioxide from honkiland, though it had not originally been intended to use any terrestrial essential gases…to filch carbonic acid that was already incorporate within the physiology of the Earth.  But the honkies don’t want it and suppose that we were doing them a great favour. ..though, of course, the honkie carbon dioxide was only a fraction of that required.  Spaghetti trees can eat lurgi within a wide range of wavelengths and eventually supplied adequate volumes of  Oxygen.  As matters stand the required  atmosphere is pooled in circumscribed areas rather than over the entire planet.  The eleviathans are now on Jupiter .. and very tasty spaghetti is being served during the Incas’ current  Food Festival.  It is not customary on Knossos to be adorned in investments but Gloria felt I should look suitably wicked.  Mr Clever Dick sent over from his museum what he described as a ‘Gothic Loincloth’ .





I presented Fanny with her apple.  Fatima immediately seized it, turning it around in her hand, gazing at it in admiration.





“Thanks awfully, Wicked Stepmother!”, Fatima mouthed as she seized a pin from out of a nearby doll.  I noticed that the doll was adorned with Merciavostok police uniform. “Thanks awfully, Wicked Stepmother!”, Fanny repeated.           


                                                                                                                                            


“The skirt’s far too long!”, I pointed out, “When interviewing a suspect you need freedom of movement.. and not silver rings on the fingers.. too soft!  The pins around the neck of the chainmail T-shirt should be pointing outwards, not inwards…..No police officer would ever wear a cravat… though you might on a ceremonial occasion don a spiked dog collar.. and we only have very primitive tranquilliser guns.   These are not be found outside the Maltesas…”  





“It wasn’t intended to be fully accurate.  It’s the thought that counts.  Fanny made this doll for baby  Dahlia.  ..There isn’t any Dahlia yet… But we’ve got plans…Dahlia will be wanting a honkie doll…”                                                   


                                                                                                                                                  


“I suppose she will.  But aren’t honkie dolls supposed to be not entirely politically correct… and if Dahlia embarks on her duties with her expected enthusiasm..mightn’t it be a bit uncomfortable for some honkie…”                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                        


“We..e.e..ll!”,  Fanny replied, “She’ll soon be making her own dolls.. and it isn’t  that effective.  Let’s see now.  Let’s find some convenient wax….. This will be a Rogan doll and, to make it more realistic we’ll have it sitting on an eleviathan doll.  It hardly works at all if you don’t know that your doll exists.. but you know this is a Rogan doll.   It’s not really a honkie doll, since it hasn’t got a long nose.  We’ll give it nice large voluptuous thighs such as might entice a demented nymphomaniac auntie.  Let’s go outside.  Sit on the eleviathan and we’ll try it out……….”.  Fanny is tall, like her mother,though not yet quite as tall, and not dwarfed by  an eleviathan. “Now we’ll knock the Rogan doll off the eleviathan doll.  See!  Nothing happens!”                                                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                              


“Because I knew what you were up to and held on tight.  I’m a rodeo rider, after all, even if not in the same class as your mothers.  But I might fall off later…”                                        


                                                                                                                                            


“If you decide to ride round the island until you fall off”,  Fanny explained, “then, maybe, you will fall off.  But it could take a long time.  If the target isn’t wicked, honkie dolls don’t work.  So long as you discipline your evil thoughts, honkie dolls are harmless…”    We returned into the chalet.





Fatima poked  the apple with the pin and fed minute shreds to the ants.  “Inca tradition”, Fatima averred, “Never lob a gift pom into the mouth.  Dates back to the days of  Saint Mandy.”  I am not sure that Saint Mandy adopted her own recommendations .. and  I had thought the ants were supposed to feed on the leftovers.  Otherwise there would seem to be little point in domestic ants.  But maybe…





 “These ants running around in a circle”, Fanny added, “..I’ll cure in them in a second but meanwhile they are running around in a circle… are not quite as happy as these others.  Organophosphates trigger off charges in the anterior ganglia…It’s Myrmecoid Distemper.”  Fanny pointed a wand at the circling ants who then resumed more random behaviour.   





