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In the Normal Course of Business 





Ace journalist, Ms Ursula Undress, may be assured that Ms Lila po Lune’s preoccupation with Merciavostok’s Sassenach Princess Rogan is in no way a threat to world peace. Gloria hasn’t even bat an eyelid. President Toby Liar of Toriland has ordained that his friends (the ‘Peers’ or ‘Drones’ or ‘Hispaniards’) may operate telephone companies by hiring lines off BT and then hiring them out to punters. So it would appear cheaper to use BT directly and to dispense with the drone. In the interests of competition, therefore, Toby’s regulator, OffRip, has ordained that the BT sub-company, expensively renamed Outreach and now expensively renamed Amnion-Placenta, is to take on the role of internal drone – and punters using BT will have to have to pay BT twice, once as BT and once as Placenta. In the interests of competition, OffRip has further ordained,Placenta may not co-operate with the rest of BT in undercutting the rival drones. This has proved convenient for Toriland’s Chief Medical Officer, the Kipper, who has retired into Private Practice and is buying the policies of young ladies who have been forced to release the equity trapped in their life assurances to pay for their drugs. Not so convenient, however, for Chief Superintendent The Princess Rogan of Merciavostok, who has a soft spot for young ladies. We apologise to young ladies who suppose that our previous bulletin gives approval to male protectors. In the RU too this was not formerly the tradition. In Merciavostok, Lila’s grandmother tells us, young ladies operated formerly in great numbers and in groups and did not expose themselves to the interiors of motor cars. They were not addicted to drugs, were prosperous, honest, pleasant and decorative neigbours, with boundoirs also in Toriland , where they mingled over weekends as aristocrats in clubland, in addition to Merciavostok inner city premises where one young lady would be rescued from the any misunderstandings by the arrival after a brief interval of her colleague with the next punter. The present unfortunate situation is an outcome of Toby’s inflationary attack on their Inner Cities, with his Buy-to- Let, Housing Associations and Carpetbaggers. Osama attributes the plight of the RU’s young ladies to Toriland’s ‘decadence’. Why does Osama bother to remain a bank manager with these sort of views which are also regularly churned out by the Imam Idi Amin, the Very Rev Dr Lesbia Funkie-Gibbon, the Brigund Tung and the Calif Haroun al Raschid, all of them basking in the protection of Uncle Boris, who presumably is the kingpin of the alleged economic delusions? Toriland is decadent, but surely that is their local disease, not necessarily terminal, and not some cosmic economic Armageddon. The loss of Ms Miniskirt’s original documentation and report of events in the Civic Taxi has nothing to do with the levitation of office tables through the ceiling. They have just vanished.. .Ms Miniskirt hopes that her reconstruction does not omit too many vital details included within the original. Gloria popped into the office earlier on and Lila shortly thereafter. Chief Superintendent The Princess Rogan, Lila informed us, had fled to back from Leire City in Merciovostok to Lila’s Villa on Knossos, and had burst into tears. “Don’t be silly!”, answered Ms Gloria Goldenlay, “Big Girls don’t cry!” “Well.. not exactly burst into tears”, confessed Ms Lila po Lune, “But she was embarrassed. I could tell! She’s had to release the Bishop of Leire, Tom Stephens. He’s not the Kipper!” “Nobody ever supposed that he was!” Then Mrs Pandora ‘Moma Doc’ Nikodemopoulos arrived, to preside over a Board Meeting of the Federal Football Federation – together with Osama bin Ladin, President of the Banco Belsize Cayman International, who is also a director… and Merciavostok’s Sassenach Princess Rogan! Gloria immediately laid into Rogan. “When you come to Knossos.. or here on Belsize for that matter.. or anywhere else.. you are not to plague Lila with your office politics!” Rogan playfully propelled the office table skywards with an uppercut of her left lower limb, caught it on the way down and smashed it into splinters with her other hand. A replacement table was carted in, Goria performed similarly, scoring also by the judges’ assessment, dix points, and a further replacement arrived immediately thereafter…We keep a large reserve of spare solid oak office tables. Fatima, Vendredi, Pip and their friends were queuing up in the corridor with a few dozen more. Lila hurled her mobile phone at Gloria. It harmlessly dropped off. Our mobile phones are built for hurling – and Lila is Olympic Hurling Champion. “Is that what you think of me!”, Lila screamed, “That I’m some helpless oversensitive lotus flower in a vase on your windowsill!..”