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08C06OR.FAN From Ms Minerva Miniskirt, Minister of Truth to the Free Colombian Trade Federation.

The Feelgoodie Factor

Weeping and gnashing of teeth, according to pommiland financial journalist, the Hon Don Marmaduke Gnome Jnr.,C.H.,O.M., P.C., resound in this office as pommiland, despite the propaganda, despite the irresponsible predictions of the discredited Don Kyoto Hashimoto of the IMF, remains both overtly and in terms of their statistical parameters, in fine economic fettle.  Had we such malicious inclinations, there would be no cause for tears – and Duke, were he not hiding with Micro in a love-nest in Zurich, would be facing arrest. Pommie sociology is such that the expectation or delusion is converted into the reality.   Pommie prosperity rests upon the Feelgoodie Factor.   Section 28 of  the pommie 1698 Blasphemy Act ordains that Brussels Sprouts are extinct in pommiland and that pommiland is undergoing or heading for a ‘recession’.  Schedule 208 of the Act, of course, adds that Section 28 does not exist  If the pommies were aware of the dogmata therein they might conceivably also be tempted to suspect they were untrue.  Section 28 is nevertheless enforced.  Fatima has been branded a ‘callous Amo dyke’ for transgression of this Section 28, which has also provoked a misunderstanding with pommie Minister of the Exterior, Dave the Googleplex.  A Googleplex is a small Cathaian dragon with five pairs of legs per segment, more therefore than a millipede. The honkies’ Rostral Syndrome, with its identification of a limited vocabulary of words or slogans with a delusional or artefactual  reality, has allowed the term ‘recession’ to panic  pommie President Gorgo, in the absence of realistic cause, into ‘preventive measures’ that have never previously failed to provoke what is meant in honkiland by ‘recession’. .  This bulletin conveys also some observations on the Fibonacci Sequence and Space Travel.  Don John Cockcroft blows the whistle.  Fred Gobbels on altruism and honkimorphic teleological animated psychogenes.   George Orton and the Magic Onion (the construction of the honkie society).   Nu Laeba’s pursuit of global warming.  Miladis threatened with de-registration.  Protests over assisted suicides amongst sex-tourists.  Solly Gideon-Cohen corrects inadequate prices that exploit company directors.   Incas not ruled by a priestess.  The etymology of Dahlia and Mercia..

This is neither Minnie nor Micro, nor for that matter any other Minerva Minerva Miniskirt, but Lila known as Fanny po Lune.  I don’t know what gave Micro the idea that I was unwilling to review Fatima’s eight year old brother Mycroft’s recent bulletin because I was fed up with being plagued by his mathematical obsessions. We Incas are not as devoted to division of labour as the honkies and the cousins less so than the aunties.  We do not have a class system and, therefore, also not the economic crises of the honkies.  A witch does not refuse a request, unless maybe she is offered payment ..responding in a manner that is consistent with the Design of Lizilith.. but since both I and my mother Lila are Emil of Belsize we count as the same person and, therefore, there has not been a serious breach of protocol … But Lila did mention that Pythagoras’s students, on account of his familiarity with his minotaur, described his lectures as a ‘load of bull’.  Lila is devoting herself increasingly to cooking cayman samosas – maybe in honour of Osama bin Ladin, whose Banco Belsize Cayman International has this reptile as its icon – and equestrianism.  All the aunties, except maybe Dr. Marie Antionette, our Minister of Food, are obsessed with horses .. I have had fears that Lila’s efforts might prove to have been out of the horse’s mouth… Accordingly I have offered to deputise for Micro while she is off auntying with Duke Junior in Zurich.                                                           

The inordinate length of our bulletins can in part be explained by the delays.  Attention has been deflected to the celebration of the forthcoming birth of my daughter Lila, to be known as Dahlia.  That provides an excuse for a party and I suppose I will have to attend and put on some sort of show…and Fatima will have to dish out to lots of worthy honkie causes…and I will be elected an honorary Mandarin of Cathay…  However the causes of delay include also honkiland increasingly adopting Mr. Clever Dick’s updated equipment.  We do not suppose the honkie to be capable of comprehending the ways of the Inca nor it to be realistic to deal with the honkie as if he lived in the objective cosmos.  It has been the traditional practice to deal with honkies .. in honkiland or in our tourist resorts… as they would be in honkiland.  The Ministry of Truth does not use Inca equipment but is borrowing the North Korean IT system, which we understand to be the most honkified of the honkified.  Vendredi recently tried to trace the location of a friend on the pommies’ internet via their telephone directories and voting registers.. both supposedly public property in the public domain.  She was unable to do so.. obtaining instead demands of  cash from a succession of commercial agencies.. and found that within a period of three minutes she had accumulated no less than seven hundred and fifty seven ‘cookies’ in addition to less readily identified adware,  spyware and buggerations.  It is the same with their laws, their company reports and all other information that is supposedly readily available but excluded from their public libraries ..which now on orders from President Gorgo stock kiddies’ comics.. on the assumption that it is available on ‘the internet’ .. while the only practical use of their ‘computers’ is the generation of digital racket and the playing of video films all for the benefit only of morons.  Clever’s commercial success depends on his customers paying for adverts, adware, spyware and preference on his search engines.  Competitors, to remain competitors, have been forced into adoption of his methods.  The updated machinery therefore has to handle terabytes of ever increasing number ..to be ‘broadbanded’… to accommodate these unwanted extras programs can only be accessed on updated Dick equipment if they permit themselves to be expanded by these extras, which depends upon the presence of the Dick Facilitation Sub-Routine.   North Korean software dates from an earlier era with the outcome that Clever’s machines both bugger it and refuse to accept it…  We do not find it practical to continue postponing news forever to keep bulletins within reasonable length and the present contribution is being recognised by Don Alec Guiness as a world record…                                

[Dr Karl Darwin, Professor of Etymology, or maybe entomology, at the University of Delmonte, is aware that we are plagued by pedants who criticise our spelling and pronunciation of ‘Mercia’, as in King Le’ar’s Kingdom of Merciavostok. The name ‘Mercia’, in any of its variations, has not been used in pommiland prior to the King’s marriage to the Queen Ro’an (‘Rowena’), who comes from Sachsen.  The critics suppose that we imagine that ‘Mercia’ is short for ‘Patria Mera’ – International Italian for ‘Anglia Proper’ or ‘Middle Anglia’.  ‘Mercia’ is short for ‘Danmark’ with the addition of the Italian ay-eye.

‘ Within Our Mark’ is considered by etymologists to mean ‘within our boundaries’ rather than ‘within our country’.  The Dans know that they are Dans, or whatever name they locally give themselves, and therefore do not bother to add this further identification to the name.  The xenophobic pommie druids like to claim that the Dans and Sassenachs are two distinct nations or tribes who are heavily armed illegal immigrants as unwelcome to each other as to the Native Cymrics and the Italians.  Both, however, arrived as travellers, as individual families, in boats that were unarmed and would have been no match to the Italian navy.  The druids claim that Dans settled North of the Trent, the Region now known as Daneland (some of which is in Merciavostok) and that the Sassenachs to the South built castles to keep them out.  But the Castles are North of the Trent and both regions are full of both Danish and Sassenach settlements.  Both the Italians and the Cymrics, in the form of the President Toby Liar of Toriland, known to the Cymrics as King Vortigern, greatly encouraged illegal immigration. Vandalism in pommiland is the work of Vortigern’s ‘improvement schemes’ and not of immigrant marauders, though Vortigern did, of course, employ immigrant labour.  If these peaceful settlers refer to their lands in their own patois as ‘our country’ they are not implying that it is so as opposed to being the country of some other peaceful settlers.   The Cymric aristocracy has come to identify itself, through its marriages, with specific locations on the pinkie mainland, but this is not reflected within the general pommiland population.   No contradiction is seen in the kingdom of Queen Hors being known both as ‘Litus Saxonis’ and ‘Anglia’ (i.e. Danmark).   Confusion has been caused because the druids, writing in Italian, add an ‘a’ to the queen’s name and imagine that it is more polite to refer to the queen as ‘Ross’ (Sassenach for ‘horse’) rather than Hors (Sassenach for ‘buttocks’).                                               

‘Mercia’ is pronounced by the Italians as ‘Markia’.. which bears some resemblance to the Sassenach ‘Mer’ .. leading to an Italian confusion with the Cymric 'Mrgan(a)’.  Native Cymrics, such as King Le’ar, have annexed the name as ‘Marcia’ pronounced ‘Marsha’ and Sassenachs such as Princess Ro’an (‘Rogana’) prefer ‘Mertzia’, both inventing long-standing historical derivations within their own languages.  There is no connection between ‘Marsha’ in any of its manifestations with the Italian ‘Mars’.   Although ‘Mercia’ is from everyone’s point of view incorrect, other renderings would not be recognised outside Marxia.                                                                                              

Karl has pointed out that Neanderthal, a word sometimes used by honkies for the normal as opposed to Rostral yahoo physiognomy, is eponymous of the Gotic and Honkiland Chess Champion, Neander Thal.  Some groups of sounds, such as t, th, dh and d have traditionally been in the Gotic language interchangeable or equivalent within  differering  dialects and have been rendered by the same or very similar bukstab.  This has led to the  pommie druids  introducing confusions both in spelling and pronunciation where Gotic language has been adopted in pommiland.  Although the proposed cognomen Dahlia for the incipient Princess po Lune is short for ‘Cordelia’, the tragic last witch of honkiland, this is also the name of a vegetable  cultivated by Neander Tal.  There are local variations… ‘witch’, exemplo gratias, being in pommiland usually pronounced ‘bitch’.  Dr Brewer, a pommie etymologist, names a ‘prosperous family of Gothic usurers’ as the ‘Fuggers’.  Although pommiland Goths thus pronounce the name, in the Etats Unies ‘Bugger’ or ‘Walker’ are more common and ‘Vugger’ is preferred Gotenburg.  Similarly, neither Tal nor Thal is customary in Gotenburg.. but Dhal.  The druids supposed the ‘h’ to be invariably unpronounced and therefore did not know where to put it .. as in Ghandi.. and so concocted the spelling ‘Dahl’.. as in ‘Dahlia’.  Druids will even put the ‘h’ at the end.. coining Dalh.. and they then suppose that the ‘h’ is pronounced, as a short ‘e’… Dale, as in Dalek.  Using the spellings Dalh or Dale the druids are even going as far as to suggest that the Gots themselves when pronouncing such words invariably enunciate them with a terminal longish accentuated ‘e’ (pronounced as an ‘a’ or ‘aa’), though the Gots, despite their numerous variations, never do this!  The t and th are interchangeable in such Gothic words as Judit, Got and Tor.  The interchangeability of b,v,f and w appears also in the different versions of Italian.  Children at druidic (according to Bill Gates, ‘diuretic’) schools in pommiland who speak Gotic or Italian find themselves humiliated by such erroneous dogmas as that their languages contain no v or th!]

