08530RPR.FAN:  From Ms Fanny po Lune, via Ms. Minerva Miniskirt, Minister of  Truth to the Free Colombian Trade Federation, Palais d’Orleans, Isle de Belsize.





Lucy in the Sky with Daido





Ms. Fanny po Lune gives an account of recent experiments in aviation – after Minnie renders lip service to Gloria’s recent Domestic Market.





Mr. Britson, of the pommie Britannia Building Society, informed us, at Gloria’s recent domestic market, that he intended to relieve his punters – at their request – of the burden of  written notifications of changes in his interest rates.  This would ‘save paper’ – ecologically sound – and make more available for Direct Debit adverts.  Mr. Britson has found a use for his spare paper!  The very next day our President Mussolini received a circular from Mr. Britson: “Greetings from Dickiland!  Spendadamoney!”.  We had supposed that Mr. B was most the sensible of  pommiland’s pundits – unless this is a new Mr. B foisted by their club – but we are now led to suspect that he has merely been the slowest – the slowest to modernise.  Maybe he has discovered a way of throwing away his punters’ cash instead of paying it back to them in bonuses!  Maybe he supposes this to be a good time to demutualise!





Not every pundit is as happy as Mr. Britson.  If  Mr. B. is subsidising Mr. Clever Dick on the Isle de Fouchette he must be happy.  The face of the unfortunate Mr. Bingley – with his buy-to-let and self-assessed mortgages - We got it off an old advert – has been adorning our office dart board for at least five years!  So, despite the sagittarial mutilation, when he arrived at the Domestic Market we recognised him immediately.  Mr. Bingley looked decidedly unhappy… though no more so after Lila had kicked him around than previously.   Even a computer and a solid steel action woman, it turns out, may, very occasionally, unmask a streak of softness.   The photo has now been taken down.  Lila and Gloria feel sorry for Mr. Bingley.   The world has suddenly turned against him!





“I wish I had more time to spend with my family..” mourned Mr. Bingley.





“That can be arranged!”, purred Ms. Lila po Lune, fracturing his innominate bone with her left hallux.





“..time to devote to my favourite charities..”, he continued.





The therapy for that was a dislocated shoulder joint.  But Mr, Bingley was a glutton for punishment.





“..to unclog my coronary arteries”.   The pommies have become famous for their coronary arteries!  That at least Lila’s witchcraft can cure in a fraction of second.  Maybe she did so and maybe not!  She just smiled and walked off, leaving the pundit to Gloria.





Gloria had resolved to be nice to Mr. Bingley.  She promised to buy the shares he was offering her – but she didn’t actually buy any.





“But I am going to vote against the proposal”, she added, “It is ill thought out.. too rapidly… in a panic.. the price is too high!”.





Dr. Eugene Karadzic, the Chief of our Tum Tum Narcoutes, however, was not so polite.





“Try as I may”, he snarled, “I can discover no viable activity promoted by your company.  You have a long record of imbecility.  During the previous pommie era of lending lunacy, because you felt you were not big enough to compete with Milor Halifax, you diverted to financial consultancy and bought up all these Estate Agents.  Then when the bubble burst you sold everything off!  Two wrongs do not make a right!  As with Don RtR Rnk and his theme parks, you had chosen your medicine and had to live with it! … And what’s the use to you of a mere three hundred million pounds?  Of such a small sum, in recent months of pommie accountancy, no-one has ever heard!”





“Well,, er…yes.. er ..no!  It’s what we call liquidity.  Keep us going for a bit… until, hopefully, Mr. Jacob Marley, of  Lloyd’s bank decides to buy us… Alaisteir Crowlink permitting…”





“Oh yes, Mr. Jacob Marley… the fuddy duddy by everyone mocked as he was falling behind on the market share…Maybe you have some buildings worth some inflationary pfunt… unless you have sold them off under some re-lease agreement… You surely wouldn’t have missed out on that…”





We can’t but feel sorry for Mr. Bingley, pommie though he may be.  All in pommiland falls on the Managing Director, surrounded by all the neddies and neddie-chairmen.   There is nobody to help him along, to advise or share the responsibility of making the decisions.  He is all alone – and then gets the blame.  I suppose Mr. Bingley is going to retire to Fouchette.  We have seen the symptoms before.  Who then is going to tidy it all up?  Some neddie or neddie-chairman foisted by the club?





Despite her current opportunities for told-you-sos, Ms. Gloria Goldenlay, elected yet again the world’s most unpopular economic analyst, but not by such a big majority – maybe she feels she is slipping and the time is needed to restore her reputation.. is dilly-dallying over the long-awaited final episode on the perks.  So Fanny has taken the opportunity to report some of  her recent adventures. 








Even pommies, I suppose, will be familiar with the famous game of chess played between their King Henry VIIIth and their Don Tome More which, after twenty seven years, on move 2158, in a well-known even position in the early stages of the Accelerated Bazooka Onslaught, was, after the Don’s head was chopped off, adjudicated in the King’s favour.  Well….Maybe had the Don not lost on time he might have had a slight decisive advantage.





But the king, even without Henry’s extras, was the strongest piece on the board.  Except maybe for the horse.  The loss of a horse could be an unsurmountable handicap.  But nevertheless, no game was ever played to a finish and all, except for their Richard lllrd, were adjudicated in the king’s favour.  With the dawn of the age of enlightenment pedants began to ask: “How do we know what is going to happen?”.  Julie Kaisar ordered that the game be accelerated.  Where it had formerly taken n moves for an elephant, vizier or catamite to reach its destination, it would henceforth move there immediately.  Julie’s reforms led to a considerable enhancement of the powers of the working class but the horse and king were left behind!