“Naturally, to reciprocate your good will”, Fatima continued, “We have to invite you to share the sustenance.  So you can have this segment here, which seems to be the least poisoned.    Take it home and share it with Lila and Gloria.”  So I wrapped up the segment in tissue paper and attached it with a safety pin that Fatima provided to my Gothic Loincloth.  I spoke a few more kind wards and then left.                                                                       


                                                                                                                                             


Back at Villa po Lune we devoured our share of the apple.  But it turned out that Fanny and Fatima delayed their consumption.  This, they later explained, was because Fanny was intending to seduce an attractive pommilander from Loxley  to generate a forthcoming Chief Witch.  ‘An apple a day keeps the donor away’, they claimed Cathaian scientist Mao tse Dong had written.  They were unlikely to have taken any notice of him even if he had!  Nevertheless, presents may be passed on as presents to someone else and Fanny took the opportunity.                                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                           


Fanny took her apple to Gloria’s next Domestic Market.  Mr Bingley was there declaiming the merits of self-assessment and Buy to Let Mortgages.  Mr Bingley personally, so he boasted, had become a ‘market leader’ who had tripled the price of wigwams.   His mouth was wide open, as if he were a greedy honkified anaconda swallowing a pirate.  Fanny presented Mr. Bingley with her apple.  But Mr. Bingley was surrounded by a crowd of cheering honkies and Incas who were also cheering, but more so in mockery.  So Fanny lobbed over the apple.  Fanny being young and inexperienced maybe was not aware that honkies are not as athletic as Incas.  Well, I was considered young and Fanny was half my age.   So I suppose she was young.  Nobody, it is true, had ever suggested that she was inexperienced.  Nevertheless, the apple came flying at great velocity and lodged itself at the rear of  Mr Bingley’s buccal cavity.  Mr Hashimoto, who was standing nearby, immediately handed Mr Bingley a brown paper envelope, a reward for Mr Bingley’s sharply reduced carbon dioxide emissions.  This envelope was immediately confiscated by Dr Karadzic. 





                   


It fell upon Lila, as Chief Witch, to relieve Mr Bingley’s plight.  But Lila and Gloria were consumed with hilarity and yelled over to Fanny that maybe she would like a regular supply of pommiland pommies.  So long as they all resembled Mr Celery Kwean, Fanny shouted back, she would be delighted.  It is true that they could wait.  Lila could have at any time revived Mr. Bingley.  But Dr. Ernesto Guevara intervened.  He is more a honkie style sorcerer and in his view therefore there was greater urgency.  He was disappointed, he later confessed, that he could not find an excuse for performing a tracheotomy.  He used instead a technique he had found useful when coming to the aid of the overenthusiastic anacondas that had detected the presence of pirates.   Anacondas are rarely, if ever, encountered in the more marine environment of the Maltesas.  In the vicinity of the Amazon river, however, the Anacondas cottoned on that pirates were bad news for Incas.  Whenever they encountered a pirate therefore they would immediately swallow him, omitting the customary murder and rape.  This might have been against Union Rules.  But anacondae had not joined the Union.  So Che, as far as he could, pared out and dislodged the apple and removed whatever particles that remained in the trachea with a suction tube.





Nevertheless, Mr Bingley shortly thereafter contracted an acute attack of  Brittle Bone Disease.   This, as I understand it, is a congenital condition encountered in pommiland mainly in children.  In Midian it is said to be or to have been common in adults, though there has been at least one reported, though unconfirmed, case in a child.   Midian resembles Belsize in being hot, though Belsize is hotter, in possessing an adequate supply of sand (around the Loch Skegness.. though on, for instance, Pilkington, Coconut and Fouchette, there are also extensive sand beaches) and within visual distance of a volcano.  Adult honkilanders visiting the Maltesas prove to be prone to Brittle Bone Disease – on account, presumably, of the global warming.  Usurers on the average are found to carry even more Brittle  Bone Genes than the average honkie.  Mr Bingley has suffered at least one other episode, in the absence, as far as anyone is aware , of  any apples.  If Brittle Bone Disease is found in honkies and honkies eat honkie pommies, then, maybe, it could be that the safe levels of organophosphate lower the threshold for activants of  Brittle Bone Disease prior to their even setting foot on the Maltesas.  But I don’t  see why it should not have been the Southern Maltesani climate.   Lila and Fatima, however, insisted that the Brittle Bone Disease was proof of the toxicity of the apple.   This confirmed my status as Wicked Stepmother.  