I will leave Gloria to comment on this item in Carlo Ponzi’s confession, delivered during his residence on Alcatraz Bay without any persuasion, that asserts that the yankies, some time in the nineteen thirties, were afflicted with escalating stock prices because of the generosity of Mr. Bingley’s loans.  Their pension funds were buying up favoured bubble bonds at ever increasing prices ..thereby enhancing the ‘value’ of those already held.  One day Mr. Morgan mislaid his shopping list and forgot to buy his ‘common stock’ in General Motors, the ‘market collapsed’ and the ‘value of yankie industry’ was diminished overnight by five trillion greenspam (then known as dollari).  This elementary error really does need to be expunged.  Where increase in price is due to enhanced money supply, real or imaginary, as with Mr Bingley’s mortgages, the value remains the same.  Mr. Clever Dick might lend Direct Debbie a million pfunt to buy what remains of pommiland.  That would double the price.  The value has remained the same but the value of the pfunt has halved.  It might be assumed that Mr Clever Dick actually has the vouchers or that he has borrowed them off or has some guarantee from Milor Gnom.  Milor maybe has borrowed or has guarantee from Ozzie bin Ladin.  Somebody has the money.  It might however suddenly enter the public domain of knowledge that nobody has the pfunt.. that they do not exist.  Then the price halves and the value of the pfunt doubles.  President Gorgo then to prevent ‘deflation’ lowers the interest rates to halve the value of the pfunt to restore prices.  But it could be more devious…the over-priced stock and hice, for example, could have been used as security.  Also, of course, the money supply is actually the quantity of pfunt multiplied by the square of its velocity of circulation… It will amount to the same, but I leave these complications to Gloria..                                                                                                                        

But then the pommies when referring to their ‘slump’ even today recite in horror that the unemployed – the liberated slaves - were queuing up for fish and chips.  The Princess Goldenlay has a recollection of these cheap pommiland state sponsored restaurants in which fish was fish and not a microgramme of irradiated protein surrounded by batter even in the early l960s.  The same pommies speak with horror of the period when they were subjected to ‘rationing’.  If the pommies claimed that they were ill-fed at the time maybe they did this to impress the yankies who swallowed the story and perpetuate the legend in their Hollywood films.  During our visit earlier today of Toriland their Minister of Truth, Don Huge Carlton-Greed, showed us a documentary video of a l940s abattoir in Sheffield.  The Princess now assures us that she encountered this and other knackeries during a later period and that her grandmother did so during the l940s and that they were tiny places, in their cattle markets, which in the wartorn l940s were under government control, without any horrific highly industrialised conveyor belt equipment.  Cattle and also sometimes pigs opted for voluntary euthanasia, known now as assisted suicide, through being assaulted by the knackersman wielding a machine resembling a modern honkie hedge-cutter .. remembered perhaps though they have no more hedges..other than hedge funds.. through which passed an electric current… a device invented by Thomas Edison in the Etats Unies and known as a ‘humane killer’ – originally for the voluntary euthanasia of non-pinkie yahoo criminals.  The animals were then, without much further ceremony, carted off to the butchers, in whose emporia they were to be seen hanging from hooks.  Honkies habitually take fake filming to be historical fact.  The fictional abattoir has perhaps been introduced on account of the honkie obsession with cleanliness and disinfection, which they identify with gleaming updated machinery.  It does not take the world’s leading pro-active macroeconomist to cotton on that the honkies during these periods of austerity were a lot better off than they are now!  We have to guard against the possibility therefore that such ‘recessions’ were so from the point of view of stockbrokers or estate agents and uncomfortable to the slaves only on account of the pathology within honkiland that the survival of the slave depends on her remaining a slave rather than being granted freedom.   This pathology is a separate consideration from any alleged malfunction of their factory.  All points to the factory not having malfunctioned and that the ‘cure’ which resulted either in the re-enslavement of the liberated slaves in the Etats Unies or the importation of illegal immigrants – probably the latter – was a reintroduction of malfunction even though it may or may not have rescued slaves from assisted suicide.  If so the honkies were storing up trouble for themselves .. and experience has shown these troubles to play out over centuries rather than weeks…

Hang on a mo!  There is a cable here from Professor Gobbels who has read the galley proofs of this circular.  “The length of the mastodon’s nose”, he tells me, “is not the critical example”.  Rather, the “pigmentation of the urban pommie”.  Samples from pommie streets in the l950s were “101% albino” whereas today they are “98% tinted”.  This is because the pommie thereby can evade the Tum Tums during the dark winter nights.  Or maybe the albinos are adopting ‘Batesian Mimicry’ of the tinted subspecies who are more feared by the Tum Tums on account of the presence of the Litigation Glands that emit jets of ink…This proves genetic mutation to be the means of one species evolving into another more superior.   Although the pommies do here appear to have undergone genetic improvement, there are nevertheless two major snags.  Firstly, the pommie passes through a larval stage and then visits the health parlour to be tinted and instantaneously metamorphoses into an imago, immediately copulates and then lays its eggs.  The survival criteria, therefore, apply to morphology of the larva whereas that of the imago depends on what honkies call ‘sexual selection’ – decorations and baubles.  Secondly .. degree of pigmentation depends on internal variation within a species, on the number of phenotypically active pigment genes .. of which, in honkies, there may be over seven hundred .. all of them ‘recessive’ ..i.e. absent or non-functional.  Also, literature confirms that pommiland even in the eighteenth century was notorious for its smokes and fogs and that the deprivation of sunlight cannot therefore be the explanation of changes of pigmentation in their urban or periurban species.  What is tinted or not tinted is a matter of subjective interpretation and we cannot be sure that the comparative samples were taken on the same streets, if indeed a realistic comparison between the two eras is possible…and pommie Tum Tums, if they exist, rely on infra red censors whereas the Professor’s researchers rely more on ultra-violet.  The changes in pommie species both anatomically and in behaviour in response to honkie delinquency have been much more drastic…                                 

That’s right, Fatima… we nipped over to pommiland ..to Toriland…again earlier today… in connection with our treaty to buy pommiland’s excess carbon dioxide.  Toriland was inundated with sneg, a white, crystalline, powdery, manifestation of water shortage that descends from the sky in globally cooled climates.  The population of their offices was much as before, except for a substantial number of Nu Laeba donors having fled to Luxenburg to evade the taxis.  As our broomstick sped through the park, however, the scene witnessed was reminiscent of photographs of eighteenth century pommiland ..or of the Krashni Ploshad in Moscau.. with giant snowballs, snowmen .. and yahoos dressed in appropriate winter clothing.   A pommie would hardly have a supply of long-unused ancient unupdated garments in her wardrobe.  We concluded therefore that these were illegal immigrants from the Eastern Italian Empire.. or from Siberia.  Our hearts sank when we passed three males and a squaw dressed in clothes of yankie design whom we supposed to be native pommiland yobbos.   But as we passed we overheard them conversing in Ruski.  On the streets of toriland and in the shops we did not encounter one single person (apart from Cordelia) who was not speaking Ruski or Polski.  This leads to the conclusion that climatic changes lead to apparent rather than actual changes in sampled populations.  The Mad Professor might get more reliable results by sampling the larvae, who may be easier to locate  – though these are in any circumscribed area apt to have the same or closely related mothers and an uniformity that is random chance…                          

Incas regard Evolution as the design of Lizilith, continuous unified change in the cosmos as a whole, one effect of which is to allow perpetuation of organisms in some form, and not a striving or competition for mastery or perfection.  Organisms per se inevitably promote changes which require overall adjustments within the homeostasis of the universe that may result in the elimination of a ‘species’ or particular organic manifestation, such as the honkie, yet still be within the Design of Lizilith – a matter which Lila has discussed in relation to their fictional global warming.  Honkie propagandists such as the Mad Professor emphasise competition to achieve superiority or perfection.  The honkies, naturally, since they exist, like to consider themselves perfect…though if this were realistic it would refer only to adaptation to immediate and present environment.  Perfection nevertheless is a subjective value judgement that is separate from the facts and should not affect any realistic arguments.  In so far as it is ‘survival of the fittest’.. this is a tautology, the ‘fittest’ being those who survive, or in honkiland, are permitted to survive.  Nu Laeba propagandists also see Evolution as the product of the Strategic Review Gene (SRG) which arose by accident and is present in all organisms.. except, maybe, honkies.  The Gobbelists regard Lizilith, individual identity, consciousness and morality and all that they suppose to be outside physical science as redundant and imagine that that gives them a more realistic view that is the origin of the difference in ideologies between themselves and the Incas.   But if the honkies are right, then Design of Lizilith and Strategic Review Gene are, as far as the logic is concerned, the same thing.  There should not be differing conclusions or ideologies.  As we view the honkies they live in a walled-off factory of their own that is part of a greater system.  We could say that they are not aware of the universe outside.  But the reality perceived even locally by the honkie is a delusion.. or, according to Gobbels, the honkie has no consciousness at all.  But if, for argument’s sake, we take the honkie to be aware of his own private world and nothing else at all, then the honkies are making excuses to justify and perpetuate their errors when their entire structure is in need of removal or amendment…to be eliminated by evolution rather than being the sum total which is to be preserved…                                