. She hurled the vase of lotus flowers to prove her point. Gloria caught it and lobbed it back. Lila, in one movement, grabbed the flowers and returned the vase, which Gloria left to whizz by and smash against the wall. “Keep out of this, Lila! This is between Rogan and me!” “Well.. if I am not wanted”, muttered Lila po Lune, who sulkily sat herself upon a tuffet and began yacking lotus flowers at the woad graffiti that docorated the two more massive ladies’ dusky anatomies. Fatima came in with a fresh supply of lotus flowers. “I’ve done nothing of the sort!”, snapped the Princess Rogan, after the pair had disposed of a respectable number of office tables, “and what business is it of yours?” “Whatever complications you may have had with this Kipper are to remain in your office or in your head. They are technical operations ..nothing to do with emotions, nothing to do with Lila…” “I havn’t spoken a word to Lila about the Kipper.. and it’s nothing to do with you!” “Izzadabuznis”, muttered Lila, in imitation of President Mussolini, “not poisonal”. She decorated herself suitably with lotus flowers. “If you have anything on your mind.. If you want anything sorting.. or need to sort this Kipper..You are to ask me, not Lila!” “If Lila invites me to Knossos, then I will come to Knossos!” “That I can guarantee! If you don’t, I’ll personally come over to Merciavostok to fetch you!” Rogan and Gloria then looked round whether there was anyone they could pick on for not minding their own business. But the rest of us had ignored this traditional and compulsory ceremony between friends and were assiduously occupied with our office labours. Rogan and Gloria vanished, arm in arm, and presently resurfaced, full of cheer. But one good turn deserves another. Rogan did flee from Merciavostok into the arms of Ms Lila po Lune. Moma Doc, who is married to Nikodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikodemopoulos and sister of Gloria’s grandmother, the Princess Goldenlay, agreed, in the normal course of business, to persuade Boris to commission Dr Stephens to unearth the causes of the delays in the Kipper’s exposure. Was it all done in the normal course of business.. that is to say, in accordance with the local trading customs with which the successful businessman must comply? The Kipper, of course, has been Chief Medical Officer under the regime of the deposed Dictator Toby Liar of Toriland. Dr. Stephens will be free to come to his own conclusions. Uncle Boris never interferes. Nevertheless, Lila has reported the preoccupation with lecturing the starving denizens of the arctic Toriland clime about the evils of food and global warming. Newspapers in Toriland, other than those published by the druids, are owned by Nikodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikodemopoulos of Knossos. Knossos is hot.. though not as hot as Belsize.. and Knossans and Belsizers with Villas on Knossos are healthily well- built. Lila more resembles the RU’s Naomi Campbell, though a little taller and with rather more Amazonian limbs - but is a variation on a them. The Incas are a sturdy race.. as are the Royaume Unies’ Sassenachs. But this does not explain the journalists’ views of Toriland.. which is too small and insignificant a place to be rendered an identity of its own. The centres of the world, or the whole world, as far as journalists are concerned, are not Knossos and Belsize but the Etat Unies’ resorts of Miami and the City of Saint George Michael and All Angels, which, we are informed, are laid low by the calorific emanations of air conditioning, by fat babies fed on the artificial milk reinforced with sucrose that is provided by the World Health Organisation and all the other curses of third world poverty forever reported in London’s journals as both local and world- wide phenomena. The Pommies think they have had the hottest year ‘since records began’ .. but the records are those of Los Angeles and records begin whenever is the date of the last updating of computers (and change in definition of parameters) .. that is to say, last week! Toriland’s elderly medics, Lila points out, spend their lives trapped within the RU’s monolithic forever - updated hospitals and grow out of touch with life outside. They do not notice that the world has changed. The Chief Medical Officer, confined to an office in Toby’s Elephant Castle, his company restricted to fellow Masons on committees, has long been divorced even from the updated (or as Toby puts it, because they we opened last year, outdated) hospitals. When the Kipper was a child or student or a young house-officer, food, hemlock and heroin were the curses of the Toriland Medical Profession. There was then, in the RU, no coffee, tobacco or alcohol. Nowadays, the population of Toriland is starving and is racked with coffee, tobacco and alcohol, whereas hemlock and heroin are now accepted as minor recreational pleasures, restricted to the impoverished and insane, of no consequence to their kingdom’s economy. The Kipper was been introducing ..or trying to introduce.. the reforms that were the dream of every doctor during his youth.. but which are no