Unbuiltupon land not used as carpark is in honkiland infused with organophosphates.  Maybe it is considered to enhance the safety of eco-cities.  That means that honkiland vegetables, in so far that they still have home grown vegetables,  are certain to contain organophosphates.  Fanny, fortunately, now concedes that I may not have known this, may have believed the King of Italy’s assurance that organophosphates are entirely safe and that I would in any case have known that because she was a witch they would not have done her any harm.





I was hoping to remain at Villa po Lune over the period of the Food Festival.  That might have been a lengthy holiday.  The notices are already up: ‘Only eleven months to next Food Festival’. The current Food Festival may carry on for the next eleven months and run into the next.  Except that Labour Day intervenes.. May lst, when the Princess Lila, known as Dahlia, arrives.  Incas are expected to perform their duties.  During the Food Festival they are expected to consume a fair proportion of last years’ surplus.. or maybe previous years’, but not far off last year’s in overall amount,  in furtherance of the duty of keeping ourselves healthy and strong and growing forever larger in muscle and bulk so that we may perform stupendous tasks for the Inca Nation.  On Labour Day…an idea cooked up by Fatima, or maybe Fanny … we have to perform the stupendous tasks.  I have not yet moved to the Maltesas permanently but have recently had an adequate pretext for absence from Pommiland.  I was involving myself in the negotiations for the supply of the tranquilliser guns, shields and so forth we will be needing for the riots the Nu Laeba terrorists are planning for the pommie summer.  However, then I was urgently called back to Mercivostok.





It had turned out that Gonorilla’s and my younger sister, Cordelia, was suspected of having switched off her kidnap alarm and it was necessary to identify the suspects to give them the opportunity to pay their fines.  We arrested several hundred suspects, though were unable to locate the Chief Suspects, Cordelia herself and the Little Milor Fontleroy.  Before suspects can be interviewed we have to be quite sure that they are signed up with Direct Debbie and have an adequate number of credit cards.  It can be necessary for them to tarry overnight in expensive accommodation.  Our former Le’ar City Central Police HQ near Measham has now, in the manner of its predecessors in Le’ar City, been converted into empty flats and eco-cities.  If the management consultants see a building, it has to be converted into flats.  If they see a square inch of land that is not being used as a car park, it has to become the site of an eco-city.  The Nu Laeba Management Consultants who occupied our sixty storey building have now all been transferred to the Pom Pom Call Centre in Thatchograd or else they turn out to be outsources with empty blocks of flats of their own in Le’ar City.  We have been transferred to a cowshed  around five hundred metres to the South of our former HQ.  But  the edifice that now stands on the site of our former HQ is not our former HQ.  The Minister managed to get a Buy to Let Loan off Mr Bingley and had our building demolished and  entirely rebuilt prior to conversion to flats.  It won’t be long before our cowshed is pulled down and replaced by an eco-city. It has been hard luck on the Special Branch chappie… a young lad fresh out from St Trinians.  He had two floors to himself but nobody knew he was there.. and now he is scouring the countryside in the hope that he can find an abandoned dog kennel on a builders’ skip. It is expensive enough to provide our guests with lodgings in the cow shed, but with several hundred of them it was necessary to find them rooms in the surrounding uninhabited eco-cities.  The cost  comes to fifty thousand pfunt per suspect per night.





At any rate, I am told that it comes to fifty thousand pommie pfunt per night.   I was told so by the Toriland Minister of the Interior, Patti Smythe, the former ace equestrian.  We do occasionally pop over to Thatchograd to provide the Minister with an excuse for setting us up for a fortnight at the Ritz while the management consultants tell us how to do our jobs.  These holidays are supposed to be an incentive that guarantees our loyalty.  We receive free passes to these clubs owned by the Kray Sisters which are supposed to be full of  exceedingly comely sturdy randy squaws.  But its all a bit of a bore. Gudeva and Baudicca won’t come.  Refuse to co-operate with Nu Laeba and refuse to contribute taxis.  The terrorists no longer bother to go after them.  They can’t get anywhere without taxis and they have  got Gloria’s World Forces sitting at their back door.  Gloria is not likely to take any incursion on Baudicca or Gudeva lying down.  I’ve only been to one of these Thatchograd beanos. Probably so, anyway.  It’s not the sort of thing that would stick in my mind. I met the Minister, Patti Smythe.  I say I met her.  I was in close vicinity but she had no time for any  supplicants.  She was composing her expenses sheet.  If a Nu Laeba pundit goes to the toilet, the pundit has to make a note of the cost of the paper.. and if they are accompanied by the androphiliac PA they have to record the price of the condoms.. and shoe-leather, or shoe-plastic, of the lackey who is sent out to buy them, and the cost of the cup of tea he has on the way, and the cost of his grope with the tart on the street corner.. and of the losing National Lottery card, even if it wins… and, of course, the lacky’s lady friend’s woad.   A Nu Laeba pundit’s entire life is spent totting up these expenses and next to Patti sat her accountant who also spends his entire life totting up Patti’s expenses.  Next to Patti’s accountant sat Patti’s accountant’s accountant who spends her entire life totting up the expenses of Patti’s accountant. 








