From Ms Minerva Miniskirt. Minister of Truth to the Free Colombian Trade Federation 





Cash for Honours Scandal Exposed 





Despite the backlog in distribution of Press Bulletins, President Mussolini insists that Ms. Miniskirt conveys an urgent message… Lets see now, I have it here… "Stuffadapfunti Uppadarse!". Translated from the Vernacular that means that the President denies categorically allegations of involvement of our Federation in the alleged sale of aristocratic titles and corporate excellence awards in which, according to ace journalist, Arsula Undress, President or ex-President Toby Liar of the Royaumes Unies has been implicated. So the Federal President himself has spoken on the matter and that should be the end of speculation! 





Ms Miniskirt is a friend and admirer, indeed, a great friend and admirer of Ms Arsula, who, amongst other things, is the Knossos-based foreign correspondent of the Pommie Daily Sport of Manchester. ..which, I suppose must be the same publication as..what is it called now.. the Manchester Goalkeeper.. For Arsula, I repeat, I have unbounded admiration. ‘Arsula’ is, of course, Italian for ‘bear’. That aspect elicits the greatest admiration.. but her contributions to world journalism .. should not always be credited with similar unbounded veracity. 





In the Royaumes Unies a Bishop of the Italian religion is invariably affixed with the Praenomen ‘Tome’ as in Tom Cranmer and Tom Wolsey. ‘Tome’ is a symbol of eccentricity. They, have, for instance, Peeping Tome and Doubting Tome. Not that it is in any way eccentric to doubt or peep. Our scientifically sophisticated schoolchidren are greatly encouraged to doubt and peep. Nevertheless, in the RU their Bishops are considered eccentric if they possess these qualities and, since they all possess them, they are all eccentric.


 


Arsula reports that the former Italian Bishop of Leire in Merciavostok , Tom Butler, recently arrived home full of bruises and unable to recollect what had happened. The Bishop ..the Media Bischop as he is known… makes a point of being sociable and of attending all the Spectator Parties, but he is nevertheless a fully sober and unexcitable fellow. Despite this, some alleged informant reports the Bishop as behaving in a seriously unepiscopal manner following such a Spectator Orgy. The Bishop supposedly, though he remembers nothing, has accepted this story and confessed. Tell us another, Bishop Tom! For whom are you covering up!


 


Arsula has followed this story up with further allegations against the present Italian Bischop of Leire who is called Tom Stephens..or it may be Tim Stevens. It makes no difference. Tim and Tom and for that matter, in Caledonia, Tam.. all amount to the same thing. So does Tum. Our Tum Tum Narcoutes are so called because their investigations necessitate a scientific approach – doubting and peeping. As a result of an interview with Ms. Undress, the Merciavostok Royal Mounted Anti-Terrorist Police have arrested and are interviewing the Bishop for the umpteenth time… on suspicion of a series of murders in their Non-Executive Hotel or something of that sort.. not of the punters but of the young ladies!


 


Chief Inspector the Princess Rogan of the Anti-Terrorist Mounties, a close friend and admirer of our Lila po Lune, whose villa on Knossos she is currently visiting, spared a few moments to clarify events…


 


"Arsula forced us, by publication of the mounds of circumstantial evidence, to show our hand and arrest the Bishop yet again! The Bishop met these young ladies regularly in the normal course of his episcopal duties, He expressed his distress at the premature demise of ‘ The Italian God’s beauteous and beloved creations’ and averred his regret at this failure to protect them from the ‘evil monster’. Italian bishops are obliged to regard every person as perfect in himself and their evil nature as something apart. Bishop Tom’s declaration could, therefore, be taken to be demonstration of a Multiple Personality Syndrome and the desire of the good self to protect the victims from the evil persona. On the other hand, we would expect any Bishop or any paranoid drug addict to produce the same response, even if innocent. 