longer appropriate. Lila elaborated this theory, but Gloria then inquired what might be the connection between California and The Kipper’s Ivory Tower existence. “It’s a coincidence..”, Osama bin Ladin interjected, “Well… not exactly a coincidence.. there is a tendency for everything always to point in the same direction. There will be a thousand theories, all supposedly interdependent and alternative, all convincingly verifiable, to explain any phenomenon. As proved by the researches of our colleague George Orton, Professor of Psychology at Delmonte University, whatever the event, every conspiracy theory can be proved a thousand times over.. not just one, but a dozen entirely different conspiracy theories.. but then on arduous enquiry we discover it was all an accident…or the error or politics of the cleaning lady and not the plottings of President Mussolini. Everyone always blames the President, though we know Benny couldn’t plot a dog’s dinner. ..let alone the mother of a dog’s dinner. That the Kipper lives in the past may be sufficient explanation. Everyone is always living in the past. But, at the same time, the Royaumes Unies and the Etats Unies are decadent civilisations.. downhill.. surviving on appearances and pretences and the panacoea of the IMF’s economic delusions. But Pommies take the lead.. Their empire collapsed before the subsequent empire of our Californian friends. So what happens in California today is what happened in the Toriland of the Kipper’s youth. The advantage of a theory of historical trends is that it enables us to predict, whereas we cannot foresee the manipulations of the cleaning lady.”. The well-informed will be aware that during the past summer the Princess Goldenlay paid a State Visit to Merciavostok in the Royaumes Unies to attend the official opening of a Hole in the Road by the Executive Mayor of Le’ar City, Captain Thomas Cook. She was accompanied by her granddaughter, the Federal Finance Minister, Gloria Goldenlay, and by Ms Lila po Lune. Ms Gloria and Ms Lila were however, immediately after the ceremony, recalled to Belsize, or supposedly so, to avert the outbreak of World War lll following the victory of the Maltesas over Nigeria in the World Football Cup. But it turned out that Ms Gloria was perfectly capable of defusing the crisis by remote control or that Uncle Boris Nikodemopoulos had already done so in the normal course of business. Instead, Ms Gloria turned up at the World Forces encampment on Exmoor, in Toriland, where she was interviewed by ace journalist Ms Arsula Undress. Gloria on this occasion, was not accompanied by Ms po Lune and Arsula expressed anxieties that this might be a serious threat to world peace. Lila, she wrote, was a sheep in wolf’s clothing, whereas Gloria was a wolf in the clothes of a sheep. But we suspect that was not what she really had in mind. What was really behind the mysterious disappearance of Ms po Lune? The well-informed will also be aware that the Princess Rogan, who on account of King Le’ar’s unfortunate disposition, has been obliged to assume the Regency of Merciavostok, is Chief Superintendent of their Royal Mounted Anti-Terrorist Police and that while Lila and Gloria were departing, or supposedly departing, Rogan was concluding her day’s duties at the Leire City Central Police Headquarters at Measham, a mile and half from the Birmingham Road, ascending the lift to the roof of the building, accompanied by her tuffet and her pet tarantula, and, having disposed of tuffet and tarantula into her rooftop tent, awaiting the arrival of Mayor Cook’s Civic Taxi. Because the roof was of updated construction it was unable to hold the weight of a helicopter and Rogan instead climbed to the Taxi up a rope ladder. On this occasion, before leaving her office, Rogan had changed into the now obsolete Bawdix uniform. She was fully expecting to meet on the helicopter a greatly welcome companion – and had therefore changed into her most alluring party outfit. This could, following the traditions set by the Countess Godeva, have proved decidedly unhealthy for any inadvertent peepers who remained on the roof or followed Rogan up the ladder – but fortunately for such peepers, they didn’t exist! The photographs published in all newspapers confirm that the outdated uniform is well suited to Rogan’s Sassenach physique. Who was the welcome companion whom Rogan had in mind? It certainly was not Merciavostok’s Most Unwanted Criminal, freelance pathologist Professor Jaques van der Kuyper. It was not Rogan’s policy to arrest mass - murderers, mete out some exemplary punishment and land Merciavostok with paying them millions of Pfunt in compensation. A million Pommie Pfunt is a trifle.. but the local punters feel that they do not themselves possess such millions of Pfunt and some do not even have debts of that proportion. “Back in their own countries”, Rogan would inform her trusties when nobody else was listening, “they won’t be given any trial by jury. They will have no