It is common knowledge that Gloria’s grandmother, known as the Princess Goldenlay, is, with an ‘entourage’ on a ‘secret visit’ to pommiland.  It is almost as well-known that she is playing in a chess tournament at Ex-checkers, summer palais of  President Gorgo, who is patron of the toriland chess federation.  It used to be Checkers but the classical rules have been reinstated to make sure that the Princess wins.  Also, to avoid offending the Princess, the King has been renamed the Queen.





Fatima complained that the pommies wouldn’t have a throne of sufficient strength and magnitude to support the Princess’s bulk.  So we searched out one of  their King Henry Vlll’s old chairs from the dump of  G8 surplus on the planet Jupiter and sent it back to pommiland.  But Fatima still wasn’t satisfied.  She insisted that I join the Princess’s ‘entourage’ as her ‘second’.   This means that I play her moves on her behalf when she is otherwise occupied.  She might be otherwise occupied.  As is well known, the real and top secret reason for the visit to pommiland of the Princess Goldenlay, President of the Bank of  Belsize, is that President Gorgo wants to borrow our money to pay for the paper to print more banknotes to counter his ‘recession’.  Or else he can give us what remains of  pommiland in return for the sheets of eco-plastic.  Or we can just give him his money back and he can use that… It did not look as if our reply was not known in advance.. but we thought we ought diligently to go through the rigmarole… and also to take the opportunity to wander around ‘incognito’ to keep check on what was really going on in pommiland.   When Gorgo’s bus, painted ‘Gorgo investing in Thatchograd’s Inca Community’ arrived at the airport, a few students were waiting who informed him that the Princess and her entourage would be finding their own way.





We found no evidence of this severe and disabling ‘recession’ the honkies are whining about… neither in pommiland nor in honkiland in general.  We are not inclined to judge the honkies by their own values, but nevertheless, in as much as honkiland is a factory, it is currently a hive of activity.  If there is any ‘recession’, this refers to unnecessary or counterproductive pseudo-industry which they have been cultivating to avert their ‘recession’.  It is very generous of  Gorgo to offer us what remains of  pommiland – for all the use it would be to us – but the recession which Gorgo fears is a recession in the pseudo-industries pommiland would be better without – and although these particular unnecessaries may be in recession they are by no means in recession enough.  The continuous racket we encountered can hardly be described as recession even in that – though maybe it is recession compared with some previous absurd extreme.





Mr. Osama bin Ladin and the Brigand Tung are, I suppose, seen in honkiland as the progressives within our Old Politics.  The honkies suppose Ozzie and the Brigand to be very serious, dedicated to the cause and without regard for individuals, neither themselves or anyone else – boring characters who suppose it is not possible to be responsible without being miserable.  This is a false view – and more consistent with the honkies’ own neodarwinism in which everything must have some purpose within their ‘struggle for survival’.  Our New Politics is dedicated to dehonkification – a more responsible attitude.  We would also like to see the honkies adopt a more responsible attitude.  But we would not wish the honkies to suppose that we are opposed to entertainment.   I had been planning therefore to descend upon the pommies from the sky, onto their Plaza Capo Trafalgar, in the manner of a bird… and to find out whether any of the pommies would notice.





Fanny and I experimented up on Jupiter with various prototypes which we supposed would be  improvements on the Daidi’s abortive Daido.  It proved unexpectedly difficult to construct a satisfactory device.  Fatima insisted that, instead, we should delegate the task of aviator to the Imam Idi Amin while we waited on the Plaza.. so that I could intervene with witchcraft should anything go wrong..or sail up on a broomstick to effect any necessary repairs.  It was not that  that the Imam was deemed expendable whereas I was not.  The Imam’s photograph has recently adorned the pommie news-sheets together with the headline ‘Nazi Amin’.  The Imam, supposedly, while preaching in the Grand Mosque on Montmandie, or maybe in a translation that Minnie had distributed, attributed the woes of the pommies to ‘self-indulgence’ and the great sin of  ‘multiracialism’.  I am not entirely sure what multiracialism might be.. and as regards blaming the misfortunes of the pommies on themselves, we have reservations.   But the pommies have been coming to us for salvation and the Imam Idi has set himself up, or has been set up, as the prophet.  It seemed appropriate that Idi should descend upon their Plaza Trafalgar flapping a pair of wings.  I rather fancied the task myself.. and we could have persuaded Lila to stand by with a broomstick, but we passed on the task self-effacingly to the Imam.





During my first two or three years broomsticks  would at intervals float in labelled ‘With love from Auntie Penelope’.   This Auntie Penelope lived on Archaeopteryx Island.  She was attached to Daidalos Iscariotis.  This is the same Daidalos Iscariotis famed in pommiland for his unfortunate experiences as manager of their Northern Rock Corporation.  He is better known in academic circles however for his unfortunate experiences as a ‘pioneer’ of ‘primitive aviation’.   Daidi invented the Daido, a pair of imitation archaeopteryx wings.  The device did originally look as if it might prove a commercial success – perhaps on account of an error in orthography – but Daidi would have been better off sticking to broomsticks.                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                        


I suppose, if Penny is an Auntie, she must be descended from some King Ponchobolero.  Or else Lila .. that is, my mother, Ms. Lila po Lune, the Emil of Belsize … was screwing her.  It amounts to the same thing.. except maybe for Rogan.








