AS IF: CUI BONO?

For fuck’s sake they’re psychopaths, real ones.  They think they’re infallible, King and God and Law.  They believe in obedience, that they are to be implicitly and unquestioningly obeyed, that they rule by decree and whatever untenable garbage, whatever rancid and obscene desire bubbles up from the confused squalid pits that are their brains and is subsequently spewed forth out of their sick twisted animal mouths is law.  The only evil they recognize is disobedience.  They probably think they’re going to prosecute me for disobedience.  I have disobeyed!  I am wilful! I am rebellious!  Doubtless also insolent and impertinent. I must die.  And they all basically think like that, that obedience is to be upheld and must reign supreme over silly old fact and reason and morality. 

“I have a spinal fusion and you assaulted it such that I am now crippled.”

“You must do what you’re told, dear.”

“This is a democracy.  Power is accountable.  You cannot behave like this.”

“Stop being a silly little girl and do what you’re told.”

They are raving fucking mad, does nobody understand, they are completely raving fucking mad.

I am a woman.  I am meaningless.  I might as well be a Jew telling Nazis they can’t gas her.

Not one of them of course will uphold making the ‘word of God’ subject to the minds and hearts of humans.

It just beats in their sad sick dirty shit-filled little animal brains that you have to be obedient, you have to obey ‘legitimate authority’, whatever it decrees, as if there is anything legitimate about any authority that refuses to be accountable.  All the way up the tree, they refuse point-blank to answer Mr Benn’s questions.

What power have you got? 

Where did you get it from? 

In whose interests do you exercise it? 

To whom are you accountable?

How do we get rid of you?

Disobedience is not to be tolerated, you understand.  It sets a precedent.  Where will it end?  In  a country called England, part of the free world.

“This is not a Catholic country.”

“Don’t be a silly little girlie.  Is it not a Christian country?”

“The Queen is the Head of the Church of England.  I don’t suppose most people know the Pope’s name.  Come to think of it, I don’t suppose all that many people know the Archbishop of Canterbury’s name, but anyhow, this is not a Catholic country.  It hasn’t been a Catholic country since 1688 and wasn’t always a Catholic country in the 150 years before that.  Have you heard of Henry VIII?”

“Everyone respects the Pope, dear.”

“Except Henry VIII?”

What do they drool to each other.  It is God’s Holy Word!  It is a priest¬! To go against the Holy Church!  These creatures lives in holes in the ground.  Why, the Holy Father himself - ! That I should doubt.  Whatever their drawbacks as libertarians, I do not think either Benedict or Francis is so impenetrably stupid as to directly challenge HM Queen Elizabeth II, Supreme Governor of the Church of England, for control of the spiritual life of the nation, or at least not yet.  That the average sick dirty animal at UCH would implicitly believe its instructions came from the Pope, I have no difficulty with.  Probably some sexually sick Cardinal.  A prince of the Church now!  Fucking mediaeval peasants. 

I could be wrong. After all, no-one is going to know. I imagine the Party line here is the Muslims are going to try to take over and the Holy Church counsels no resistance, because it will oversee the at least formerly Christian world, or in other words wants the destruction of freedom and democracy.

A propos of which our Liz has just made world fame as a feminist.  Gosh, shouldn’t she have been mindful of cultural sensibilities, or something. Not on her own turf.  A propos of which the to headscarf or not to headscarf when in Saudi debate is entertaining, the Queen having always worn a headscarf, going back to when it epitomized not Islam but an upper-class Englishwoman fond of horses.  Thinks: are such ladies shunning their scarves lest they be taken for Muslims?  We should be told!

A comparison between the number of people beheaded by ‘our noble allies’ in Saudi Arabia and IS aka Public Enemy No. One is also instructive.

It does seem to be the vogue thing.  As I have previously pointed out, we do still have Tower Green.  It just does seem so fitting, if any jihadi fucktards tried to push the issue or something stupid and insane like that.

Should calling a Consultant a mental defective on the grounds that, outside the narrow confines of the practice of medicine, he or she behaves like one, is unfit for authority over a flea, momentarily raise eyebrows, then let me call them exactly what they are, mentally damaged, slave-sluts, conditioned to obey. The word is probably brainwashed, as brainwashed as any crack troops in the army of North Korea.  The short word remains stupid.  Or just nutters.