chance of being declared innocent. They will just have their heads chopped off, no questions asked .. and no compensation! Let somebody else arrest them and pay the compensation! Ship them back home!” Rogan was not going to play this trick on her dear friend the Queen Godeva of Merciazapad, nor on her grandmother, the Queen Horsa of the Litus Saxonis (Italian for ‘Bed of the Sassenach’) nor even on the Queen Bawdix. But President Toby Liar of Toriland was fair game! Toby Liar, like all RU dignitaries, has many names and is often known to his local natives as Vortigern. So the Kipper had been booted back to Toriland! The Kipper had at one time been Toriland’s Chief Medical Officer. In most countries the Ministry of Euthanasia concerns itself with the appropriate treatment of the sick and/or useless. The Ministry of Euthanasia in Toby’s bankrupt kingdom had instead, in the normal course of business, placed a priority on replacing its updated new hospital buildings with even newer updated hospital buildings. What was not to be squandered on that went, in the normal course of business, on what the Kipper called ‘Preventive Medicine’.. the treatment, on the same principles as that afflicted upon the sick and/or useless, of folk that were not ill and perhaps not even useless. This encouraged the creation of lots of Specialists or Experts who administered the various repetitive procedures and propagandised public ‘education’ in their theories and it created for the drug companies and other worthy destinations much reward in the normal course of business. However, the Ministry’s operatives had no understanding of the appropriate treatment of the healthy and/or useful. Research at the University of Delmonte had long ago shown that all of these procedures were worse than useless. But Toriland had to put up with them! That was until, of a sudden, the Kipper demanded a total ban on the sale of cannabis, cocaine and hemlock. Toby may be a lawyer educated at an RU Public School (St Trinians, in Glasgow) and Oxford University and, therefore, not outstandingly bright. But even Toby was able to observe: “Why should our bankrupt country, laid low by the widespread addictions to coffee and tobacco, further risk damaging strained relations with our vital trading partners, the Free Colombian Trade Federation, by outlawing the sale of and recreational deployment of harmless cannabis, cocaine and hemlock? I will do nothing of the sort! Cannabis, cocaine and hemlock will continue to be sold in and deployed in government registered Puffeasies. The users will be required to pay a punitive tax – except for registered patients with Asberger’s Syndrome, who will receive their medication free from the Ministry of Euthanasia … and the manufacture of these medicines will be permissible to drug companies who have obtained our approval in the normal course of business”. But the Chief Medical Officer then kicked up a tremendous fuss! “I am the Doctor!”, he ranted, “You do what I tell you! Never before in my entire career has an administration other than followed my every advice without question! Do as I say! – or I will resign!” The inhabitants of Toriland rejoiced. The Kipper was going to resign! Now they knew what was behind all the stupid Preventive Medicine Programmes. The Kipper was suffering delusions of grandeur. He was employed as an administrator. If had been capable of determining appropriate treatment or of putting it into effect he would have been employed as a drug-pusher. But, alas! The Kipper did not resign! Toby Liar, who proved after all to be a thick Public School Boy, caved in! Nevertheless, when the Maltesas declared war on Toriland, the Kipper realised that the writing was on the wall. So he decided to go into private practice..as a freelance international mass-murderer. The arrival of the Kipper in Merciavostok did not fill the Princess Rogan with delight. She assigned Sergeant Callaghan and his squad to follow the Kipper around. The Kipper was followed to Le’ar City’s Town Hall Square. Since it was mid-summer, the winter solstice Saturnalia Decorations were already in full display. The Sassenachs are great admirers of Nikodemos Nikodemopoulos, our Uncle Boris, and celebrate the winter solstice in his honour. They refer to him as Nikolo and adorn him with a long white beard, which represents the frosts of Siberia and the fur of giant brown bear. - and he is accompanied by Ms po Lune, whom they call the Snowmaiden, perhaps on account of her sojourn in Siberia Or maybe the name has something to do with Uncle Boris’s business enterprises. In the normal course of business, they say, Uncle Boris showers them with goodies. Ms Lila, in real life, however, is rather more regularly in the company of Ms Goldenlay – or used to be - than that of our Uncle Boris. Their Nikolo, apart from the comic glue-on beard, resembles Gloria rather more than Boris ..who could be confused for a typical Israeli entrepreneur or bookmaker. Boris is famed for travelling around