“If we had not followed up Arsula’s report by immediate arrest, then, had it turned out that the Bishop was responsible for the gynocides or had he eventually been found guilty, then we would have ended up with egg our faces. But nevertheless, this interference with our subtle plans may yet prove a blessing in disguise. Journalists are trying to make up for the blunder they made with Michael Stone and have been collecting mounds of evidence.. facts, anyway, that may or may not prove relevant.. and we too are steadily compiling. Every minute more comes in on the ticker pointing to a direct or indirect connection between the Bishop and these murders. The Bishop himself admits he has no alibi for the murders. Dame Agatha Christie, who is assisting us in our investigations, points out that this would normally be proof of innocence.. except that in this case, nobody knows when the murders were committed and therefore, either the Bishop knows, or he has no alibi for anything! But why is Bishop Tom saying this? There is no difficulty in establishing a Bishop’s historical itinerary! Although the Bishop has produced no defence against current allegations, the same evidence that points towards the Bishop also turns up a likely connection with previous murders – lots of them! At the time of these previous murders, Bishop Tom was far away, officiating as primate of the Falkland Islands and, before that, he was multidenominational Pofessor of Divinity at Eton College! Furthermore, these young ladies were all drug addicts.. which, admittedly, is in the RU the norm, and in several cases there is no apparent cause of death! The Bishop has no known connection with the drug scene. We are therefore really looking for some other social worker of more established regional residence.. who has access to drugs…to wit, the itinerant pathologist, Professor Jaques van Kuyper. We are hoping that if we badger him enough, the Bishop will drop some telling evidence against the Kipper. Italian Bishops, of course, do not always reveal all they know.. and Bishop Tom may in fact be aware of something that he does not realise has any connection with the crimes…"


 


The traditions of the RU are by our standards.. or those of the rest of the world.. somewhat strange. On our Island of Fouchette, or Phukit as it is known in tourist brochures, there are regular murders of guests at the Non- Executive Hotel who fail to cough up. ‘Fouchette’ in fact means ‘The Island of the Coughing Up’. But nobody has yet dared lay a finger on any of the young ladies. They have brothers, companions, uncles and friendly Tum Tums. It is true that the malicious suggest that Mr Clever Dick greatly rewards the brothers, companions, uncles and whatever they have instead of Tum Tums before importing the young ladies. That is unfair. Mr Dick is a man of principle. But when the young ladies arrive, they immediately join a big family with its brothers, companions, uncles and Tum Tums. 





Ms Lila po Lune is much the same age as Ms Miniskirt.. maybe a few years younger. When she first turned up in Belsize, with Ms Goldenlay, in her teens, she had already travelled through a life of adventure.. and she turned out to be a neice of Uncle Boris Nikodemopoulos, then mainly famed as proprietor of the Moscow-based Pornographia media empire and for his skill in falling off yachts. As is well known, Lila had been arrested by the KGB while leaning on a lamp-post in a Moscow street. They have to use lamp-posts there.. They don’t have any palm trees. The Magistrates ordered the usual aptitude tests and Lila was given by mistake the final degree examination papers in theoretical physics of the University of Lermontov. Lila, not taking the occasion very seriously, thought there was nothing against just answering the questions and got a hundred per cent of more for every paper. Lila was therefore detained for three years at the Cosmological Institute in Siberia and emerged with a doctorate in science and as a fully qualified and experienced astronaut.





At the time of Lila’s arrest by the KGB she was already living with her cousin, Ms Gloria Goldenlay, Gloria points out that at the time of Lila’s arrest, a succession of pimps, punters and drug pushers had been found floating in the Volga.. or it may have been the Moskva. In fact, they went on being found for some period following her arrest. Gloria suggests that they were maybe drug dealers who had fallen foul with rivals within the Mafia. Lila says: "That is one way of putting it!". But it was not the young ladies who were found floating in the river. On that occasion, too, the Italian Primate of Moscow was arrested – though he may have described himself as the Greek Primate It makes no difference. The Italian King Constantine who promoted the Italian religion used to describe himself sometimes as Greek, though in fact he had previously been Dux of Merciavostok and was rumoured to have hailed from Siberia. The Primate was, after three years, released for want of evidence – but the KGB believed that the Primate and everyone else knew very well who had been responsible. Young ladies have brothers, uncles, companions and friendly KGB agents.