Witches, Incas and Dinosaurs.. the Neandertal types.. are endowed with a grasp of reality but, in the view of the rostrals, devoid of fantasy or imagination.  Thus the honkiland historian, Franz Kaffka, has a dry, descriptive, journalistic style.  The honkie, he asserts, is a dog that imagines that his work, the standing on the hind legs and whining, generates the tins of kennomeat  that descend from the sky.  His companion, by different work, persuades the tins to open themselves and the contents to transfer themselves onto the platter.  But for her too the tins are just there, without any explanation.   Honkies live in a limited universe of their own imagination.  The dog then departs and on his way back from the cashpoint is accosted by the comely bitch with the  traditional greeting ‘Wanna Feelgoodie?”.   He is then overcome by the Feelgoodie Factor.. The Economy Expands!                                                                                                                       

The honkies use the word ‘growth’ and they suppose therefore that their economy, while they are actually treading water and generating  waste, does indeed grow like a tree, getting bigger and bigger until there is no more carbon dioxide left for the tree to eat  (though actually most of this tree is ‘dead’ and persists as renooable fooel).  The honkie does however regularly display a capacity for combining a delusion with a more accurate approximation of the truth or for such double meanings to be discernible in the language used.  The different meanings represent different concentric annuli separated by homophobic barriers within the construction of honkie society and psychology that George Orton has described.   The classical case is ‘Don’t die of Ignorance’, the Ignorance in this instance being that of their medics.   There is a realistic perception amongst honkies that honkie Economic Growth is psychological...the Feelgoodie Factor.. measured by the Feelgoodiometer.   The pommies 1698 Blasphemy Act insists nevertheless that pommiland faces an impending ‘recession’ and that Brussels Sprouts are extinct in pommiland.   Schedule 208 of the Act, of course, underlines that this may not be known (since were it known, that would raise the possibility of it not being true)  .. but the Law is enforced nevertheless.  For suggesting that the extinction of the Brussels Sprouts in pommiland is not a certainty, Fatima has been branded a ‘callous Amo dyke’ and ‘red-faced Paki bitch’ (Fatima was born in India, of which the Blasphemy Act prohibits mention.  The Maltesas were also briefly named ‘India’ (in honkispeak) by Christofero Colombo, in honour of his cabin boy Indio Jones, marrying however, when Indio succumbed to Draculosis, his Ghanaian slave, Afriga Muscaria, and then, when she succumbed, her younger sister, Ameriga.. but not then the youngest sister, Amanita, known posthumously as Saint Mandie).  Over this issue we encounter now a misunderstanding with pommie Minister of  the Exterior, Dave the Googleplex (a Googleplex being a crustacean similar to a centipede but with more legs..five pairs per segment.. a diminutive Cataian dragon).    It is in the nature of honkie psychology, nevertheless, that the expectation or delusion becomes the reality.   The Recession Dogma therefore could be a misconceived law.  …The Rostrals  are limited to a finite number of digital concepts.  President Gorgo has thus become obsessed with the word ‘recession’, failing to define the real or imaginary problem that he is facing, and seeking solution via an even more extravagant version of the policies that brought on his supposed troubles...          

Dr Eugene Karadzic, our Minister of the Interior and Chief of Tum Tums Narcoutes, is not as thick as he pretends to be!  Eugene likes to point out that consumerism is a symptom of ‘depression’.. or the hypomanic phase of the ‘bipolar syndrome’.  Eugene, when President of the Serbian Royal College of Psychiatrists, supposed that there was a distinction between recession inbuilt into the honkie and a recession imposed by external economic circumstances.. from which point of view this consumerism is not just a matter of the honkie having a miserable time earning his luncheon vouchers and then blowing them in one great joyous orgy that distracts from the misery..…  Dr Karadzic points out also that the young lady asks: ‘Do you want to feelgoodie?’.  It follows therefore that the honkie does not feelgoodie.  He has been deprived of feelgoodliness so that it may be converted into an industry.  Incas have little time for honkie psychiatry but nevertheless generally agree in this context with Dr. Karadzic.  We are not aware that Lizilith ever suggested that the inflorescence of the Midianite Lily of the Field, the Papaver officianale, competed in comeliness with, say, Fatima or Cordelia.  We have to remember that Lizilith endured the affront of Adman appearing adorned with a figleaf…not so much as a tribute to Lizilith’s artistry but to conceal it.   The decorations of the honkie, in so much as they are curtains that conceal reality, cannot be compared to the Design of Lizilith.  The Incas do not perceive the honkie baubles as Feelgoodie but as ever more bizarre substitutes.  But the honkie cannot be promised overnight the Meadow of Melons.  The honkie economy is to be measured as it is by the honkie, with the Feelgoodiometer... even if technically it is not a genuine feelgoodliness but a recession…

Lila and Gloria in their lectures to honkiland refer to the thermometer rather than feelgoodiometer as the device that measures honkie ‘industrial growth’.  If we admit that the ‘growth’ is psychological the honkies might suspect that economics is unreal and that Gloria’s global warnings should be ignored. It is unreal from our point of view but not the honkies’.  Also, the standard honkie feelgoodiometer, invented by Professor Freud, is an ammeter strapped over the course of the pudendal nerves.  The thermometer, inserted by medics trained at the St Trinian’s Academy up the rectum, is seen by the honkie as a more unpleasant clinical device and therefore a more appropriate representation of economics.                                                                                        

During the carboniferous era the conversion of carbon dioxide to renooable fooel resulted in increase of terrestrial lurgi mass, to Terra’s orbit moving away from Sol, and a level of surface cooling… that was unwelcome to the Dinosaurs.  The industries of the Dinosaurs led to a reconversion of the bound lurgi that towards the end of this period resulted in some surface warming, insignificant to the Dinosaur relative to the overall cooling, but, as warming, unpleasant to smaller more primitive species such as the honkie that emerged during the latter era.  Although honkie notions about global cooling, carbon footprints and so forth are unmitigated nonsense invented as an excuse to promote their industries, these industries do emit lurgi the amount of which can be accurately calculated, the amounts emitted by each process and lost to outer space being accurately known.  The expected ‘global warming’ can be calculated and also the further warming due to destruction of vegetation and removal of carbon dioxide that prevents the bound lurgi being restored via incipient solar radiation.  This ‘warming’ however cannot be observed, being swamped within honkiland’s far greater global cooling.  Even were this not so, then, despite it being possible to calculate terra’s lurgi loss and the extent of Terra’s motion towards Sol, honkie technology would still have no means of measurement.  Thermometers suffer from a multiplicity of inaccuracies including, for instance, that they are irresponsive to lurgi emission currently in the form of noise – which in honkiland is very obvious.  The thermometer and the feelgoodiometer are alternatives which, if they were accurate, would not produce differing measurements.  Although from the Inca point of view the pathology of honkie industry lies in its lurgi emission, from a honkie point of view the Feelgoodie Factor ..what the honkie actually experiences ..is of far greater significance and the feelgoodiometer is a much more accurate and relevant instrument of mensuration that the thermometer.

Lila  mentioned in passing that Fred Gobbels, Professor of Propaganda at pommiland’s Oxford University, was very anxious to deny the existence of ‘consciousness’.. that organisms were ‘created in the image of Lizilith’.. have an awareness of what they may or may not be doing and perceiving.  This confers also on the possessor of consciousness an identity  and individuality…and such an organism, as Adman did, and carriers of the degenerate X-chromosome still do, may even defy Lizilith.   Fred points out that ‘consciousness’ is not externally perceptible.  It has no place in the honkie’s world of words.  We do not know whether a rock, honkie, tree or branch of a Medusa or a cell in our liver is conscious.  This is very important to Gobbels since Nu Laeba do not wish there to be any rival authority or motivation to that of the factory or army .. and, of course, Gobbels wants to be Lizilith, which, by his logic, means that he does not exist.  Mad Professors tend to be medics, graduated through money and class rather than talent and have therefore an inferiority complex that makes it necessary for them to be as wise as Lizilith. However, also, the honkie identifies Lizilith not only with consciousness but with ethics.  The pupils of St Trinians Academy are divorced from Lizilith and their ethics are delivered with a stick.. more by their demons than by Lizilith.. and the honkie medic, educated at St Trinians.. harbours a resentment against Lizilith on account of a persecution for which Lizilith carries no responsibility ..though, I suppose, the matron may portray Lizilith as her henchwench.   And, of course, Neodarwinist Ideology is a paid job in honkiland, much appreciated by the slaves, whereas Science isn’t...                  