When Rogan surfaced Fatima and I were none too pleased.   We suspected that she might be a honkie.  At the time I was, as Lila puts it, ‘gadding around the universe’.  But I was always in touch with Fatima and we met rather more often than Lila realises.   Fatima told me that Lila had become obsessed with this honkie.   We had met this Rogan .. since she is Chief of  Merciavostok’s Royal Mounted Anti-Terrorist Police ..daughter of  King Lear and, by honkie standards, a famed witch – though not as famed as her sister Gonerilla.   We do not suppose that Lila is not allowed to have friends… and she might need a second string to her bow.  I suppose Rogan is a resplendent figure of womanhood and if I were a thirty year old nymphomaniac I might fancy her.  Rogan ..come to think of it.. is not that unlike Gloria .. I suppose Gloria must be a resplendent figure of  womanhood, though this not something we have noticed.  But it is not just a matter of physique or even of age.  I do not stick with Fatima and Celery because they are the most attractive looking yahoos in the universe ..though, of course, they are… nor even because we are of similar age… but because we have a life to share and common objectives.  How can the objectives of an Emil of Belsize be shared with a honkie?  If the aunties want to spend their lives screwing one another like a colony of barbary apes, that’s up to them!  Rogan might be worth a thirty second affaire in the washroom of one of  Clever Dick’s hotels.  But Rogan was turning up every other weekend at the Villa on Knossos, and even at the Palais, and Lila was forever off to Merciavostok.





Fatima does not have a mother in the sense that appears on a pommie birth-certificate.  Not as far as we know.  She was palmed off onto her Uncle Ram, together with her sisters, because she hailed from some androphiliac honkie society.  Nor has Fatima got a father.  Neither I nor Lila have a father.  That is not family tradition.  Bit Lila has a mother, whom, in her earlier years she occasionally met.  I am well acquainted with her.  Gloria and Lila have packed her off to the ambassadorship in North Korea.  Gloria’s mother .. and therr great grandmothers ..have similarly been packed off.. though their grandmothers remain familiar figures in the Federation.  But nevertheless Fatima already had at least three mothers.. at least one Auntie in Merciavostok, who doesn’t figure in the equation, plus Lila and Gloria.  There’s nothing wrong with mothers, if they are real mothers.   Gloria and Lila chose Fatima and Fatima chose them.  What was more to the point, Fatima and I chose each other.. though Lila supposes she arranged the whole thing.  But you can have one mother too many!





Fatima and I thought that Lila had gone dillally.  We decided it was time we took over and packed off Lila to somewhere more remote than North Korea.  We had a word with our sister, known as Vendredi.. that is Gloria’s daughter Gloria.  She has no ambition to become First Minister, though she might find it difficult to avoid if Fatima wasn’t around.





“That is what Lila wants you to think!”, Vendredi replied, “That is what she wants you to do!  Carry on all the same!”





Well, of course!  It must have been we who were going dillally.  How could we have missed that!  It now all made sense!  Rogan becomes more and more of an Inca every day!  Before long we are going to discover that she is descended from a King Ponchobolero!





Auntie Penny, you will have gathered, was an androphile.  She had attached herself to this Daidalos Iscariotis.  In the New Politics there is no prejudice against androphilia.  The impression has been given that androphilia is in the Old Politics the most unpardonable transgression against Lizilith, a disease confined to honkies.  But in reality, androphilia in our Federation may not be that common… and we don’t have that many biological males.. but nobody bats an eyelid.  Auntie Pandora, surely, is an androphiliac.. and Vendredi… and Direct Debbie… and Marie Antoinette, the Minister of  Food, has androphiliac tendencies… though that may be because she is blind.  Masculinity is even admired in an Inca squaw… and, although rare overall, in our family it is not uncommon… I am described as masculine, also Lila, Arsula and Minnie.  In pommiland too masculinity is compulsory for their page three girls, though the honkies themselves tend to overdo it and are somewhat on the emaciated anorexic side.  If masculinity is attractive in a squaw it stands to reason that it is attractive in a male.. Celery, for instance.





The notion that androphobia is Inca tradition is mistaken.  It has been forgotten or suppressed that androphobia was unknown amongst Incas before the arrival of  Saint Mandie, who is known herself to have had androphiliac tendencies.  Lizilith is still depicted as an androphiliac.  Although either pronoun could be used – or some other – it commonplace to refer to Godzilla as ‘he’ rather than ‘she’.  Mandie found affection in the arms of  my illustrious ancestor, the then contemporary Lila po Lune and Emil of  Belsize, and remained on the island to escape from Christophero Colombo, a psychopath.  The arms of the Emil were more powerful than the shooting-sticks of the pirates, but she used her powers for good, not evil.  Colombo and his pirates were a gang of degenerates.  What did Colombo care for his cabin boy, Indio Jones, or Mandie’s sister Afriga.. or her sister Ameriga?  Fanny and I were quite right to blow up the effigy of  Christophero Colombo poised on a solid stone cylinder, the Coulomb Coulomb, which formerly desecrated our Place d’Orleans.  When looking out of our window we had been condemned to the view of this symbol of what must be what the Imam means by pommie ‘self- indulgence’.   Jeanne Pucelle is a much more fitting symbol of our Island and Federation.   Androphilia was introduced as a protection against the honkie psychopath.  Biological males are much rarer pro rata amongst Incas than they are amongst pommies,  But that does not mean that there is anything wrong with the normal male as opposed to the degenerate.