Patti’s Management Consultants tell us that the Minister is weighed down by the burden of her wage bill.  Maybe so!  Patti wouldn’t be the ideal companion on a desert island.  Patti, sure enough, when she was a showjumper had to leap over the fences to show the horses how it was done.  She’s not entirely atrophic. Even just about the best you are likely to find in pommiland.  In Thatchograd anyway.  Baudicca and Gudeva are not likely to turn up in Thatchograd unless they have decided to demolish it.  Nevertheless Patti can hardly be described as a powerfully built wench.  That sort of squaw is forever behaving as she is doing you a favour.. even if she is the best available. Patti’s wages and expenses, when she carries them home, might be expected to weigh her down.  But then she gets a taxi and two porters on the expenses – and a private bank in Litzlburg.                                                                   


                                                                                                                                              


We have to sack all our officers, we are told.  Then pay them ten years’ wages in redundancy pay.. and, with the new interest rates, twenty years.  That does not matter because the money is borrowed and doesn’t undermine the Savings Index.  Then we have to replace them.  We must only hire illegal immigrants, the Consultants insist, from fully paid up Nu Laeba Donor Outsourcing Agencies. Some other Ministry or the The King of pays for them and we can find excuses for withholding the wages.  Then it is ‘How to Borrow More Money’.  There are always funds to be borrowed for pulling down and erecting flats and eco-cities.  Then it is ‘How to Fill in Your Expenses Claim’.  Frankly, I don’t send in a claim.  I am not a Nu Laeba Police Chief there for show while somebody else does the work.  I’m the real thing.  I don’t have time to remember and record all my expenses. Ministerial Expenses expand exponentially, however, despite the ever cascading indices of cost of living!                                                                                                                     





“Why did you publish the names of the Midianite Terrorist Suspects?’, Patti asked me. Patti was trying to look imperious.  I was still towering above Patti despite her table and chair being supported by  columns of cardboard boxes so as the provide ample space between her knees for a couple of paparazzi.  The paparazzi supposed me to be a gift from Lizilith but had some difficulties in disentangling themselves. 





“Because you told me to!  Get rid of your cases!  Keep down the costs and the crime figures!  If they knew we were on to them, the chances were that they would fly back to Midian.  We couldn’t prove anything anyway!  A Midianite in the hand usually turns out to be a lot less guilty than two  Midianites in the bush… though I am not really into Midianites either way!”                                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                           


If I had bothered to think about it I would realised that this wasn’t the unvarnished truth.  What do I care what Patti tells me?  I’m going to emigrate to the Maltesas anyway.  It was Patti’s own Public Relations Department which published the names.  “We are onto you!  Would the following please anonymously dial the said number to find out what we are doing to catch you.  We can then provide you with free counselling’.  Nobody is doing anything, as a matter of fact.  But it seemed that perhaps something should be found to do for the outsourced counsellors.  Not that anyone has ever set eyes on a counsellor.                                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                


If Patti says that our guests cost fifty thousand pommie pfunt a night, she has to be right!   Pundits who spend their entire lives totting up expenses have to be experts on finance.  I don’t know how it comes to that figure  I suppose the costs are the same whether we have guests or not … and presumably the total includes the fees to Mr Clever Dick for managing the outsourcing of the empty eco-cities and the expenses and bonuses of the Management Consultants and Minister.  On top of that we had to send for Pizzas by taxi to Ashby de la Zouche and back – three and a half thousand pfunt per pizza.. and, if the shop was closed, even further afield.  Our Police HQ is in the middle of nowhere, the Management Consultants have explained, not just because conurbations are exceptionally valuable sites for flats and eco-cities but also because supposedly the cost of living is lower in the middle of nowhere. Lower wages can be paid and the Management Consultants can claim more for travelling expenses.