 Fred has now been bothering Lila by seeking an explanation of altruism.  He claims that the ants on the Isle de Fouchette, who on the island are employed to remove household waste much in the same way as honkies use mice or rats, serve their Queen, who is  the carrier of their genes.  As  a matter of fact, a colony of these ants contains several thousand ‘queens’ - rather like pommiland - and in an emergency the non-fertile ‘females’, despite their fewer chromosomes, can lay eggs .. which produce males (with even fewer chromosomes) which then afflict androphilic assault upon... It might be difficult by this means to generate a tetraploid ‘queen’- but it the colony could always buy some on the transfer market or wait until the foreign queens wander in during the mating season…It’s rather like the trouble the honkies suppose we have because of our ‘shortage of males’.  ….  I am united with Fatima, as a matter of fact, because I am united with Fatima, not because she carries my genes...The Design of Lizilith evolves as whole.. not as war between genes...                                                                                                                             

The Mad Professor claims also that the Amazon or Israeli Ants of  Phucket are a nomadic species of heavily armed soldiers who murder other emmet species and everyone else that crosses their path.  The ants have evolved to run fast so that they can catch the Canaanites who in turn, to get away, have also evolved to run fast, but not fast enough. If this were so this would contrast with a harmless ophidian found at least formerly in pinkiland, the adder or asp.  This supposedly eats lizards.  If so, it is having a hard time in pommiland… but it actually eats earthworms… and therefore, I suppose, is having a hard time.   The adder chases after no-one but just sits next to the earthworm’s hole and waits for it to rain and the worm to emerge.  So too with other honkiland carnivorous species, such as the frog imago and the chameleon.. and, in fact, just about all their carnivorous species other than the honkie are pretty lazy.  We hunter-gatherers adopt a similar approach or keep goats in our back yard.  It would be possible for ants in the region of the Amazon river, maybe, to behave as the Professor suggests but it would not take the ants very long to migrate from end of Phucket to the other and to eliminate rival populations entirely, leaving the neodarwinist emmets without any raison d’etre.  Ants on Phucket may keep farm animals but they don’t chase after foxes on horseback.  Examples can be found or invented to represent any ideology.  An Inca cannot be accused of not being a zoologist since to the Inca there are no boundaries between sciences and all Incas are aware of all the creations of Lizilith… but in honkiland… Religions guaranteed to win Nobel Prizes are not necessarily sciences…                                                         

Honkie philosophers do like to explain a system by citing the presence of a subsystem.. ‘recognised authority’ or whatever.. that is just a homomorphism of the system.. though Fred currently finds it more convenient to espouse the opposite error…purporting that the system does not exist because the subsystem provides no explanation  .. though he does imagine he has created  something new by substituting ‘genes’ for ‘species’ …  or any characteristic he might choose of the species.   The honkies do suppose that creation of a word.. genetic, brain chemistry or whatever.. creates a concept and an explanation…The cells of the yahoo body have some individual identity  .. are separate organisms though part of a larger organism.  The honkie society or factory, also, is an organism though maybe the honkies themselves are in some sense also entire organisms.  We do not find it necessary to find a way of writing out altruism or of explaining it away, but nevertheless, a system such as the honkiland machine is an organism that has evolved just as any other organism has evolved and the same principles apply.  The honkie machine, however, has undergone a Neodarwinist rather than Evolutionary evolution and there is an internally imposed ‘survival of the  fittest’.. the wanted slaves... which ensures that existing structure is preserved rather than it adapting to external circumstances.  It is thus what the Sassenach Weissman describes as ‘morphoplasm’... a temporary structure existing only to preserve the ‘germplasm’ - the witches... who are less specialised and adapted and more responsive to the real universe.  The downfall of honkiland is its burning of witches.                                                                             

We are grateful to the honkiland witches who have, in a manner, come out in support of the Mad Professor.   Nevertheless the obsession with genes is politically motivated and adds nothing to the mathematics.  The rostrals do have the handicap of the damaged X chromosome, which creates maybe a predisposition, but honkie behaviour and their physical handicaps are acquired within their society, even if through a chemically controlled process  that honkies identify with animal alleged ‘instinct’.. responses to immediate necessities or threats, as is the nature of Neodarwinism.  The basic Rostral defect is one of chromosomes rather than genes   .. and evolution is more engendered by such major  variations rather than the ‘gene mutations’ with which the Gobbelsists are obsessed.  The length of the Mastodon’s trunk may vary according to the height of the conifers, but this is due to different Mastoda possessing different numbers of the same gene.  This is a variability to and fro within a range that is already inherent in the species...                                                                                

The pinkies are very anxious to enhance their ‘global warming’ by stimulating their economies with additional energy release.   They have, of course, global cooling,  not warming... which is perhaps how this need to generate the warming evolved.  Their need for energy release always produces waste and their efforts to eliminate waste from view generates further waste.  In theory, however, the release of bound lurgi and its excretion into outer space does reduce the lurgi mass of  Terra - so that Terra moves nearer to Sol and increased incipient  lurgi is experienced at the  surface.   The waste  is measurable in honkie economics  by the cost.. and since higher cost is ‘economic growth’, waste of lurgi is welcome to the honkies.  We thus have the mass destruction of their wigwams with replacement by eco-dwellings with uncurtained ‘double glazed’ windows though which the ‘central heating’, by radiation, heats the universe.   The pinkies have recently outlawed their vacuum-filled light bulbs.  It is true that compared with their gas-filled bulbs, these are very expensive and, in the first instance, produce  rather less ‘light’ than ‘heat’.  But the honkies are not here contradicting their economic principles.   Their ‘old fashioned’  light bulbs, combined with curtains, are  by far their cheapest and most effective method of heating wigwams .. not a fraction as wasteful or expensive than the central heating and double glazing.   Lila mentioned in passing that President Gorgo has been boosting his economy and the level of lurgi emission in the guise of noise by replacing wooden doors with radiation-transparent doors together with noisy digital keys combined with other noises such as emitted by the doors when opening.   We have since learnt that the punters are informed that these  are ‘security doors’ that enable the burglars to see the bicycles stored in the corridor.  They are, of course, not ‘security doors’ intended to keep anyone out.   They have been designed for their prisons.. to keep the punters in.. so that the screws can see through the door, the screws carrying the digital keys and alerted, when asleep in their office, by the racket when the doors open.  Here again we see how Neandertal concepts are limited by their dependency on language.. the single word ‘security’ meaning both keeping out and keeping in and the two being supposed to be identical!… Yes, that’s right, Fatima, and Mr. Clever Dick is selling them ‘pay-as-you-go mobile broadband’ ..’broadband’ being to the honkie their ‘digital music’… expensive racket.  ..You don’t now just get mobile phones ringing on their trains but Don Malcolm Arnold’s entire Gaza Concerto thundering through the vehicle…                                                                                  

Cordelia told us this morning that curtains on these glass doors are illegal because they are a ‘fire hazard’.  Their corridors at the same time are forever being refurbished with replacement coats of plastic paint.  There is impracticality in honkie conceptions… a failure to combine all together in a realistic functional manner.  ..their digital thinking promoting isolated ideas that are cultivated more by the profits of their industries and lawyers than by the purposes of an overall design.. On account of their inability to combine their digital notions into a volume or pattern they are also unable to notice obvious absurdities…                                  

I am still unable to submit what remains of Gloria’s boring discussion of British Energy.  We were assured by Wing Commander Energy and the salespersons that pommie nuclear piles were harmless.. because they contained only a few small rods separated by graphite.  I do not know whether Don John Cockcroft has been blurting out secrets or whether he has become confused.  John now tells us that one kilogram of uranium produces as much energy as a tonne of coal.  ..that is the equivalent of a small thermonuclear explosive… though we would not find it convenient to drop a tonne of coal to excavate a hole on the surface of Jupiter. But he also says that he has been stockpiling over one hundred and fifty tonnes of uranium.. though I don’t know whence he has gathered such an amount.. pommiland must after all be a rich country… and also has been experimenting with isotopes of uranium that from the point of view of honkie technology are hazardous… John muttered something about Nu Laeba agitating for plutonium … though most of that produced seems to end up in the Maltesas, to be transported, in as far as it is needed, to Jupiter and the surplus to uninhabited planets in other galaxies..though there is not much point in storing plutonium.  John, of course, is not British Energy, but Celery will have to investigate these claims …                                                                       

Lila’s commentry of Mycroft’s alleged number theory is not such a bad effort for an auntie… The sequence.. and, despite the critics it is known as a series, well known to the Dinosaurs but studied in honkiland by Pythagoras and then attributed to Signor Fibonacci, starting with 1,1, (we could use 0,1 or 1,2) with each subsequent term the sum of the previous two commences as..

N=1,  2,  3, 4, 5, 6,  7,   8                9                    10               11   12

    1,   1,  2, 3, 5, 8,  13, 21 =(3x7), 34 = (2x17)  , 55 =(5x11) ,89, 144 (= 2x3x8x3)

N=13   14                     15                     16                   17        18

 233,     377 (=13x29),  610 =2x5x61   987 =21x 47   1597     2584 =8x17x19

N =19               20                                                            21

4181           6765=55 (tenth term in the series)x3x41   10,946=2x13x421 … 

You will note that Lila was being lazy and forgetful when failing to extend the series to a perfect square.  The 12th term is the square of 12. We can also get the number 49 by adding the series to itself .. then that series to the original series..and so on...that is, a Fibonacci series of Fibonacci series..