We have no use in the New World we are building on the planet Jupiter for psychopaths.  But we don’t have to put up a ‘Keep Out!’ notice.  No psychopath is going to be inclined to live on Jupiter.  That much we have verified on our ‘fact finding’ mission to pommiland.  Not even for ‘survival’.  Despite all their Neodarwinist cant, survival means nothing to the honkie.  Yes, I suppose the Imam’s notion of  ‘self-indulgence’ does have some merit.  It will be hard work setting up an existence on Jupiter.  It might even be uncomfortable.. even the ‘struggle for survival’ the honkies keep on going on about though they havn’t a clue what it might be.  We will all have to pull together!  We intend to be happy on Jupiter.. but we do not expect the easy life.  The honkies live in the nursery… with their society providing everything as a honkie mother supposedly does for a honkie child.  It is all ‘I want!’ and ‘I get!’ – though they are told what they want and it all one big delusion – ‘I am the leader!  I am the expert! Give me your money!’.  There will be no ambition on Jupiter, no rivalry.. everyone will give what they are able to give and there will nobody with nothing to give to undermine them through jealousy or the wish to be on top.  The psychopaths have no desire to escape from their nursery to the real world outside.  Their ambition is not survival but annihilation.   Ziggy has some name for it.  There are lots of other names.  All who share our objectives will join us and remain with us.  I am not going to abandon Fatima if, overnight, she grows a pair of testicles and I am not going to abandon Celery who has a pair congenitally.  We are not going to abandon anyone!





Auntie Penny, nevertheless, did appear to run into some bother because of her androphilia.   Daidi got obsessed with flying around on the backs of the archaeopteryges.  One day he flew off and vanished.  It sounds a bit off to me.  I kept in touch with Fatima when I was ‘gadding round the universe’.  Lila spent three years supposedly incarcerated in the Cosmological Institute in Siberia, but Gloria and Lila nevertheless contrived to meet regularly, even for days on end…  Maybe Daidi had strayed onto the planet Mercury, the archaeopteryx had run out of petrol, there wasn’t a nearby garage and there was a postal strike.  But it does not seem very likely .. and it would be a thin excuse even if it were true.  Penny nevertheless insisted that Daidi was going to return and that she was going to remain ‘faithful’.  Since she was an auntie, I suppose she did remain faithful on and off but there does exist some explanation for this bizarre conduct.





In honkiland Penny was known as Lady Penelope.  She was a pommie miladi…or said to be so.  There are Incas who are pommie miladies.   The Princess is a miladi.  A member of the Order of the Garter.  When the Princess Camilla visited us,  she called upon the Princess Goldenlay, who, at the time, was digging up potatoes on her ranch..   The Princess, of course, was dressed in the traditional National Costume of  Belsize.   This was not, Camilla remarked, suitable dress when gadding with a Toriland queen. 





“Whyever not?”, asked the Princess Goldenlay. “I’m wearing a hat!”. 





 “I was only joking”, replied the Princess Camilla, “In pommiland, on a hot summer’s day… if you wore one of our hats, when riding a horse,  it would probably blow off.  So the Queen Gudeva of  Merciasapad introduced the custom of  wearing, instead, a garter.  So you can lend me a hat and I will confer on you the Order of the Garter – and then we will be evens.”





We couldn’t readily lay our hands on a hat small enough for the Princess Camilla and the pommies didn’t have a garter large enough for the Princess Goldenlay.  So the Princess Camilla found a spare garter in her tool-shed and twisted it round the Princess Goldenlay’s finger and the Princess Goldenlay agreed to dispense with the hat.  That is how they appeared when they posed together for the paparazzi.  It was a bit unorthodox, but nevertheless the Princess is a Donna of their Order of the Garter.   She has now made herself a full-sized garter which she is currently sporting in pommiland.





Uncle Boris, as a joke, bought Lila a miladiship.  He keeps saying he is going to buy me one for my eighteenth birthday, whenever that is.  I can’t think what I will do with it.  Lila is good at miladiing.  She often does it to amuse us.  I suppose I could do so too.. but it isn’t my style.  I suppose I’ll give the miladiship to Celery.  He’s had lots of  practice at miladiing and is an accomplished expert.   I suppose Uncle Boris might have bought Penny a miladiship…





Not only did the honkies suppose that Penny was a miladi but they supposed she was ‘rich’.  The pommies always suppose Incas are rich.  Penny ‘owned an island in the Sea of  Colombia’ and flew a  private executive jet.  In our Federation it is not hard to get hold of a private executive jet.  The G8 dump them on us as surplus ‘foreign aid’.  If we didn’t have the extra area of the planet Jupiter our Federation would be entirely covered with private executive jets.  Penelope, of course, did not ‘own’ Archaeopteryx Island.   That is a honkified concept.  She lived on it.  But this combination of  supposed miladi and supposed rich led to Penny being plagued with honkie ‘suitors’. 





It does not seem likely that any honkie could find his way to Archaeopteryx Island.   The pommie non-execs who come to be entertained at our Domestic Markets on Belsize regularly appear in their ridiculous 'suits'.  Maybe they think we are going to laugh at their spindly lower limbs.  We wouldn’t laugh at them!  By now we are familiar with male honkie legs and it is past a stale joke.  So maybe some of these neddies lost their way when travelling to Belsize and ended up on Archaeopteryx Island.  Maybe Penny couldn't be bothered bashing all these ‘suitors’ or lawyers or whatever they were.. and there was no point in debriefing them since we all knew what lay underneath.  Maybe the pile of bodies had grown so high that the archaeopteriges were beginning to complain.  Anyway, Penny put a notice up: ‘Lady Penelope is not receiving visitors until she has finished assembling her broomstick’.  When the broomstick was fully assembled however, Penny would then complain that the broomstick had flown away and that she had to start all over again.  It had flown away, as I have related to you, but not without Penny’s consent!                     