The official line in Toriland is that nobody knows what has happened to Cordelia, except, maybe, everyone outside pommiland.  The druids, in their newssheets, however, have been spreading the tale that Cordelia, in accordance with the infallible advice of  Dr. Matthew Hopkins, was conducted by armed guard to Harley Street, in Thatchograd, where she was to be interviewed by self-styled personal psychiatrist to the  King of Italy’, Don Denis Q Basher Hill  GMC Dcd.  As the examination took place the legionaries were amusing themselves in the waiting room.  They discovered, eventually, that both Cordelia and psychiatrist had vanished.  Basher, when he was informed of his, confessed that he was at the time at a gathering of the Masonic Lodge of the pommie General Medical Council and knew nothing about any appointment with Cordelia.  He would not have bothered to interview Cordelia if he already had the word of the mother and would, instead, after receiving the information from the mother,  have arranged for Cordelia to be sent straight off to the clitoridectomist.   He was not, when on duty, a Red Indian transvestite.  Perhaps not even so in the Lodge. The druids, however, in their newssheets assert that Cordelia was, with her own co-operation, kidnapped by the ‘Red Indian Secret Service’ and transported to the Maltesas.  Celery (who is not mentioned by name) was assisted, the druids claim, as if he would need any assistance, by Midianite terrorists who had been sent over by Mr Caliban to blow up nightclubs at which orgies are reputed to take place.  They were unable to secure admission to the night clubs and the would-be saboteurs’ names were published in the newspapers.  So the Midianites decided to return to Midian.. but first rendered this aforementioned service to the Inca Nation.  Mr Caliban has confessed that he has sent no freedom fighters to pommiland.  He wouldn’t have told me that..but he talks straight with Fanny.





If Cordelia really did switch off her kidnap alarm, that is a serious breach of the Law and I should be overwhelmed with a passion to bring my sister to justice.  Speaking as an Inca, however, had Cordelia arranged to be abducted to the Maltesas, I might even have been tempted to co-operate.  Cordelia has been spending her time with the Little Milor Fontleroy.   This greatly distresses our mother, the Queen Rowena, and the Marchioness Fontleroy.   Cordelia is a Princess whereas Little is only a Milor.  If it were the other way round, this would not matter.. or not so much.  So the mothers have hired Matthew Hopkins and the lovebirds now suffer from Alzheimer’s Syndrome, Autism and Attention Deficit, are locked up in their castles and surrounded by armed guards who ensure that they are not deterred from voluntary consumption of the amphetamines and tranquillisers.  I have the medication here… in these bags procured from the former National Coal Board.  Pass a bag, Cornelia!  See!  Tonnes and tonnes of the stuff!


                                                                                          


The mothers are so neurotic that they would have found something to whine about whatever the circumstances.  But Cordelia and Little are also inclined towards the Italian religion.  It is not really Italian.  You have been told about that!  Italians are believed to be addicted to Bacchanalian Orgies.  An orgy is a multitasking intellectual discussion regulated by ethanol rather than Lizilith.





It is customary for the Italian Dux to marry a local Queen.  I have myself undergone a ceremony of  matrimony with the Proconsul of  pommiland, Vladimiron Pontio Pilatos, conducted by the Pontifex Maximus, Papa Martin Luder X111th, himself at the Castra at Ratae in the environs of Le’ar City.  Vlad is Siberian, not Italian.  The druids call him ‘Art’ or ‘Arturus’, their translation of ‘pilatos’ – hairy, like a Siberian bear.  Some say that because he has a lisp he once described himself as ‘impilator’, meaning that he was King of Italy.  Proconsuls always do.  They are regarded by their legionaries as King of Italy, sign their letters with the seal of the King of Italy and, for all practical purposes, are the King of Italy.  You would imagine that orgies would be found, if anywhere, in a castra.  I have yet to set eyes on an orgy!  There is nothing to prevent an Amazon from confirming the existence of orgies.  We have nothing to fear from Italians.  At their orgies they do not even bear arms.  Not even the King of Italy.  Only the next King of Italy.  But no squaw is going to find herself confronted by his weapon because he is fully occupied trying to work out who intends to be the next but one King of  Italy.  If we explore the streets of Roma and inquire ‘Ubi Orgia?’, the natives crowd round to tell us!  But nobody has yet located an orgy.  Orgies are Cordelia’s and Little’s affair, not their mothers’.  But I am inclined to the view that they do not exist.   Italians are much too lazy to exert themselves with orgies.