Honkiland’s Mensa freaks, who have this sequence amongst their trade marks,  may also notice that in the sequence as written so far where n is prime number, the nth term is also a prime number.  Also, where the n is divisble by m, the nth term is divisible by the mth term. With the exception of n=6 and n=12, where the terms are the cube of two and the square of twelve, where n is not prime a prime factor, a new prime factor is introduced by the nth term. The 5th term is 5, but we regularly find that when one is added to or subtracted from a prime number that is the nth term or previously unencountered prime factor of the nth term that it becomes divisible by n.   Inspection of this series may also suggest to the Mensa freak that however far we count we will encounter new prime numbers  …numbers divisible by no integer other than one and itself.  Since this goes on forever this provides another proof of the existence of irrational numbers.   No doubt Mycroft has noticed all this, though I don’t know what he makes of it...                                                                        

My mother over a year ago published an account of the Dinosaur’s cosmology, including a proof that the universe is at least seven dimensional.  We supposed at the time that these physics were unknown to the honkies though this was then denied by the Professor in the Wheelchair, who informed us that they had been independently rediscovered in honkiland and were well-known to his students.  The Professor however is described as using Dinosaur or Inca ‘Neandertal’ occipital lobe visualisations rather than the frontal lobe processes of the honkies with Rostral Syndrome.. So we can assume that the Professor and his students are Dinosaurs, Incas or Witches..of the Neandertal type, without the degenerate chromosome.  Lila however had not discussed this cosmology with the Dinosaurs but was relying entirely on her decodings of the data tubes and stone tablets which the Dinosaurs left on their departure in the library of Delmonte University..which then passed into the custody of King Ponchobolero the Forty Millionth and Tenth, or approximately that, or, on his behalf, the Princess Lila po Lune.                              

I became acquainted with the Eminent Dinosaur Scientist, Dr. Nho, when I was   in the course of  what honkies regard as my third rotation of Sol, during the rescue of Daidalos Iscariotis, whose rudimentary bird-like apparatus, the Daido, was drawn into Sol’s gravitional field.  Cynics may suggest that Dr Nho rescued me when I was rescuing Daidi.  It was a collective effort, with the aid of Dr. Nho’s more powerful machinery.  Thereafter I would regularly nip off in one of my home-made space-ships to visit Dr. Nho who instructed me in Dinosaur science, confirming the theory through numerous visits to numerous planets in numerous galaxies.  I would return before my mother, Lila, realised I was missing…

Not that Lila was permitted to fret any more than I will be permitted to fret over the adventures, known or unknown, of my forthcoming daughter, Lila, to be known as Dahlia.  Dahlia is expected to follow the tradition of hundreds of millions of years and to become the Emil… or Chief Witch.. of Belsize and, therefore, of the Inca Nation.  She cannot train herself for this by being overprotected or mollicoddled.  There is no record of any Lila po Lune failing to become Emil of Belsize despite none of them having been overprotected .. though Lila’s mother does not have an overgenerous reputation amongst the Aunties..in the view of some not an outstanding Emil though she is maybe reckoned as having been one…                   

Yes, Fatima… You were not there at the time and, had you been, maybe I would have had other distractions.  It was not an act of recklessness or miscalculation that justified greater vigilance on Lila’s part.  We do not indulge in heroics with foreseeable adverse outcome… and we cannot assume that the Emil of Belsize is more important than a lunatic Aegean engineer… though I am delighted that that is your personal point of view… If you were to take the view, however, that this was a miscalculation and that I had not anticipated the presence of a Dinosaur spacecraft..though if I could locate Daidi I could presumably also locate the spacecraft… and although it is something done automatically it also duty…  If I did miscalculate… which I didn’t… then Lizilith intervened to protect me… and Lizilith will also be a more efficient protector of Dahlia than I am…                                             

Lila explained that space travel is a matter of passing from one sphere centred on the yolk of the cosmos, the site of Lizilith’s primordial egg, which exploded through Godzilla’s well intentioned auntie-like  overenthusiasm… to another.  The universe does not have an orthogonal or ‘Euclidean’ construction.   The actual geometry little resembles that perceived.  Nevertheless it can be useful to use a model in which any n-dimensional rectanguloid or trapezoid figure, or, for that matter, a volume enclosed by radii and circumferences of spheres is, though chosing appropriate units, an unit-sided n-dimensional figure (such as a square or a cube).  Pythagoras’s Law of Diagonals is that the length of the longest diagonal of the unit n-dimensional regular orthogonal volume is the square root of the n +1th term of the Fibonacci Series   Thus an eleven dimensional cube with unit sides has a longest diagonal of length twelve units… though it also has diagonals of length the square root of the preceding numbers in the series.                                                      

Lila has repeatedly mentioned that an n dimensional tensor can be regarded or perceived as an n-1 dimensional tensor or a volume as a point.  The honkies digital linguistic perception amalgamates numerous concepts or a range of concepts into one.. which may include opposites.  The honkie, afflicted with the Rostral Syndrome, thinks in terms of stereotypes and creates stereotypes.  Similarly, whereas the Dinosaur readily perceives and visualises the n-dimensional volume, a honkie can comprehend no more than five dimensions.  Incas and Witches, despite the Neandertal construction, do not find it quite as easy as do the Dinosaurs.   Lila pointed out that the Dinosaurs realised that where they found a spaceship to move with equal facility in all directions in apparently n-dimensional space, there must be a hidden dimension.. or m dimensions.. that constitute the radius between the yolk and the spaceship.  Every point is in fact a volume.                                                       

If a honkie places what he supposes to be a unit cube on what he supposes to be the flat surface of  Terra, then the distance from one of the lower corners to the most distant upper corner is the square root of three.  The so-called gravitational forces, however, are ‘vertical’ – ‘parallel to the side’ - so that the distance is effectively only a single unit.  If we are travelling only as far as Jupiter the simplest calculations are based on the assumption that the planets are sited on the corners of a twelve dimensional cube.. We can also regard a collection of galaxies as at the corners of some m dimensional cube… each galaxy being a single point.  However further dimensions can be added as a further cube of p dimensions for the planets and then q dimensions for the satellites.. giving in all p + q +m, though these can be in perception or deliberate abstraction be reduced to any smaller integral number…I have pictured these dimensions maybe as if a tree-like structure .. but this is arbitrary and it is not just that the branches of some tree can be amalgamated into a single dimension but any set of dimensions we choose can be condensed into one…  The elastic bands in fact always stretch across the shortest distance available, which is the length of the shortest diagonal.. This means that the distance between Terra and Jupiter can be reduced to fifty million kilometres.  This is still a long distance from the point of view of yahoos.. and Dinosaurs also prefer shorter journies.  We can however add any number of dimensions ..by expanding those already recognised.. and thereby reduce the distance to as near as we like to zero.  That is one way of looking at it … though in fact Jupiter is not a great distance from Terra…It is not that the distance is reduced by trickery..                                                                                                      

Lila pioneered our space colonisation programme armed only with technology that depended on the most primitive Dinosaur theory.  She did not have available even so simple a device as the Tardis, which, although an elementary Dinosaur mode of transport, was reinvented by Crocodile Duncannon, an Australian engineer admired by my sister and companion, Ms Fatima Patel.  The Tardis does not, as the party trick suggests, arrive back before it set out.  If we travel back to Terra prior to the departure of the Dinosaurs… and Lila, admittedly, did do so by Tardis, with a team of investigators, to study a controversy regarding global cooling… then Terra is in a different place.  Also, we do not return to the same place. ..or the place we would have been at had we not departed.  It only seems so to a nearby audience.  The process is similar to a transmission of Big Brother from the pommie Ministry of  Truth.  It reaches us and then passes on.. but, if we so choose, which is unlikely, we can catch up with it…                                                                                                                         

Lila asserted that Pythagoras, to impart some imaginary comprehension to honkies with Rostral Syndrome, ‘proved’ his Law of Diagonals, at any rate for n =2, and that the square root of 2, rather than of any non-integral mth root of any n, is irrational, by lengthy circumlocution which relied on assuming the intended conclusions.  Pythagoras informs me, however, that although such an approach now has some popularity – the mathematics of the digitally minded honkies being one of specifically learnt examples rather than generalisation and calculation - and that it is also possible physically to set up rectangles on the diagonal and measure or deduce areas - at the time he was overheard by Lila he was relying on the proposition that any two lengths can be represented as a ratio between countable numbers … which is true within any degree of accuracy that might be chosen, but is nevertheless false.         

My mother, also, I suppose, has given a creditable account, for an Auntie, of the the honkie Rostral Syndrome.  This results from the combination of the dodgy X chromosome inherited from Adman, the first honkie, with the honkie cultural environment.  In its full blown form this chromosome precipitates the honkies’ yobbo male gender, which is found frequently amongst honkies, almost as commonly as the female gender.. though their relatively normal males, with relatively normal X-chromosomes and, by honkie standards, exposed to a relatively favourable environment, are as rare as males are in the Maltesas (approximately one in one hundred thousand of population).  The Rostral Syndrome is characterised by relative underdevelopment of the occipital lobes combined with prefrontal hypertrophy and rhinomegaly – plus generalised atrophy of all regions innervated via the spinal rather than cranial nerves…a reason for the Inca squaw being relatively popular with honkie pornographers.  The current significance of this syndrome is that the occipital lobes are instrumental in spatial perception..with the result that the honkie is incapable of constructions in more than five dimensions.. and cannot therefore perceive the real world.  The prefrontal lobes, which function ‘digitality’ rather than, as the honkies put it, by ‘gestalt’, are instrumental in the honkie ‘education’, mendacity and ‘socialisation’, this being performed via rudimentary digital patterns framed by their spoken language.                                