Thus they really think the University is a trade school for mentally damaged animals, for dirty sad sick hysterical psychos.  So get the fuck out, Doctor, go and wallow in filth and disease and corruption and bestiality somewhere-fucking-else

Why is any power at all given to those ignorant of democracy?  Once they have been identified, why has power not been summarily removed from them?  Why is learning about democracy not a necessary qualification for any position from which power over others may be exercised?

Left to rot and die at the mercy of psychopaths who think themselves king and God and law, think they represent a ceiling to my existence, I may not think or say or be or do anything they reject.

The word is terrorism, terror tactics. 

All women understand is force.  Habeas corpus of course means nothing at all to them, or more exactly habeo corpus.   

Break her back, that’ll shut the stupid cunt up.  But it didn’t.  Well, it usually works.  Yeah, filth vomit, in your fucking shit-filled sewers, in the filthy ignorant bestial intellectual if not physical slums out of which you fucking crawl.  So they didn’t know what to do.  So they treat me as a freak, a leper, ordain my isolation, denied help or support of any kind, whether emotional, practical, financial or political, and oh lying squalid degraded vermin  think themselves such clever little people thereby, whining and drooling behind closed doors where they cannot be challenged, pulling strings, covering-up, brushing me under the carpet, washing me down the drain, all without a fucking word, because of course psychopaths do not do language or reason.

They think I require their permission to be me, to exist as myself not a creature of their will.

That which I have made myself, that which is organic, is not to be permitted.  All thought, all knowledge abhorrent to them is to be excised from my being by the notably academically rigorous means (lower than the lowest of the low) of physical abuse.  Since that failed, I am to be destroyed in toto.

They run the country, you know, the arbitrary unaccountable power of sicko psycho offal, they determine what happens in England, do I not understand what they say goes, no argument.  No, you obscene squalid mad traitor vermin, I do fucking not.  Come on, you drooling sick filth, come on, explain how your royal decrees run England, explain how women are crippled, how intelligence, creativity, learning are destroyed, how democracy is abolished at your command.  Explain the insolence with which you impose your filthy and your butchery and your desecration as normality.  Let’s just see what England thinks of psycho butcher vermin of nurses and doctors who shit on medical ethics, shit on democracy, reject all fact and reason and indeed think ineducable tards have the best degrees.

Of course they do not want it known that the origins of their behaviour are the mad dribblings of boneheads, doubtless to the effect that good women are obedient or the man is the head of the woman.  And that gods and especially goddesses are evil of course, no,they really don’t want everyone to know about the mad and repulsive peasants convulsing at the Greek pantheon.  As evil as saying bonehead psychos are junkies, out of it, 8 miles high, on the opium of the people, as they have so amply demonstrated.  You just can’t sa-ay that.  People can.  People do.  

Hey spasses, some people worship goddesses, do and did.  The extent to which Greek philosophers believed at least literally in the official religion is probably not a million miles from being roughly equivalent to the extent to which C21st English philosophers believe at least literally in the official religion, but you can’t say a background of polytheism noticeably damaged Greek intellect, Greek enquiry, in sharp contrast to what followed, but then of course you like intellect and enquiry as little as you like goddesses.  

Hey tards, have I upset oo lickle penises. ‘Intolerable’ to be ‘flouted’ by a woman.

They do not want it known that UCH is run by and for the agents of hostile fascist powers and perhaps more importantly that UCH likes it that way, that there is not and has never been any question of taking a few fuckwits aside and having a quiet word with them and continuing life in a free and democratic and civilized society in which women are not beaten up and left for dead for the ‘crimes’ of being intelligent, literate, educated, rational, civilized, they do not want it known that they all assume how things are is that, civilized life crawls and keeps its fucking trap shut, that the free world is repulsive to them, that UCH is not England, that there is not one voice raised in support of freedom and democracy.

They don’t even have any realization they’ve done anything wrong.  How can they have?  If anyone understood these creatures were criminals there would be outcry.  According to the mad sick diseased animals of UCH, no-one has done anything wrong, except of course me.  I am supposed to understand I am subordinate. Supposed to understand my mind and body are under the total control of my masters and mistresses and I can be punished in any way they see fit.

Oh what a silly little girl am I that I fail to understand that if ape-men want to assault me, I must submit to their attentions.  After all, everyone else understands.  Being totally unfit for the company of normal people, they create a controlled environment in which they can rule untroubled by sanity.  How stupid of me not to grasp that doctors and nurses are far above ordinary mortals and are not to be troubled by accountability, democracy, rationality, fact, reason, civilization.  