Penny’s faith or faithfulness did not prove misconceived.  Daidi too had remained faithful when not knocking off some boy on some Grecian island .. and after four years he got fed up with being faithful and returned… just flew in on his archaeopteryx as if nothing had happened.  It was a thin time for an archaeopteryx in the Aegean, just a few phoenices to shag and the odd harpy .. and she was glad to be home. It couldn’t have been more than four years… not ten.. unless Penny was sending me broomsticks for six years before I was born.  No.. I did not inherit a great store of broomsticks.  Lila made me one so I could learn the ropes and, after that, I made my own.





But Daidi was even worse than before.  He would fly around on the archaeopteriges supposing that he was a rescue service for shipwrecked honkie pirates.  Even twelve years ago there weren’t too many shipwrecked honkie pirates.  By then they must have long run out of pirates and ships.  But there were, maybe, the occasional volcanic eruptions, exploding nuclear power stations, large meteors impacting upon the earth, earthquakes, tsunamis, comets that needed diverting…  Daidi would sail up on his archaeopteryx, or maybe on the phoenix his archaeopteryx had brought back as a companion, make a nuisance of himself and get his picture in the honkie papers.





But it went from bad to worse!  Daidi decided to ‘invent’ the Daido.  This, in its original form, was a pair of artificially constructed archaeopteryx wings strapped to the arms!  It was hardly an ‘invention’.  The archaeopteriges had been using them for millions of years - successfully.   So not merely was this an invention that was not an invention, but it was known in advance that it worked.  But not in the hands of.. or on the hands of… Daidalos Iscariotis.  Everyone knows that it is impossible for this device to achieve an ‘exit velocity’ to depart from the earth’s atmosphere.  Nevertheless, Daidi did just that!  It is not that easy to drive a Daido in outer space.   You can try for yourself.  How are you going to change speed or direction?  It is no use punching in the direction opposite to that into which you intend to turn.  Your arm is supposed to remain attached to your shoulders.  You can chuck out little bits of  daido ..but that won’t help you a lot!  Really, you need so much paraphernalia that you would be better off with a spaceship or a broomstick.  Daidi then found himself caught up in the sun’s gravitational field and sailing into uncomfortably intense concentrations of  R-lurgi.  This was all written in up in the newspapers at the time.  But then it dawned upon sceptics that it was all impossible .. and they suggested that Daidi had made it all up as publicity for International Rescue and to sell his story to the newspapers.





Daidi always seemed to me to be a bit of a fraud.  I felt sorry for Aunt Penelope.  She could have teamed up with any of the most shapely squaws in the Federation… that were available.   Incas are born with this 'faithfulness’ or it is one of the first things we learn.  Gloria cares only for Lila… She cares for us and the Federation.. but it is all Lila.  I care only for Fatima…. and Celery.  Yet Penny had to put up with this idiot who kidnapped an archaeopteryx and vanished for four years!   Then he had the gall to return!  Why? Because he wanted to sprout a pair of wings and sail into volcanoes!  He could have used a broomstick or a magic carpet!  I had built machines that could sail into volcanoes – and on one occasion, even, I had to sail into a volcano to rescue him!  Well.. I didn’t have to.. and I didn’t tell Lila or Gloria.  When you are four years old mothers do tend to be a bit overprotective.  I don’t say Gloria and Lila were overprotective.. but had I told them they would have insisted on going.. one or the other, probably both.  I didn’t really trust them.  They were a bit impulsive… apt to be distracted during their calculations.  a bit emotional .. might have met with an accident.  It was far better that they didn’t know and didn’t get involved.  International Rescue was all fraud.. all for the story.  If  Daidi hadn’t got trapped in the sun’s gravitational field, he would have made the story up.  But I am witness to the fact that it really happened!





I suppose I must have been around four years old at the time… We were living at the Palais… the Palais d’Orleans on Belsize…. I had my equipment on a rock about two hundred metres from the Palais… I’d built myself a few simple machines… small spaceships, radio-telescopes and so forth…   I was chatting with Skegnessie.  .. Skegnessie is Gloria’s pet ichthyosaur.. lives  in the Loch Skegness behind the Palais…  An archaeopteryx came sailing towards us.  There was a message strapped on her leg. .from Aunt Penelope.  Daidi playing with his Daido had vanished in an upward direction.   This was news.. since the Daido is more noted for travel in a downward direction.  One of the problems facing the Daidist is the take-off.  This can, for instance, be achieved by jumping from a cliff.  Despite being significant, the note was not highly informative.  The archaeopteryx was rather better informed.   I was not greatly familiar with Archaeopteryx but, of course, understood Ichthyosaur.   Skegnessie understood Archaeopteryx and translated.





I expect Lila and/or Gloria had gotten the same message by phone.  But they would have been faffing or arguing over coordinates and calculations and, in any case, were unlikely to have had the full story that had been provided by the archaeopteryx.  If I had told them there would have been more faffing and more confusion and argument over calculations.  I got through to a dinosaur space-ship which fortunately happened to be in the vicinity.   Lila in later years chatted a lot with the dinosaurs.. but in those days I doubt that she knew too much about them.   I had had some previous conversations with dinosaurs on nearby spaceships.  Dinosaurs can understand most of the languages spoken on Terra and are certainly familiar with archaeopteryx and ichthyosaur.  Skegnessie and the archaeopteryx, who was called Lucinda, were still at hand.    Lucy had agreed to remain until the rescue had been effected.  I reckoned that Lila and Gloria would be occupied for at least another forty minutes… and that, to be on the safe side, the operation had to be completed within that time.