The Neandertal physique, though with rhinomegaly, which is not unusual amongst honkiland witches, is represented by a portrait of Simon Bolivar on a Bolivian postage stamp which Fatima has just produced.  This picture, in which Simon appears in heavily padded honkiform clothes, is obviously a fake but it does suggest that Simon finds it convenient to portray himself as an Inca.  I have only met him on a couple of occasions and cannot vouch for the veracity of any such claim…                                                           

Lila referred also to the researches of  George Orton, Professor of Psychology at the University of  Delmonte’s Institut des Etudes Pommies, into the language-created word of the honkies.  She may on this occasion have feared that a honkie readership suffered from limited comprehension.. though she has discussed George’s discoveries previously in greater detail.  I take the view that we address ourselves to witches and not rostrals… The individual honkie’s private world is the ‘golden egg’ surrounded by the ‘homophobic barrier’.. so named because the unknown that is beyond that territory (the albumen of the egg) is perceived by him as a version of himself or of what is within.  ‘Individual honkie’ in this context may not be a physical honkie but one of their ‘demons’, an independent entity that can possess individuals or groups.  The entire factory is the ‘magic onion’, of similar construction, surrounded by the ‘cosmophobic barrier’.. so called because the real world is outside.  It is the ‘magic onion’ because the entire structure consists of systems contained within systems, each sub-system surrounded by a homophobic barrier.  The honkie is however born outside the entire system.. but he is dragged in by being converted into whatever he is accused and seen as being... a thief, lawyer, schizophrenic, androphile or whatever.  The honkie is then permitted to survive or ‘earn a living’ through being what he has been accused.  In the case of objects and abstractions, also, the delusion or expectation becomes the reality.  This process of moulding is a persecution, that flows downwards in a hierarchy, that is known to the honkie as buggeration or sexuality .. and is accompanied by the flow of money.  This was recognised also by Professor Freud, in his ‘Project’, an abortive attempt at behaviourist sociology… although Ziggy may have been rambling his unconscious mind had some awareness of the facts… Because the honkie expectation or prophesy is self-fulfilling we feel it inappropriate that their Blasphemy Act should proclaim that Brussels Sprouts are extinct in honkiland.                                                                                                                                                                         

There exists in honkiland a delusion that the Incas are ‘ruled’ by a ‘priestess’.. a reference presumably to the Emil of Belsize. Allow me to correct this!  My mother and I do not rule the Incas.  Nobody ‘rules’ the Incas!  We have in the past had a nominal ‘chief’.. the King Poncho Bolero.  Mr Nicodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikodemopoulos is, as we all are, descended from Chiefs Ponchobolero and in so far as the Chief’s duties may occasionally crop up it tends to be Uncle Boris who is expected to perform.  We do not have ‘politics’ in the honkie sense but our politicians or administrators are the First Ministers of  Belsize, who have always born the name Gloria Goldenlay.  It is amongst the traditional duties of Emil of Belsize, who since the days of the first Lila and Gloria in the Meadow of Melons, hundreds of millions of years ago, has born the name Lila po Lune and has been daughter of Lila po Lune, except for the very first Lila, to be the companion of the First Minister.   This is not an imposition.  Our mothers, Lila and Gloria, were enamoured well before they knew they were First Minister and Emil of Belsize.   With Fatima and me it has also been voluntary choice.  As a matter of fact, it was more that I chose Fatima to be First Minister.  Fatima’s recruitment as Lila and Gloria’s charlady and her subsequent adoption was rather more our own design than Lila realised.  As far as I am aware this companionship between First  Minister and Emil has always been voluntary. .. as it would be if within the Design of Lizilith. There is no compulsion on the daughters of Lila or Gloria to take on their designated offices and, in fact, Gloria’s daughter Gloria, known as Vendredi, has not done so.  I do represent the Design of Lizilith as well the interests of the Inca Nation, which lives in union with Lizilith, but I am not a ‘priestess’.  Incas are in direct union with Lizilith.. not so via an interpreter.  ‘Priestess’ is more the role of the Very Rev Cardinal Dr Lesbia Funkie-Gibbon D.D., the Primate of Belsize.

The Emil is not a priestess but a witch.  I do not concern myself with what honkies call the ‘supernatural’ or interventionism that overrides the design of Lizilith.  If I had as Lila suggested turned Milor Mandivelli into a pillar of salt that would not have been a ‘miracle’ or an exception to the natural order ordained at my request by Lizilith or Godzilla.  Petrification and subsequent restoration of the normal carbon dioxide based biochemistry is a simply effected scientific procedure, though we do not use it very often… but a witch can be tempted into precipitate action, particularly in response to threat or insult to her companion.

However, as Osama bin Ladin has explained, the Incas do not object to the honkies, to maintain their feelgoodliness, belittling or misrepresenting the ‘Amazons’ or their Nation.  Such slander, so long as it is kept private and those insulted do not listen in and complain, is harmless.  Mandivelli, it is true, did refer to Fatima as an ‘Amo’, short for ‘Amazon’, which turns out to be a politically incorrect insult banned by their l698 Blasphemy Act, and irresponsible journalists have since described Fatima as a ‘callous Amo dyke’, in which context also we could object to the deprecatorily intended ‘Amo’.  Fatima has also been much portrayed as the purveyor of outsize boobs, which, after all, since she is not afflicted with the honkie Rostral Syndrome, she, by honkie standards, is… and, for that matter, we are, as the Baron Krafft-Ebing described us, ‘viragos’ …in the absence of the fig-leaf …  though on that occasion the Baron was, as a matter of fact, briefly metamorphosed into a stone statue.  I did, in response to the current abuse, cast a nominal token spell whereby the honkie cash dispensers were all suddenly afflicted with an absence of ten pfunt luncheon vouchers or even of luncheon vouchers altogether… I am grateful to my mother that she recognised that Fatima is my affaire and not hers and desisted from interventions of her own.   As it happens  not even Lesbia indulges in supernaturalist interventionism.  The Emil Mose Ramose of Midian, maybe, has interventionist inclinations and Lizilith is altogether in Midian unusually interventionist.  Midian is not the ideal location for the pinkies, who after all are not Midianites and do not fully comprehend the risks, to organise a war ..but in that respect the pinkies in Midian, in their usual manner, appear never to learn the lesson.  In general however supernaturalist interventionism has proved hazardous and has gone out of fashion.  Lesbia spends her time delivering amusing speeches that explain to the honkie tourists the nature of the Inca Religion, refuting the delusions of the Italian High Priest.  Lesbia.. Would you believe it?… is the only squaw apart from Pope Joan, Saint Mandy and Jeanne Pucelle, ever to be an Italian Cardinal and she is no more popular with the Papa Martin Luder X111 than they are!                                                                                                                                          

Lila, you may be aware, being a witch.. and Chief Witch.., holds, or shares with me, by honkie perception, a large number of duties and offices.  You will be aware of her role as Minister of Everything Else... though she is not in fact a government Minister…She is also at the University of Delmonte their Dean of Sociology, Director of the Institute of Dinosaur Studies and of the Cosmonautical  Institut.. and she is the University’s representative in the Federal Parliament and Mer, not Myer, as Boris Yeltsin was incorrectly described of  Moscau, of  Montmandie… and is currently acting Editor of Billiricaya Bufera.  Hundreds of students attend my discourses on Botany .. and, on the main, reside not on Montmandie but on Ozzie bin Ladin’s ranch on Knossos.. on which we have pioneered much genetic innovation that proves productive towards our enterprises on Jupiter…or in the Villas and Ranches on Knossos in general.  But at least prior to that not only did Lila have a reputation of playing a much more active part in the affairs of the University than their Chancellor, Ms. Gloria Goldenlay, but her lectures were far the most popular amongst the students.  Lila does not imitate too ineffectually the peripathetic and practical approach pioneered by Saint Mandy.. and also, it appears, Professor Pythagoras.. from whom maybe she learnt the technique.  As far as I am aware she has never met Saint Mandy who has been dead for several hundred years.. I can’t recall how and when she died, but if she were not dead she could hardly be a saint and could hardly have had her name changed from Amanita Muscaria to Mandy..  though maybe the Sisters of Virginity did call her Mandy .. or maybe Amo.. We do have videos of her sixteenth century demonstrations at the University of Delmonte in which the Sisters played an active part….                             

The role in which Lila has been best known to the honkies, however, may well be that of Professor of Social History at the University’s Institut of Pommie Studies.  She is therefore a colleague of George Orton, the Institut’s Professor of Psychology…  Lila’s account of George Orton’s observations, to which I have referred,  of the Rostral Syndrome was also, maybe, for an Auntie not too bad.  The honkies dependence on language substitutes for reality.  The honkies live in a private delusional or artificially created world of their own which is a homomorphism of their language.  Lila points out that the honkies have the limitations of  North Korean computers programmed by other North Korean computers…George Orton does in fact see the characteristics of yahoo behaviour as corresponding to such abstract notions as consciousness or free will.. the honkie being conscious and exerting free  will if acting in accordance with a repressed aspect of his personality that is outside the homophobic or cosmophobic barrier.. not in accordance with the truncated and distorted reality within..

Our Minister of the Interior, Dr. Eugene Karadzic, and his Alacatraz Bay Reception Centre, forever stir up trouble between the Incas and the honkies.  On this occasion, according to Ace Journalist, Arsula Undress, Foreign Correspondent of the Daily Sport of Manchester, or so we have been told, Eugene took exception to the pommie Minister of the Exterior, Dave the Googleplex, currently by his own choice predominantly exterior, addressing Mme Whipcane as ‘Georgie’ rather than ‘Worshipful Madame Mistress’.  The Dave, afflicted by the so-called education of the St Trinian’s Academy, would not know whether ‘George’ is a name or a title and might suppose that the final ‘e’ is pronounced.  Auntie George informs me that the honkie did persistently address her as ‘Madam Mistress’ and ‘Your Worship’ but she did not take offence at this excessive honkiform formality… but I should perhaps remind the honkies that we are Incas and not honkies.  We are apt to find designations that imply social status embarrassing or even insulting.