Not enough for them to have crippled me.  I have offended them.  I have challenged them.  I must be destroyed.  They are unanimous, unswerving, unyielding in their obscenity.  Oh how sweetly loyal they all are, to the destruction of democracy, to the destruction of my body and my life, to the rule of fascism and desecration, to the criminal authority of the Holy Catlick Church, and I call them traitors and they snigger and roll their eyes, but that doesn’t stop them being traitors, working to destroy England, owing their allegiance to a fascist foreign power, the clear purpose of the actions of whom is to destroy democracy and impose rule by diktat.

As if, as if anyone is going to sue me and expose all their lies, as if anyone is going to sue, raise their heads above the parapet and be prosecuted for conspiracy to pervert the course of justice, conspiracy to overthrow democracy, giving aid and comfort to the Queen’s enemies and causing actual bodily harm

As if they’re all going to riot or strike or something.  “What is your grievance, Nurse?”  “We crippled her, we perverted the course of justice in order to destroy her, we totally reject democracy and now she’s not going to be destroyed. We must not be questioned!”

As if an illiterate is going to sue a modern languages graduate of the University of London, a writer and the daughter of an author for saying he’s illiterate.

As if the Pol Pot nurses are going to sue me for objecting to their venting their spite and ignorance and stupidity and malice on my body, thus instantly proving they indeed are IQ80 garbage who’ve never been anywhere near a real university, squalid lumps of rotting flesh that believe they demonstrate their ineffable intellectual and moral superiority, their superlative grasp of written English, by crippling me.

I think - well, I do, of course, despite this clearly being bottomless evil - the Habeas Corpus Act of 1679 might fairly be summed up in the modern idiom as piss or get off the pot. 

As if it is blocked.  They hate freedom.  They hate democracy.  They want no part of the free world.

Nor of course can you get more degraded that the endless whining, drooling and babbling behind closed doors and no-one telling them to say it in the open or save their bloody breath.

If they’re stopped from destroying me one way, they’ll destroy me another.  A child of ten could see through the mixture of blackmail and murderous malice, but of course no fucking doctor howls the roof down in outrage.  Any excuse will do. Get wet between the legs, do you, vermin, sit clutching your wizened pricks and spurting at me suffering.  I have committed the abominable unforgivable crime.  I have not obeyed you.

“It’s for the best, dear.”  Whose fucking best?

Cui bono (/
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HYPERLINK "/wiki/Help:IPA_for_English"/), literally "to whose benefit?", is a Latin phrase which is still used.[1]
The phrase is a double dative construction. It is also rendered as cui prodest.

It is a Latin adage that is used either to suggest a hidden motive or to indicate that the party responsible for something may not be who it appears at first to be.[2]
Commonly the phrase is used to suggest that the person or people guilty of committing a crime may be found among those who have something to gain, chiefly with an eye toward financial gain. The party that benefits may not always be obvious or may have successfully diverted attention to a scapegoat, for example.

The Roman orator and statesman Marcus Tullius Cicero, in his speech Pro Roscio Amerino,[3] section 84, attributed the expression cui bono to the Roman consul and censor Lucius Cassius Longinus Ravilla:

	“
	L. Cassius ille quem populus Romanus verissimum et sapientissimum iudicem putabat identidem in causis quaerere solebat 'cui bono' fuisset. 

The famous Lucius Cassius, whom the Roman people used to regard as a very honest and wise judge, was in the habit of asking, time and again, 'To whose benefit?'
	”


There, wasn’t that interesting.  Am I not a fucking mine of useful information?

Who benefits?

Precedents are set.  Evil is confirmed.

The criminal psychos of medicine are confirmed as unchallengeable.  The NHS remains sealed off from the rest of the country.  Doctors and nurses are not to be questioned.  No rational justification of their conduct may be required.  They are free to destroy anyone who opposes them.  There can of course be no public scrutiny of financial gain, any more than of anything else.

Democracy is confirmed as abolished.

It is confirmed that fact and reason are irrelevant.   All that matters is who has the biggest club.

England is confirmed as a country in which in full view educated intelligent women are crippled and no-one even thinks it matters.

There will be no further debate over the non-existent intellectual value of a degree in either medicine or nursing. The University is confirmed as a place from which 90% of the ideas of the world are absent.  There is no requirement a graduate be capable of independent thought.  

Fascism, in short, is imposed, with neither a vote cast nor a shot fired.