I cannot fully claim credit for rescuing the buffoon.  It might not have been too easy with my simple machine.  It was more that the Dinosaurs rescued me.  Theirs was a small spaceship – but considerably larger than mine.  They hovered over me – with an open hatch – and then descended .. travelling at my speed.. so that my spaceship passed through the hatch and into theirs.   Then they flew on and rescued Daidi by the same process.  Daidi had to be resuscitated… or, more accurately, revived.  I suppose I could not have been with the Dinosaurs for more than twenty minutes, but, in that time, I learnt much of the art of sorcery that has proved useful in subsequent  years.  The Dinosaurs has no intention of visiting Terra and Daidi, fully revived, and his disintegrated Daido, travelled back with me in my ship.. or, I suppose, more of a small capsule.  He did insist on chattering, but I was not impressed.  On our arrival, Daidi travelled back home on Lucy’s back. 





Gloria and Lila were unaware of my absence.   They assumed that Skegnessie was ‘looking after’ me.  I didn’t suppose I needed looking after… at the age of eighteen Gloria and Lila were getting on a bit and it was more they who needed looking after ..but I suppose Skegnessie was doing that!  Vendredi was otherwise occupied. ..probably somewhere with Pip Panpierre, that’s our cousin, Niki Nikodemopoulos… The only boy on Belsize and Knossos…They are more into football, hacking computers, shoes, banjos and pirates… Vendredi sometimes gave me the impression of  being old before her time, with the interests of eighteen year olds, even behaving and talking like an eighteen year old





So, early impressions of the Daido were not entirely favourable.  But it is not necessarily fair to describe the Daido as ‘primitive aviation’.   Although using them only for local travel around Terra, the archaeopteryges, pterodactyls, birds, insects, even squirrels… have been using similar machines for millions of years and so with much greater success, with few or no casualties, than the supposedly more advanced yahoo machines used for similar purpose.  But the broomstick and the magic carpet are much more convenient for travel around the Earth than the Daido and our researches in the Federation have been more directed towards space-ships.  There is no reason to suppose that the Daido will prove any use to us.. other than that anything may prove educative or useful.  But I do find myself reminded, every now and then, how effective the Daido or similar devices used by birds and the rest have been compared with some rival yahoo devices.   I do sometimes find myself experimenting with the Daido, in its various versions, even though you might suppose that my time could be more profitably spent.  Fatima and I on this occasion were experimenting again with the various versions of the Daido used by pterodactyls, archaeoperiges, bats, birds and so forth… and also versions driven by motors over which the yahoo can exert some control…. and also rotary Daidos – much on the lines of the Sikorski machine.. though it is not the aim of the Daido to be just another helicopter or aeroplane with all the attendant paraphernalia.  Some dragons and angels etc. have the wings strapped on the back, independent of the limbs.. and indeed insects have six limbs in addition to one or two pairs of wings.  The flying dragon is, in fact, an insect though most of the dragons we have in the Federation are considerably smaller than those familiar during the Dinosaur era.   These folk have nervous systems and internal anatomies consistent with extra limbs, whereas birds and the like have wings in place of  arms (or on their arms).  Although attempts to market the Daido have regularly portrayed the wings on the yahoo’s back, this cannot be achieved effectively without a motor and manual control.  The practical difficulties imposed by the Daido you can work out for yourself.  But one of these is the size of the wings required.  We eventually decided to fit the Imam with a Daido resembling that of the flying squirrel, more like a couple of parachutes, one on each side, supported by both limbs.  With a bit of luck this would enable Idi to glide onto the Plaza Trafalgar, with perhaps a party to steady him as he landed.  Actively swimming through the air can require considerable strength.  Aeronautical science, I am afraid, has not progressed to the descent from the sky of the elegant masculine figure of the (dark-skinned) worst dressed woman in the universe  - adorned in a purple bikini -  powered by a pair of  unmotorised pixie or angel wings on her scapulae.   It seemed to us that we would either have to push the Imam off a roof or drop him from the Tardis.                                                                 





Fatima and I called on the Imam to enrol his co-operation.  Idi Amin is to be found on Montmandie, the table-mountain across the Causeway of  Colombo.   Lila and Fanny represent Montmandie in the Senate.  We regard Montmandie as the Southern section of  Belsize .. and of  Port aux Bicyclettes… though it is really more of a separate island.. Even if you get across via the Causeway, it is then at least eight hundred metres up a steep cliff-face. ..It is more convenient to hitch a lift on a pterodactyl. Montmandie is known also as Delmonte, the name used also sixty million years ago by the Dinosaur’s who set up our University of  Delmonte to train yahoos to be engineers on their space-ships.  Montmandie is the name better known to the honkies on account of the association with Saint Mandie.. the flashing purple light on the Tour de Piffel, the hostelry in which our patron saint entertained shipwrecked pirates, the massive cathedral of  Saint Mandie on the extreme south of the island, towering over a rockface some two thousand metres above spring tide level…and, next to it, also erected by Mandie’s Polish stonemasons, the Grand Mosque.  The Very Rev Dr Lesbia Funkie-Gibbon, the Primate of  Belsize, is found in or around the Cathedral.  The Imam Idi Amin is to be found in or around the Mosque.  As a matter we found Lesbia and Idi in the Cathedral… and it turned out that Ms. Gloria Goldenlay, Gloria’s great-grandmother, the former First Minister and eminent marine biologist, known as Goldie Prawn, had flown herself from Indonesia, or Australia or wherever it is that she is posted, to yell at the Imam.