The Incas, as I have stated and Ozzie has stated before me, do not object to the honkies self-protective lies and insults.  Ace Journalist Arsula Undress, Foreign Correspondent of the Daily Sport of Manchester, has also maybe been informed that Inca slaves labouring in pommiland are facing the threat of liberation.  If so, perhaps, she feels that some respect needs to be inculcated for our Federation.  … If there has been any misunderstanding this can be attributed to the inadequacy of the teaching of modern languages at St Trinian’s Academy…  In our Federation there is no need for them to be taught.  Nevertheless Auntie Arsula’s  recent fantasies in the celebrated Lancashire intellectual journal are suggestive of some editorial in(ter)vention.  Incas hopefully will gain some amusement from the summary of this fairy tale that follows.                                         

An unidentified samolet was intercepted some three hundred kilometres West of Belsize by a flock of heavily armed pterodactyls, who proceeded to refurbish the wings of the aircraft, which they then transported to a wooden platform in the Garden of Follies within the grounds of the Museum of Honkie Horrors on the Isle de Fouchette.  The pilots, hostesses and passengers were then escorted by the Tum-Tums to our Minister of the Interior, Dr. Eugene Karadzic, accompanied by Mme Georgina Whipcane, who were waiting adjunct to ‘Original French Revolution Guillotine’.                                                      

The hostesses were offered, and accepted, political asylum and passed into the custody of Mme. Whipcane, who is headmistress of Fouchette’s Muslim Girls’ School, which is in no way responsible for the discomfitures and explosive disposition of honkie sex tourists, though, on account of Georgina’s numerous other duties, the Deputy Headmistress, the Mater Harry, may, in that context, be better known.  Her Dance of the Seven Veils has for some reason been renamed the Gaza Strip. The pilots and several hundred photographers ‘on account of change of policy following the resignation of  President Benito Mussolini and his reappointment in his capacity of leader of the Opposition Party, since renamed the Government Party’, were despatched back straight back to honkiland, ‘only the fittest being eaten’.  That is to say, none of them!                                                                  

“Hi there! Georgie!  I am Dave the Googleplex”, the remaining honkie introduced himself, “Minister of the Exterior to her Royal Highness the Princess Camilla of Toriland.”

The Daves are all alumni of Caledonia’s prestigious St Trinians Academy, usually have first class honours attendance certificates issued by their Balliol College, Oxford, and it is supposed that they are all Provisional Nu Laeba.  This particular Dave does however turn out to be an Official.. or supposedly so… and is tarred with an unfortunate association with former pommiland usurper president Toby Liar…  The Dave may not have been addressing Mme Whipcane. ‘Georgie’ is in pommiland an affectionate synonym for Eugene, the patron saint of lepers.            

“Oh yes?  What then brings you here?”.

Although Lila recruited Celery Kwean, to whom Dahlia is expected to bear some resemblance despite his remaining in our chalet uneaten and, in fact, unraped, nowithstanding the presence of four powerfully built Amazons, to set up a Secret Service in rivalry to Dr. Karadzic, who is apt to be overenthusiastic, our Federation is one feelgoodly happy family and Celery actively co-operates with Eugene.  We have not even bothered to remove the microphones in the walls of our chalet.  It saves us the trouble of contacting Eugene by mobile phone.  Dr. Karadzic had been supplied hours previously with complete information on all the pilots, hostesses and passengers in the samolet.  But Eugene does like to put on the thick policeman act.                                                                        

“I am being tactful”, the  Dave explained, “keeping out of the frying pan.. away from honkiland..”

Eugene supposedly was not satisfied with obvious explanation.                   

“For your own protection”, Eugene continued, “to avoid identity theft and to deter money-laundering terrorists you might oblige by presentation of your Expenses Sheet…”                                                                                                                              

“I would be delighted to do so.  But the Official Secrets Act….”                                  

“Doesn’t matter!  I can discern that you are a Nu Laeba pundit!  For your personal information, let me present you with a copy of your Expenses Sheet! …Things can’t be that bad in pommiland… The claim that Brussel Sprouts are extinct in pommiland, surely, is a trifle pessimistic…”                                                                    

“I would say that it was pessimistic!”                                                                                  

The Dave was then supposedly manacled to the ‘Stocks: Pommiland, 1697’, not for breaking any of our Laws… We don’t have any.. but for  transgression of the pommie l698 Blasphemy Act which affirms the presence or impending advent of ‘recession’ and the extinction of Brussels Sprouts in pommiland.  The Dave was pelted with tomatoes by the hostesses, clad now in brass busenhalters and diminutive grass skirts.  They are somewhat on the anorexic side but their appetite and anatomy will soon dehonkify…                                                                                         

Eugene then, however, reminded Georgina that the Dave was an alumnus of St Trinians, of which Georgina is Chairman of Governors.  Georgina has a history as a famed pommiland society hostess, but then, to evade lawyers, migrated to Moscow where Uncle Boris, as President of the Monolithic Pornographia Media Empire, published her memoirs, for the pommologist amongst the most significant of contemporary historical sources .. and she then transferred herself with Gloria to Belsize as an Auntie, though more of a Great Auntie, more coeval with Gloria’s mother… about whom I do not here propose to utter adverse comment.  I don’t suppose you have heard a great deal about Gloria and Lila’s mothers… So Georgina was induced to take a more personal interest in the honkie.  She read through the Expenses Sheet and discovered that the Dave had neither paid in advance nor signed up with Direct Debbie.                                                                                                                              

“I am not having my girls”, snapped Georgina Whipcane, “carrying all this clobber in this sweltering heat just to amuse some honkie scrounger!”.                                   

The grass skirts and busenhalters were then removed.  Belsize is the most globally warmed location on Terra.. but Phucket is not far off … and the Garden of Follies is sited on a ledge of a relatively elevated and globally warmed rock.  These squaws were also in sore need of cure of their honkified melanin deficiency…                       

The Dave was then “in retaliation for disrespectfully addressing Mme Whipcane as ‘Georgie’ instead of ‘Madame Mistress’ or ‘Your Magnitude’” transported to ‘the notorious detention centre where innocent honkies the world over who rallied to the cause of democracy and freedom in the face of the Amazon illegal invasion of pommiland are beaten, tortured or threatened into confession…’ This appears to be a reference to misguided disciples of pommie usurper President Toby Liar and to our luxury accommodation for  foreign visitors on Alacatraz Bay…                                                                                                               

We have, fortunately, a recording of the Dave’s own version of events.  During past centuries uninvited transports despatched into the direction of the Maltesas were, the honkies claimed, apt to disappear without trace subsequent to entry of the ‘Belsize Triangle’.  For the honkies protection, therefore, and to protect us from any slanderous insinuations, such unauthorised conveyances were provided with protective escort.  On this occasion the samolet, on straying into Federal air-space, doing so presumably deliberately and with intention to pay us a visit, was escorted to a safe and secure landing strip of undisclosed location.  The ‘Senior Nu Laeba Pundit’ who proved to be on board, had, when pommie cash dispensers had run out of vouchers, voyaged towards the Maltesas on the supposition that we had piles of these pommie pfunt and also, therefore, cash machines.  Cash machines have no use and are not used in our Federation other than by or on behalf of honkie sex tourists.  It would be reasonable therefore for the pundit to be transported to some location where such tourists are to be found. .. and, where, also, there is no shortage of Tum Tums Narcoutes. There the pundit was welcomed by General E and Colonel G of our Security Services to whom the pundit confessed a compulsion to escape from Gorgo’s taxis and to ‘defect’.  As Ms. Fatima, who was informed of this, deliberated the appropriateness of granting asylum to a self-confessed traitor who might well return to pommiland when the political pan had ceased to fry, the said Senior Nu Laeba Pundit remained meanwhile in luxury accommodation provided to visiting honkie dignatories, currently including an Italian golf caddy, the former President of a high profile federation of honkie kingships and a doyen of the Etats Unies Machine Gun Lobby.  Our generous provisions on Alcatraz Island are open to the public.  Foreign observers are free to listen in to any chats twixt our guests and ward sisters. .. Nobody on earth would rally around himself in support of the usurper pommie president Toby Liar and there are no such people, therefore, in any of our luxury hotels.  Although our Federation may have provided some leadership and has been in possession of as many luncheon vouchers that might be needed to effect honkiland transactions, the World Forces on Exmoor are in the main Hibernian and commanded by the yankee General Crazy Horse.  The torilanders are a peaceful species.  The usurper President Toby Liar surrendered himself without a shot being fired.  Since the World Forces have nothing to do there may not be too many to be seen on Exmoor while they are moonlighting digging holes in the road…                                              

Quite so, Fatima!  The Matron of Eugene’s reception centre, Lieutenant Pigeon, is always available to entertain and reassure inquisitive honkies.  Auntie Arsula, writing in the Daily Sport of Manchester, suggested that Pigeon’s cognomen is derived from the Sino-creole equivalent of the pommie word ‘feelgoodie’: ‘Wanna pidgin?’.   The honkie is then handed a gilded cage containing a bird .. Columba palumbes.. said to represent the feelgoodliness of the honkie.  Pigeon claims however that ‘Pidgin’ is the pommie version of the name Colombo.  King Henry Vlll presented the Italian pirate with a Polski slave of Cathaian ancestry, a Hariette Golombek, exiled because she defeated the king at chess… Colombo thereby averting her assisted suicide.  On arrival at Belsize, Harriette succumbed to Draculosis, the Princess po Lune providing the pirate with a death certificate.  The slave then remained on the island, giving birth to a daughter to whom King Ponchobolero, who employed this daughter as a detective,  gave the name Lieutenant Colombo, which name has been retained by her descendent, the current Lieutenant of Tum Tums Narcoutes…

We can appreciate that a Blasphemy Law that insists that ‘recession’ is inevitable and that Brussels Sprouts are extinct in pommiland may appear useful to recidivists intent on bullying President Gorgo of the Royaumes Unies into dishing out to them more of ‘taxpayers’ funds’.  Economic growth in pommiland, however, is to be measured with the Feelgoodiometer.  It is also a rule in honkiland that the delusion or expectation is converted into a reality.  This cheerless approach, therefore, carries a serious risk of counterproductivity.   