on boats ..not sledges, not even nuclear-powered flying sledges, - whereas reindeer and sledges, to the po Lunes and Goldenlays, are in the normal course of business. The lawns had been covered with plastic sheets and the sheets with artificial grass and artificial frost (recent RU news reports suggest that the correct terminology is not ‘frost’ but ‘rime’ or ‘grime’ and that plastic white powder and grass cuttings materialise spontaneously in their arctic winter) and there were sundry plastic gnomes and reindeer and much in similar vein. There was also, in honour of the local council, a Noddy Corner. The Noddy Corner had been furnished, in the normal course of business, by the obstetrically yclept Chorion Corporation. When the now privatised RU Steel Company – now the Steel Company of Siberia - had commissioned, in the normal course of business, Knossos Based Management Consultant, Mr Clever Dick, to think up a new name for the company that would justify appropriate expenditures, Mr Dick had passed on the task to fourteen year old Ms Fatima Patel. As a joke, Ms Patel informed the Directors that a Corus ( short for ‘corusticated’) was a wind prevalent in Greece. Her previous successes had included Hyder, which is Greek for water (and not, as Fatima made out, a druidic Cymric deity) and Consignia which is English for Post Office (and not, as Fatima made out, English for nothing at all.). A good joke, Fatima felt, deserved to be repeated, and therefore she told the Directors of the company that had appropriated Enid Blyton plc “They call the Wind Chorion!!” Fatima is keeping ‘Amnion’ and ‘Placenta’, which of course, are also winds, for Mr Dick’s future clients. You can ask Fatima for yourself if you want to know the relevance of wind. There was also on the Town Hall Square a selection of tents. The Kipper went up to the Mounties’ Victim Support Counselling Tent and purchased off a Constable in a Nikolo outfit an obsolete Bawdix-style police uniform. This, essentially, consists of a short cowhide skirt or belt, a figleaf to be used on ceremonial occasions, ornamental fishnet-pattern knee-length cowhide boots, a spear and a bottle of woad with which to paint the breasts. Anyway, you can confirm the nature of the uniform and that it does not at all suit the emaciated Toriland male Kipper from the photos in all the newspapers. The Kipper nipped off then to change into his newly acquired transvestite costume in the privacy of a nearby empty tent. He handed the clothes he had been wearing, for safe keeping, to one of the Mounties who were surrounding him. The Mounties then followed him along the Horsfair Street .. and the Kipper was observed meting out appropriate treatment to numerous young ladies outside Starbucks and also to one or two young male coffee addicts who were unwise enough to beg him for a sub. Sergeant Callaghan had to phone up the Chief Superintendent to discover what he was to do next. However, it turned out that the squad had spent so much time watching that their mobile phone batteries had all gone flat. The Sergeant had to recourse to the street kiosks provided by the Toriland BT company. In the days when only the police had mobile phones, they regularly used kiosks because radios are so easily overheard ..but it was many years now since Sergeant Callaghan had used a street phone. But hereby hangs a tale! When Toby, or his mother, still owned BT on behalf of the Toriland Nation, its directors had declared that its new STD system would engender ultra-cheap phone calls.. because the system cost nothing to operate. This was before, presumably, the days of ‘updating’, ‘modernisation’ and ‘privatisation’. Toby decided to sell the BT Corporation, which then had some other name, in the normal course of business, to his friends who would reward Toby for his generosity by operating as Toby’s tax collectors. The punter in the phone box, other than in Toriland’s own Soho, where kiosks are used for other purposes, has to pay not only for the Fat Cats but for Toby Liar! It is true that even before the days of Toby’s mother, the Toriland President Charles Marks had slapped a tax on telephone calls to pay for Toriland’s debts… the standing charge, he called it… but nowadays it is Toby Liar. When Toby originally sold off this BT he had felt it expedient to exercise a modicum of normal course of business in the direction of the everyday Toriland Punter. They too were to have some of these shares – all of which had previously been their property- which they were enabled to sell off immediately at a higher price than they had paid.. which they did.. and they thought they had made a profit, though, of course, they were going to pay through their noses now for their telephone calls! In Toriland, their Stock Exchange is afflicted by absurd bear markets.. in fact, the whole of Toriland is an absurd bear market…and the share prices continued to rise. This meant of course, that shares were being bought rather than sold. If they had been