Lesbia and Idi played dumb, denied the whole thing.  Neither of them, they insisted, had any recollection of any such sermon .. not in recent weeks.  But Goldie was not convinced.  Idi, she ranted, had blamed the degeneracy of the honkies on their so-called ‘permissive society’ of their so-called ‘nineteen sixties’.  Idi, Goldie ranted, was himself a degenerate, plying the work of the degenerates, blaming the disease on innocent martyrs who had been murdered by the pirates…  . The honkie propaganda sheets, it turned out, were claiming that the ‘Nazi Amin’ had indeed blamed the self-indulgence on the nineteen-sixties.








Idi is not always to be taken seriously.  His colleagues in honkiland are somewhat androphiliac.. a bit weird.  Also the Midianites.. that’s the Moshe Ramoshe’s outfit, who are much the same thing, though you wouldn’t think so the way they go on about each other.  If we wanted to enter one of their honkiland temples they might even try to keep us out… not that that would be too easy if we were determined to get in.   Then they might even insist not only on their traditional fig-leaf but on a covering blanket from head to toe.  Fatima does occasionally appear in one of these glorified Balaclava helmets…So me too – Fatima says this is necessary to show our solidarity with our persecuted Christian sisters… that is, the Italians… Lesbia is a sort of Italian, though not quite the same as the Cardinal Pericoloso Sporghersi… I suppose Lesbia must be a Cardinal.   They really havn’t got much choice!  In our Federation, with nine hundred and ninety nine Incas out of a thousand being squaws and all of them dressed in the traditional costume of  Belsize.. which means, indoors, taking off the hat… with honkie regulations Idi and Lesbia wouldn’t get much of an audience.





Idi does at times seem to spouting androphiliac perversion.  I suppose it is his job to condemn degeneracy.. and degeneracy occurs mainly in honkiland.  So his sermons… or some of them.. have to be addressed to the honkies.  You have to address the honkies in terms they understand… which means taking degeneracy as the status quo, even depicting normality as a version of their disease.  Hence the preaching to the pirates of  ‘responsible murder’, ‘the just war’, ‘obtaining the victim’s consent’ and all that bollocks.  Similarly it may not be possible with the honkies to get any further than ‘responsible androphilia’.  The honkies themselves can only see good as some version of evil.. some licence fee, tax or regulation.  We had not supposed that whatever Idi might have said was to be taken seriously, but this story about their l960s, if he really said it, does appear to be the most extraordinary mistake.





Goldie herself had some familiarity with these 1960s in pommiland.. and since those murdered during the course of the genocide were amongst her friends she does not like hear them misrepresented.  Adman, the first honkie, was banished to honkiland by Godzilla.  The honkies inherit from Adman a degeneracy.  Those who live in honkie society, apparently, catch the disease.  So they go round murdering one another… have been addicted to wars.  The first half of the pommies’ twentieth century was all wars.   These were highly mechanised wars and the punter was reduced to a machine obeying orders.  They were not permitted altruistic affection, their own powers of perception or calculation, the facility to make their own decisions.  All this was depicted as sin and taboo.  In fact in the pommie language such concepts are not represented and they are not by the pommie comprehensible or known to exist.  So for the pommie, whatever was punished was wrong and whatever they could get away with was permissible or good.  Then they ran out of bombs and the war ended.   The pommies returned from their war.. and there no officers to tell them what to do.. to dole out the punishment and rewards.  So there emerged in the pommiland of the l940s the greatest crime wave in history.. the ‘permissive society’ – anything was right if you could get away with it!  But then in the l960s some of their younger pommies who realised that the older pommies were psychotic psychopaths… and on account of their permissive ways, with no allegiance to anything granted to the yahoo by Lizileth… caring for no-one but themselves but at the same time living in fear… neurotic psychotic miserable psychopaths.  These would-be reformists would have wished to cure the disease, much as our New Politics is a prescription for curing a disease.





But the ambition of the madman is to destroy the physician who cures the disease.  Lizilith has built into the yahoo some capacity for self-correction… though this may have been largely wasted effort.  Their wars were followed by what they called their birth bulge.. the production of a very large number of  highly intelligent, well-informed, even normal rather than degenerate, young pommies… and also a large number of idiots.  It may have been an acquired idiocy rather than inborn.  The objective of the pirates was for the idiots to survive, in their own image, and for the normals to be eliminated.  It is likely that the idiocy was a condition for survival… that those chosen were given the choice of survival but only so if they consented to their oligophrenia and degeneracy.  The normals were refused a place.  They therefore were free to preach sanity.. and were free to die, or to be converted into schizophrenics or whatever other fate was ordained to be available.





History, as understood by the pommie, is blatant and obvious lies invented by their journalists and advertising industries..  Their goggle-boxes incessantly spout, when not urging the pommies to buy or vandalise houses, lies about their past.. all of course fully equipped with witnesses who remember it all.. and convincing photographs.  A pommie couldn’t remember anything!  What he has experienced five minutes ago he has  neither noticed nor remembered.  Perversion of their recent history, from 1900 onwards, has become a favourite game of the honkie propaganda media..  The 1970s have been a recent target, with all manner of fabrications to convince the pommies that in those days they were unhappier and worse off… which is very much the opposite of truth… and various oft-repeated lies and statistics about their l970s economy.  But over the years the major targets have been their wartime and immediately post-war period.. with a persistent fiction that they were all starving while inflicted with ‘rationing’ – and the nineteen sixties.