Vlad provides the armed guards.  They can be guaranteed to obey our orders but can’t be bothered to improvise.  It was the guards’ duty to provide entertainment  for  the kitchen wenches, also provided by Vlad, and they didn’t have time to pose a threat to Cordelia, even if she was struggling with a spaghetti mountain or drugged up and a sitting target.   The presence of these bags might suggest to you that our legionnaires  failed to outwit attempts to deprive Cordelia of her medication.  I am sure these will prove to be reserve supplies.  But if President Gorgo wants to make an issue of it, he is reminded that, if the druids’ tale were fact, Celery Kwean would have been proved considerably more efficient than his counterparts in honkiland.. or else the counterparts were co-operating.  Cornelia  here sufficiently resembles Cordelia for us to generate, if we so choose, some international crediblity for the druids’ invention.  Cornelia has been personally examined by Ms. Fanny po Lune and found to be in excellent functional order.  If not, we would not adopted towards Matthew Hopkins, Basher Hill and their allies the pussyfooting attitude we displayed towards the Kipper.  If in perfect functional order, however, Cordelia never had any need for Matt and Basher in the first place.  Gorgo might be best advised not to push his luck!





Lizilith has decided in honkiland, just as She has  within the Inca Nation, who is whose companion already when who and who are born. But even in the Maltesas it may take some time to find your squaw.  Lila and Fatima were not acquainted with each other at birth.  Nobody knows when they first met… though it was before anyone else knew about it.  Within the Inca Nation there is no need to go in search of a companion. But in honkiland they have more elaborate ceremonies to make sure that they end up with the wrong wench or even a macho.  If  Cordelia has been gadding around with the Little Lord Fontleroy, that is what Lizilith decided.  I am not inclined towards getting drawn into an argument with Lizilith.                                                         


                                                                                                                                          


Fatima’s younger sister, Soraya, or whatever her name is, has this notion that she has lived through some eight rotations of Sol, is getting on a bit and has not yet identified her companion.  This can hardly be true.  I don’t know who it would be.  But it will be a case of familiarity clouding recognition…that it’s somebody who is around but it hasn’t occurred to them that the word ‘companion’ applies. 





Big Nose Week is a period during the Inca Food Festival during which the squaws, or some of them, or some of the time, pretend to be pirates and play pirate and indian games.  Aristocratic pommies have a variety of different ceremonies bearing the label ‘Hunt The Balls’.  One ceremony that bears this name, which was to be enacted on Fouchette in the course of the Big Nose Week, is organised by aristocratic pommie mothers to enable pommie squaws  find their companions.  Because of the honkie obsession with androphilia this is very unlikely to happen.  The scheme, however, is that the nubile squaw ‘comes out’.  Following an exhausting day chasing after imaginary foxes the wench gets sozzled with ethanol at the Hunt The Balls.   She is expected to entice the companion.  There exist routines of enticement that are known to the nubile squaws though not necessarily fully enumerated in the text book.  For this purpose, around the peripheries of the Hunt The Ball Room, each squaw is provided with an Enticement Chamber.  The mother there hides behind a curtain together with a priest and a psychiatrist.  If the enticement is judged to be successful, the mother then rushes out screaming.  If the chosen companion is of lower social order, the squaw is turned over to the psychiatrist and not seen again.  Otherwise the priest performs a rapid ‘betrothal ceremony’ which is then announced in the Gazette.  Six months later, amid various financial transactions, the Bishop performs the ceremony of ‘matrimony’.                                                 


                                                                                                                                               


Bluebell, or whatever her name is, decided that she was going to come out.  Zilla, on behalf of Bella, or whatever her name is, had asked me to hide behind the curtain.  But I was then called back to pommiland because of these allegations that Cordelia had switched off her Kidnap Alarm.  This meant that the task fell instead, maybe more appropriately, onto Ozzie bin Ladin, who is Syringa’s godfather and on Mme Georgina Whipcane, who, in the Federation, is better known as Medusa Gorgonzilla.  It might not be that easy to decide who was going to be the priest, but to avoid the need to chose between them, the Very Rev Cardinal Lesbia Funkie-Gibbon, the Primate of Belsize, agreed to be priest while the Imam Idi Amin was psychiatrist.  So I wasn’t actually there myself, but I have heard accounts.