sold, the price would have dropped. A few loyal socially responsible punters remained who had not sold their shares and they did not sell them.. and, therefore, they made no profit. The share prices of all sell-offs by Toby and his mother were to cascade.. but we are here concerned with BT. Toby told the cheering punters that he was going to raise.. to pay for all his new buildings… a punitive tax on the fat cats of BT. As a matter of fact, this was not a tax on company profits. It was a tax computed on the assumption that the difference between current stock market price and the price paid by the punter who had originally bought the share at the time of the original sell-off represented a ‘profit’ or ‘capital gain’. Such nonsense is typical of Toriland. The fat cats did not pay for this.. It was added to the telephone charges levied on the punter. Telephones are the kingpin of Toby Liar’s hyperinflation. Then came the mobile phone! Mobile phones – that is to say, wireless radios – had been available in the RU for over a hundred years but, because they were inordinately expensive, had been little used other than by the armed services ..who do not always have a nearby convenient BT plug-in point on the battlefield…and by the police. But in Toby’s economy price did not matter! Everyone was obliged to borrow and borrow and borrow to pay for the ever more expensive updating and obsolescence. The Torilanders are the most prosperous borrowers in history. Then the G3 phones arrived.. or they were going to arrive. Toby ordered that everyone must have a G3 phone. Toby has always been very good at ordering everyone to adopt what he supposes is the updated technology..thereby, in the normal course of business, greasing many palms at the punters’ expense. .. and his own. Furthermore, Toby would auction the ‘licenses’ to operate these G3 phones. Nobody supposed that there was the slightest chance of any company recouping the cost of these licences. But they might do.. The company might lose in a vital business enterprise.. The Directors did not dare stick their necks out to say no.. even though Ms Gloria Goldenlay, with the welfare of the RU in mind, urged them on to do so! So BT ended up having paid all these billions of Pfunt to Toby in tax in the form of this ‘licence fee’ and, having spent the money, the companies felt obliged to promote these now obsolete G3 phones, complete with inbuilt cameras, sub-machine guns, access to internet gambling casinos and, in the normal course course of business, ultra expensive pictures of overdressed ladies. Indeed, at first, quite a few of these useless phones were sold at a thousand Pommie Pfund apiece to duped punters who were buying themselves Christmas Presents –punters who were trapped into ‘contracts’ to pay for ‘free phones’ - though the price eventually settled at around fifteen Pfunt per handset and accessories. The G3s, the companies eventually admitted even to themselves, were a washout and, instead, they resolved on recouping their losses by forcing everyone to adopt Direct Debit and Broadband. But this forcing of everyone onto Direct Debit and Broadband cost so much money that the further losses this created had to be recouped by even more extortionate charges for telephone calls. There is a great deal more to this history. Amongst this great deal more is that Toby ab initio arranged to have his interests protected by a regulatory agency called OffRip – though, originally, OffRip supposedly had a duty to ‘protect the public’ – such as from extortion, direct debit and broadband. Indeed, it has, despite changes in the law eliminating this public duty, demonstrated its corporate responsibility by co-operating in Toby’s campaign against food. However, it was more important that every Tom, Dick and Harry could with Toby’s approval, in the normal course of business, run a telephone company in Toriland. But only BT had telephone lines. OffRip therefore ordered unscrambling, which means that anybody can hire telephone lines off BT and then hire them out further to the Punter. The multiplicity of suppliers that emerged, of course, all screamed ‘Cheaper than BT!’, though this was impossible since they were hiring BTs lines and their punters therefore had to pay for BT and a bit extra for the friends of Toby Liar. So OffRip decided that it was unfair that BT was in a position to charge less for telephone calls than these drones who were friends of Toby Liar. OffRip has now ordained that it is compulsory for BT to hire the lines off itself in the same manner as the drones hire the lines off BT… the BT punter therefore has now to pay twice to BT for his telephone calls ..once to BT in the capacity of supplier and once to BT in the capacity of drone… BT in the capacity of drone is a sub-company formerly known as Outreach – but has been, at suitable expense, allocated some other name, maybe Amnion. Amnion is required to extort in unison with the drones, not co-operate with BT in putting the drones out of