There is a need for a more realistic approach by President Gorgo.  The honkie Great Factory is not an entire system but an adjunct to a larger system.  We may have no need for the honkies and their produce but honkiland needs us and the pinkies need the less factory-orientated regions of honkiland.  It does not need to drag them into pinkiland’s ‘economic growth’.  Although honkification may have some origin as the clearing in the forest that was the site of the furnaces, moulds and smithies.. it has become a law unto itself with less and less relevance to the overall economics and politics... has become a playground thriving on frivolities while neglecting essentials.  The liberation of slaves is a major threat but our impression has been that if there is a recession at all it has at least initially been confined to activities that need excision.  All activity in honkiland is classed as ‘economic growth’ .. with the ‘economic growth’ of pommiland being restricted almost entirely to ‘financial services’ (provided to the honkilanders).   Gorgo may be failing to distinguish between activities that need excision and those that should be preserved.  The honkies have this unfortunate class system whereby only the wanted slaves are permitted to survive and the means of survival is the ‘job’.  They have to learn to share the gifts of Lizilith, the essentials, not for them to be selectively stolen by wanted slaves with the slaves whose functions are counterproductive or unnecessary facing voluntary euthanasia in a Swiss clinic if suddenly recognised as redundant.  The honkie ‘economic crisis’ has been brought on by the belief that increasing prices are ‘economic growth’.  Massive numbers of luncheon vouchers have been dished out to increase the prices of wigwams by means of ‘mortgages’ which have also the intended effect of the wanted slaves owning nothing, being permanently in debt and not, unless liberated, being required to pay the debt which, instead, is paid by the unwanted slave - the ‘pensioner’ or ‘taxpayer’ or the witch...who thereby perishes..though the survival of honkiland depends on witches.                        

Mr Kyoto Hashimoto of the IMF has been behaving irresponsibly.  He has admitted that his notion of economic growth through expenditure, waste and putting up the price of wigwams has been a mischievous delusion... a pretence in the hope that it would raise income from taxation.   Yet the entire ‘recession’ has been predictions... Mr Hashimoto’s predictions.  He is now talking about ‘contraction’ but previously it was that there would be a reduction in the rate of increase in the rate of increase of the ‘growth’, which was not growth but victimisation and waste.  He has encouraged Gorgo to effect on a scale never encountered before the policies that originally led to the ‘crisis’.   Skegnessie, Gloria’s faithful Ichthyosaur, continues to obtain daily stacks of letters from pommiland banks offering her loans, credit cards, mortgages and release the equity trapped in your home (known also as ‘repossession’) and pension... and Vendredi informs us that her cat in pommiland is inunundated with similar offers.  Gorgo has ordered his bancos that they must give away money to borrowers who will never pay back... and I suppose the bancos may have heard that Skegnessie and Vendredi’s cat are well stacked with luncheon vouchers and unlikely to default and may be trying to evade Gorgo’s orders ... but for that reason also Skegnessie and Tiddles have no need for a pommie loan... Hashimoto is taking on the mantle of the mugger with the Godzilla-given right to take what belongs to others.   Gorgo is being intimidated into ‘leadership’.. all the lemmings heading for the same cliff without any thought of what happens if it turns out to be the wrong route.  The honkies, with their Rostral Syndrome, have become obsessed with the word ‘recession’ and various associated stock delusion- driven procedures and are in need of analysis of what the problems actually are rather than constantly repeated slogans.                                                  

President Gorgo’s ‘first act’ when becoming supposedly ex-President Toby Liar’s chief henchman was to annex the determination of interest rates for political ends.  The Banco di Pommiland had previously made these decisions on the basis of obvious banking considerations of supply and demand… When there was a shortage within banks of ‘credit’ because it had all been dished out in loans, the interest rates were, in compensation, increased.   This avoided the present phenomenon of excessive money supply.  The money supply may have been used to put up the price of hice and to enhance consumerism. But it is still excessive and has left a shortage within the bancos.  The Minister of Finance took responsibility, to avoid any criticism of the Banco, on critical occasions where interest rates were raised to avert threatened devaluations or to minimise existing or de facto devaluations.  Gorgo, however, granted the Banco ‘independence’, meaning that Nu Laeba now made the decisions and the Banco took the blame.  Interest rates in Official Nu Laeba tradition are kept low in order to buy the votes of the irresponsible and criminal and to create universal debt.  Whereas previously interest rates would under current conditions automatically raise themselves through ‘market forces’ Gorgo now continues to use them to give away cash to criminal muggers who he fears.  Lila and Gloria have catalogued the realities of Gorgo’s economy which he has overlooked, but his progressive reductions of interest rates are not only obviously moronic but a mimicry of the policies that induced his ‘crisis’.                                                                                                                          

I have a heap of other correspondence from pommiland.  Mr. Solly Gideon-Samson has been criticised because the prices of food and clothing in his hypermarkets have been so low as to constitute an exploitation of inadequately paid company directors.  Prices have now been doubled in line with deflation to remedy this impoverishment of Mr Solly and his fellow directors.  There are still these emails from pommiland which assert that it is a ‘denial of honkie rights’ for sex-tourists on Fouchette to be granted assisted suicide without any financial contribution from loving relatives.  I am afraid that the New Politics in the Maltesas takes an unfavourable view of sex-tourists who come to the Island of Phuket to be murdered.  Pommies may find that this facility no longer exists, if, indeed, it ever existed.  Quite a number of murderees after the event confessed that they did not quite see the point... However, the honkies’ International  Law does not insist that loving relatives must pay for murder to be assisted suicide.  This may have been  a tradition in honkiland in the distant past, when the politically correct terminology was ‘voluntary euthanasia’, but where the beneficiary is not a loving relative it is usual for the murderee to pay, if not in advance at least so after the event.  We have had a letter from Milor Mandivelli.  It turns out that some half dozen Nu Laeba Milors have been charging fees yet defaulting on their party donations.   Pommi Nu Laeba has, he tells us, particular difficulty in extracting donations from Milors not resident in pommiland, and those who remain exposed to the taxis are not likely to have fees available.  Uncle Boris, who is Milor Nikolo of Nikosia, and I myself, who am the Duchess of Mountmandy, Mandivelli assures us, have never forked out any party donations and we are being threatened with deregistration if we do not pay our retention fee.  I won my Miladiship on the hooplah stall at Gorgo’s Car Park Party and Uncle Boris was awarded his for dishing out presents to honkie children during the Saturnalia.  Uncle Boris may have paid for my mother’s miladiship.  But we are under no obligation to subsidise Nu Laeba.  There is also a threat to de-register various Federal Citizens with honkie milorships who have previously been nominated as scapegoats.  In this respect there is more a need to make amends such as restoration of the hereditary baronetcy to Sir Oscar Wilde Bt.  We understand that the original six Milors who defaulted on their fees have now paid up and are no longer under threat.  It might not be entirely tactful for Gorgo to make an example of administrators of the world’s richest economy who have been granted Milorships and Auntie Arsula has pointed out that if party donors, actual and potential, retain Milorships, they are from her point of view as Ace Journalist, more productive targets, whereas without titles they might remain anonymous... or be forced into buying up football teams to avoid remaining unknown...As regards the fifty five major Federal Criminals, whom Mandivelli claims to have been tricked into granting political asylum, whom Eugene is trying to extradite... We have no criminals and if we had Eugene would certainly not want them back after going to the trouble of issuing them with pommie passports... And this has just arrived… from Mandivelli again… says that Eugene, by threatening foreclosure of Federal Loans, is gagging revelation in pommiland of these assisted suicides of sex tourists on Fouchette and persuasions of guests on Alcatraz Bay to reveal their Personal Identify Numbers… Eugene is arranging for guests at our reception centre and sex-tourists murdered on Fouchette  to televise their refutations of such misrepresentations…                   

Despite being Thane of  Mountmandy I am in honkie law neither old enough to sit in their House di Milors nor to be a Nu Laeba Donor. .. and may possibly be technically barred from these two distinctions because I am not a pommie.  My mother may possibly have been awarded honorary pommie illegal immigrant status.  Uncle Boris is a pommilander by virtue of birth on the Island of Kupros. The Sir Oscar Wilde Bt.  to whom I refer is one of innumerable pommilanders deregistered for blasphemies contrary to Nu Laeba ideology such as pacificism, socialism,  abolition of the slavery of honkiland squaws, recognition that Lizilith manifests herself to all yahoos and not exclusively to leaders and teachers, if indeed to them at all, recognition of altruism as motivation in place of fear of and obedience to the Great Factory …  .. in his case a batch prior to the outbreak of the so-called Great Pinkiland War. The deregistration was in no way connected with any slanders by the dead Eighth Marquis of Queensbury.  Honkies attributed with General Paralysis of the Insane have remarkable posthumous energies.   The fantasies that have remained within the pommie consensus over this obvious fiction are devices to conceal the true politics.   Half a dozen of our fellow Milors and Miladis… though in fact Nu Laeba donors… have supposedly been charging fees despite defaulting on their donations.  This is a matter of the internal rules of the Nu Laeba Terrorists and should not affect anyone else.  That however becomes inevitably diverted into a vendetta against those of us who are suspected of blasphemous inclination towards Nu Laeba ideologies…but the reasons will be purported to be the sins, suitably rewritten, of the Gang of Six.   Don Oscar Wilde Bt., incidentally, did not say that there is no distinction between good and evil but only between perfection and imperfection.  This was a quotation from one of his fellow literary critics which he put into the mouth of a character in a novel who was intended to personify the evils of Nu Laeba Ideology.  Such pommie literary critics no more read the literature about which they pontificate than Nu Laeba zoologists have ever encountered any non-honkie animals other than as images on a TV set…The pommie custom of dishing out millions of pfunt as compensation for events that never took place while refusing to remedy obvious injustices typifies the honkie mentality…
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