Potentilla rode into Fouchette not on a broomstick but astride one of the giant pumpkins that Fanny has been cultivating on Ozzie’s ranch.   Rosa, or whatever her name is,  then cut a large hole on either side of the pumpkin and the squaws assembled for the Food Festival devoured the contents.  Fanny then fitted the pumpkin with a set of wheels and hitched it onto a couple of mustangs from Lila’s ranch.  Although all this was all Weigelia’s , or whatever her name is’s idea, she remained a bit shy and needed some encouragement from Zilla, who is maybe more obviously built in the courageous Amazon mould.  Harebell was dithering as Zilla explained to her that she was committed and couldn’t couldn’t back down now.   Zilla pulled Bullrush into the carriage and they rode around in the hope of espying the presumptive companion, with Convolvula smiling and waving daintily to the crowd in the approved pommie manner.  But nobody was spotted. 








Buttercup, dispirited again,  had to be dragged by Zilla to the Hunt The Balls.  They needn’t have bothered.   Throughout the proceedings nobody  volunteered.  So Celandine retired with Zilla to weep in the Enticing Chamber.  Not weep, of course!  An Amazon wouldn’t weep!  There had to be an element of playacting in this imitation of the honkies.  Poppy is familiar with the Caymen, the crocodiles, famous for tears, that swim around Knossos, particularly in region of Banco Island, and was able to put up a good show. Not that unlike a real honkie.  But she was also a bit fed up.  The shoes which had been presented by Vendredi had been causing a modicum of discomfort.  Incas do not wear shoes, but pommies at Hunt The Balls do!  So, Grapevine, in a fit of indignation,  cast off these shoes and picked up one of them and hurled it against the wall.  It smashed into numerous pieces.  Since this is what is supposed to happen there was a big pot of glue in the Enticing Chamber.  Enticement in pommiland is not legally valid unless accompanied by a vocal argument between the companions.  Realising that this treatment of the shoe was a bit disrespectful towards the generosity of Vendredi, the two wenches tried to put the shoe together again.  They could, of course, just have asked Fanny or Lila, who were somewhere in the vicinity, or probably so.  Reconstitution of a glass slipper is a minor task for an accomplished witch.  But Amazons are supposed to be self- reliant and, of course, had the two squaws been companions trying to prove their devotion, they would not have been permitted to call in the witch.  However, as everyone knows… I didn’t know this, but Lila and Fanny assure me that everyone knows… glass is a liquid and its shape is even more distorted during breakage than is that of a solid.  So the two of them kept glueing together this shoe, one way and then another way, with Pussywillow repeatedly trying it on, but without success! 





Trying on shoes, as far as I am aware, does not come within the official pommie definition of  successful enticement – though, if the mothers so decide, anything counts as enticement.  As a hear it, the two wenches spent rather a long time over this trying on of a reconstituted shoe and I suppose this could inadvertently stray into some vague resemblance of enticement.  The four onlookers behind the curtain were getting a bit bored.  Clearly the wenches had found nobody and nothing was going to happen.  But to avoid it all being too traumatic and disappointing to Lettice, and as a foreplay of what might happen on some other occasion, the watchers sprang out, with appropriate maternal screaming.  The two girls were certified as betrothed by the Cardinal while the Imam issued a certificate that they were suspected witches and required to report to the pommie General Medical Council with a view to examination and incineration.                                                                                               





So it would appear that despite Soraya, or whatever her name is, having spent so many years within the Inca Nation, within which there are some four hundred million squaws, Lizilith has not yet revealed the identify of her companion.   Fanny meanwhile has six.. I mean four.. and they have each other.  Sabrina does have a background in honkiland though, of course, she is no honkie.  But she has been full time resident of the Maltesas for at least four rotations of Sol.  This is hardly credible!  But, as I say, there are four hundred million squaws and there may have been somebody obvious who has been overlooked.  Zilla is to be complemented for her devotion to and moral support of her cousin during these unhappy experiences and, no doubt, the companion is somewhere within the Inca nation and will emerge.
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