 


In the Royaume Unies, however, it is the young ladies who get murdered. Do they have no brothers, companions, uncles or friendly policemen? In a sense the unpopularity of the vendetta in the Royaumes Unies makes life easier for the punter. He does not have forever to tread ultra-carefully to avoid causing offence. Nevertheless the middle-aged men of Toriland if they are able to borrow enough money choose to book in Clever Dick’s non-executive hotel on Fouchette.. or if they have borrowed even more and are not particularly anxious to be murdered, one of his hotels on Bilirici in the quest for the lost loves and adventures of youth – or to seek them belatedly when previously they never occurred. All they do is discover that they have lost their capabilities…


 


When we are young we also have our adventures on the sunny sands. Belsize, it is true, despite being a massive volcanic rock towering above the sea, does have its sandy beaches. There is one, for instance, on the back of, or front of, however you wish to look at it, of the Palais d’Orleans, on the shore of the Loche Skegness. But when Lila first arrived we used to nip off to the island of Coconut ..which is on the same latitude as Belsize ..not quite as hot, but hot enough. RU residents will have heard of the nearby island of Pilkington, home of the fanatical Brigand Tung and his Christian terrorist Earthquaker sect. They will have heard about the sunny sands of Pilkington, which are the raw material for its giant glassworks, about its plentiful supplies of uranium and polonium, its numerous nuclear power stations and its great arsenals of nuclear weapons. But you will not have heard of Coconut. Coconut is not mentioned in any Tom Cook brochure. We don’t want you to know about it. If you were somebody wanted on Coconut, you would know about it. Elvis Presley visited Coconut.. and Marilyn Monroe.. and Paul Jones… all dead unfortunately, but such is fate.. and, amongst the living, the Princess Camilla. But they never told anyone about it. 


Coconut is special… As the Caledonian poet George Byron puts it.. "Sweet scene of my youth, seat of friendship and truth, where love chased each fast fleeting year…and so on!" That is hardly an apt description of a Royaumes Unies Public School.. but it applies to Coconut. It is true that Gloria came too and Gloria is a somewhat unemotional character who can hardly be expected to shed any Tear over her recollections. Even in those days, Gloria was already Federal Finance Minister and First Minister of Belsize… a serious person, maybe burdened with responsibilities. But if Gloria was your friend, you were safe. Nobody dared lay a finger on you…… and there was Arsula and Lydia .. all nieces of Uncle Boris and we had no difficulty in laying hands on a boat..





Despite our being at war with Toriland, normal trading relations have not been disturbed. According to Ms Arsula President or ex-President Toby has travelled to our island of Cocunut.. by Coconut Airways.. accompanied by several thousand hundredweight bags of devalued inflationary Pfunt. He has presented these, so Arsula asserts .. I will be popping round to her Villa on Knossos later to discuss the alleged details – to the Sheikh Fiddel Fraud in appreciation of the Shiekh’s nomination of Toby Liar for the Nobel Peace Prize. Sheikh Fiddel assures me that he is now aware of Toby’s presence on the island.. despite the eccentricity locally of the garb of a Pommie Public School Boy. If he was there, nobody would take much notice. Toby may be or may have been a big shot in Toriland.. but he knows nothing about the cultivation of coconuts and is of no interest on the island. Furthermore, as far as the Shiekh is concerned, Toby can have his nomination free of charge. It is automatic. The Nobel Peace prize is awarded impartially, shared by the winner and the loser of a war. The war on Toriland waged by the Federation, that is to say, the World Alliance, may not yet be declared to be over, but the Federation, that is to say, the World, has won and Tobv has lost. Thus Toby gets the prize and shares it President Mussolini or whomever we choose to nominate from our side. 