Ms. Miniskirt, in her circulars, has drawn attention to fictions of the l960s, invented by journalists, which are still assumed to be history and forever repeated in their schools of  politics.  The psychopaths saw the innocent, whom they feared and hated, as a version of themselves, the sort of psychopath they would have been if they had had the chance and invented terminology and stories about the normals that were a description of the psychopath.  Normality was outside the world conceivable to the psychopath..  The psychopaths supposed that it was the normals who were the ‘permissive society’ obsessed with the ‘sexuality’ which is embedded in the honkie disease… their commercialised hierarchical victimisation… the replacement of love with their neodarwinist domination… and it was the psychopaths who were addicted to the drugs and the rest.  The propaganda media invented the society which they intended to create.. the society of the l980s.  They created an imaginary norm which the idiots, over subsequent decades, then copied.  There had been selective breeding.. with only the morons allowed to survive.  The severely damaged honkie society was always an inevitability.. as was always known.. which does mean there was a trend and the there was Nu Laeba before Nu Leaba.. Nu Laeba before the movement was created in l979 by the Duchess of  Finchley.  But the l960s, even the l970s, are more to be identified with doomed attempts to stop the rot.  





We did feel compelled to tease the Imam about this mysterious word ‘multiracialism’.  We couldn’t simplify this by asking Idi: “What do you mean by multiracialism?”.   Idi just replied that he had never used the word and that he didn’t know what it meant.  He might be expected to say that even if he had used the word.  So we were reduced to inventing various definitions of our own using them to torment the Imam.   





“Without  this multiracism”, Goldie chided, “How do you expect to fill your temples?”





That is all very well, but before we could go into that we needed some definition of what might be a ‘race’.





“Let’s forget about that for the time being.”, I purred, in imitation of Lila, “The children of  Adman are honkies and degenerate – which is one race – and the children of Lila – that is the original Lila – are Incas and normal – another race…”





“It’s not that simple!”, everyone else interjected.





“OK. It’s not that simple.  If I have one parent I belong to one race.  If I have another, then I belong to another.  I have or had two parents.. though I don’t know who one of them might have been.  That means I am multiracial.  That means I am not allowed to enter your synagogue…”





This flummoxed them since it is not that easy to invent a more plausible definition.  If it has something to do with ancestry then where are you going to draw the line?… Differing parents must mean differing race .. and two parents must mean multiracial.   A great many attempts have been made to define ‘race’ in terms of ancestry.. such as by Mr. Hitler… but even he had to abandon the notion and admit that membership of the club defined race and not the parents.   If  you weighed over fifteen stones, wore a hat and lived on Belsize, then you were an Inca.  But you couldn’t actually be sure who weighed over fifteen stones, owned a hat and lived on Belsize .. any more than we can be sure who our grandparents might be.





Idi in exasperation snapped that he had said… that he had not said it but had he said it he would have said, though he had never said anything of that sort…  that… multiracism was different people all living together minding their own business…So I asked what was the preferred alternative – and that turned out to be different people all living together minding their own business. .. some indeed joining the Imam’s congregation and others not…





Idi naturally pointed out that Belsize and Knossos are full of Incas.  Idi is an Inca.  Jeanne Pucelle is an Inca.. Benny Mussolini is an Inca…  People living together minding their own business included no pommie pirates coming to rob us of our collective possessions.  Our Federation is not and never will be for sale.  The pommie pirates live somewhere else.  If you were a Viking living in pommiland then quite possibly the pommie pirates would be minding their own business on the field next door… except that they wouldn’t be minding their own business.  In pommiland different people are minding their own business in much closer proximity than in the rest of  the universe.  But their patch is also taken away.





Let’s see now.  Here in the papers from President Gorgo… They want to sell us…’The London Borough of  Brent.  Ripe for Redevelopment.  Investment Opportunity.  Eco-improvement grant available… Gorgo appears to have forgotten that the Banco of  Belsize already possesses what Ms. Lydia Lodj assures us is a deed of ownership recognised in pommiland of the Borough of  Brent.  Then here.. City of  Sheffield.. and Liverpool… The residents of the Borough of  Brent are just being turfed out… their houses pulled down and replaced with eco-shoddies.  Their government has been doing that for decades.. without any democratic mandate… just turning people off the patch on which they are minding their own business.  New folk are imported and then they too are kicked out and replaced…and so ad infinitum.  That sort of multiracism does not sound ideal.  But if folk are going to be racist, they will probably also be multiracist…





Perhaps Idi was pleased at the opportunity to escape from Goldie,,, though she was returning to Indonesia anyway.   To our astonishment he readily agreed to our proposal… even though Fatima then felt it is necessary to explain that the Daido was not unequivocally safe.  But Idi wasn’t worried and assured us that Godzilla would protect him.  He turned out to be right.  You will, if you are a pommie, have seen Idi descending from the sky onto your Plaza Capo Trafalgar.  Well.. If you are a pommie you wouldn’t have noticed.. not even if you were one of the three hundred yahoos traversing the square at the time.... Pommiland is apt to be windy.   The Tardis landed on… it may be called the Canada Building… and we pushed the Imam off the roof.  A gust carried him over to a stone cylinder and he got enmeshed with an effigy on top of the Viking pirate Nilson…Fatima and I went up on the broomstick to disentangle him and we then picked him up on the broomstick, did a few whirls round the Plaza to gather momentum and then pushed him off.  He landed, apart from some minor mishaps, quite effectively, on the head of a careless Tum Tum.  The Tum Tum said we were in breach of some regulation.   The Daido had been inscribed: ‘Repent!  The end of the world is at hand!’ .. or some such thing.  That was not ‘advertising’ but ‘distribution of  free literature’ – and for that you have to pay a fee.  In pommiland there is a regulation for everything and a licence fee for everything.  I turned the Tum Tum into a pillar of salt and then, later, when I had the time to spare, restored him – though it had been raining and that was an extra chore…and he had been sucked up by a greener cleaner that was audible thirty miles away at their Stanstead airport……  
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