Ours is a democratic Federation.. We do not know how the Sheikh Fiddel came to be elected hereditary President for Life of the less high profile island of Coconut. On this occasion we have chosen to pay our respects to the exhortations for ‘enforcement of democracy’ emitted by our friend President Walker Blow Johnson of the Etats Unies, and the Shiekh’s Presidency is shortly to be confirmed by the island’s college of electors.


 


The forthcoming general election on Coconut, however, has nothing to do with the Shiekh’s mania for establishing a nuclear capability. We have no idea what is behind this. The easy solution would have been for the Brigand, to maintain good will, to let the Shiekh have one or two of his.. or maybe a few hundred. But the Brigand on that matter remains pig-headed. This has resulted in unfortunate manoeuvers on the world market that are threatening to damage the Federation’s international reputation for carbon dioxide probity. The clumsiness of the couriers and the leakages of polonium have been somewhat unfortunate.


 


However, now it has all been solved. President Toby has arranged to hand over to the Sheikh Toriland’s used obsolete nuclear weapons. In appreciation of the Toriland President or ex-President rendering to him this service, the Sheikh has agreed to relieve Toby of the numerous bags of waste paper to which Ms Arsula refers. Though, of course, Toby is really handing them to the Brigand Tung, who is expected to win the election.. 





This trivial service Toby supposes to of some monumental import to his ailing economy. A country which has lost a war might be expected to experience some economic confusion. The Non-Executive Directors of the Bank of Toriland, which determines there interest rates, that is to say, the Directors, are government nominees. If they raise interest rates they are ‘hawks’ and if they lower them they are ‘doves’. The directors are supporters of Toby’s government policy and, therefore, doves. It doesn’t really make any difference since the only interest rates that really remain down are those paid by Toby to his citizens who lend him money. Now Toby is blaming the bank which he says is independent, while its directors say they are not and that it is all Toby’s fault. They are now clamoring for directors who are not just laymen nominated by Nu Laeba but should be be competent ‘economists’. Since our own Gloria Goldenlay offered her services and was ignored, maybe they don’t like economists. But economists they probably are and it does not help to select the same people for the same reasons and then say they are economists. The financial lunatics are all eminent economists – or supposedly so. What they need rather is folk with some commonsense, people who can recognise and refuse to ignore the obvious… 





Anyway, Toby now suffers from delusion that this donation of waste paper to the Sheikh is of some monumental importance to his wrecked finances. He thinks that the donation will save him from another and openly admitted major devaluation of the Pfunt. He has already spent the money on replacing all his new resplendent hospitals with even new and more obsolescent resplendent hospitals, on digging holes in the ground, in losing a war, in updating his weapons system…


 


The General Crazy Horse, whom we have hired to command our World Forces, currently deployed on Exmoor in Toriland, you will be glad to hear, is not at least perturbed by Toby’s new updated weapons system. This is not because the war is being waged on Toriland Territory nor because it would difficult to wage a war against a federation of fifty thousand islands spread over an area as large as Europe. Chief Crazy Horse is not as you may suppose a thick Red Indian whom we have hired to boss around a whole lot of Irish mercenaries, who, on their days off, dig holes in the road for Toby Liar. General Crazy knows what is meant by ‘updating’. This is a concept invented by the electronics industries. It means they stop producing spare parts or replacements or accessories for current equipment. The punters instead have to buy the ‘updated’, which is expensive, doesn’t work – whereas the previous equipment might have done – does not perform the functions you require, has a whole lot of time-wasting add-ons you don’t want or need and is rapidly obsolescence to be replaced in a few weeks by a new updating. The system we have supplied to Toby takes into account that he will probably press the wrong buttons and controls itself. If the missiles are fired, the system knows that Toby has probably aimed at that the wrong map reading and therefore sends the rockets back home. It is true that Toby’s current home is within the World Forces Encampment on Exmoor – but the equipment we have supplied is so updated that it is unarmed, fires no missiles. It is operated by broadband and it records and plays pop-music.


 


Copyright, Minerva Miniskirt, Dec 18th 2006
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