business. This manner of regulation is known as ‘competition’. But whoever in the normal course of business has his palm greased by Toby Liar has, in the normal course of business, to grease the palm of Toby Liar! The RU’s inhabitants have just had to put up with the ever- increasing costs of their phone calls. The street boxes are not put into competition with the mobile phones. They could charge below their prices and points could be set up for connecting BT lines to what are effectively mobile phones .. and the mobile phones would go out of business. BT had at one point agreed with suggestion of Gloria’s but then OffRip sat on them! Instead, the coin boxes charge mobile phone prices.. or what are going to be mobile phone prices. The punters have had to put up with the constant replacement of the street boxes by different ‘updated’ machinery, with thousands of glossy buttons, connected to internet machines and a whole lot of functions, at great expense, which nobody wants. The punters probably knew that prices had recently risen from a minimum of ten pence a call, to twenty pence and then to thirty pence. OffRip did not protest. Indeed, they told BT that their prices were not high enough! Sergeant Callaghan innocently and absent - mindedly pushed a twenty denarium piece into the slot. He expected that would mean just loss of the twenty denaria. In his experience, the boxes were always out of order and were just used as sources of ready cash by itinerant coffee addicts. Besides that, BT was flagship of the debt economy, considered money to be out of date and the preferred technology was the credit card. But to his astonishment a message flashed on the screen… ‘Credit - Twenty Pence’… Callaghan tried to dial the eleven digit number and hoped that he would not be charged for his attempts. But then suddenly the phone went dead and the screen opaque. “What has gone wrong?”, the Sergeant asked himself. “Did I spend too long trying to get the number right?” Then another message appeared on the screen: “Please insert Minimum Charge Forty Pence”. Toriland has inflation without parallel ..but this was still a great deal of money..for a legionary, forty days’ wages! The Sergeant then espied a notice: ‘Forty Minutes to India.. only Forty Pence’. It was assumed that everyone in Merciavostok spent their lives phoning or sending money to India! If there is any money left in Torland, maybe that is where it goes. Who knows? But Callaghan had not noticed these phone boxes to be full of Indians phoning up India so that their calls could be relayed back to destinations in the RU, cheaply, via Indian Call Centres. In fact, nobody was using these boxes! ‘Only’ however was a misnomer, other than in the sense that ‘only’ is regularly used in adverts. Excessive cost is always ‘only’. But then the Sergeant noticed a footnote that declared that also locally within Merciavostok the calls cost ‘only forty pence’ for forty minutes. The Sergeant shoved in another twenty pence The Chief Superintendent picked up her receiver. “This is Sergeant Callaghan” “Oh, Hi!” Then the phone went dead. It was not forty pence for forty minutes for forty pence but four seconds! It is our understanding that the Public Sympathy and Counselling Line is free of charge.. but had the Sergeant used that he would still be waiting for an answer. Clearly the entire Merciavostok Police Budget for the year would not cover the cost of the required conversation via these phones. So Callaghan whipped round his colleagues for subs and then asked Rogan to have a supply of fully charged wireless radios sent out from Measham. The Kipper wandered down the Gallowtree Gate meting out justice, then back up the Gallowtree Gate, euthanasing more young ladies, then along the Granby Gate.. which was formerly named after some place in Germany ..Grantenchester or some such thing.. and then down the Northhampton Gate.. formerly the Hamburggate… and then down the Charles Street, formerly the Kaisar Karl Strasse..By the time the mobile phones arrived.. they did arrive, though it is not known how this was done.. the Kipper was eking out his reign of terror on the Apfelgate. Rogan was able to transmit her orders. The Kipper was to be transported back to Toriland and the tender mercies of Toby Liar.. or the even more tender mercies of Dr Eugene Karadzic of the Maltesas, now effectively in charge of the Toriland civilian population, which foreboded a summary ecological burial in a Hole in the Road. The Kipper, with his transvestite costume, had saved the Mounties the trouble of forcing upon him an adequate disguise. The Mounties shipped off the Kipper to the Merciavostok Airport, which is conveniently sited in the proximity of the City’s Central Police HQ at Measham. Argument has broken out as to whether this is Derby Airport, or Nottingham Airport, or Leire Airport, or Ashby Airport, or Measham or Castle Donnington Airport and therefore we will regard it, as it was in the past, to be Merciavostok Airport or King Le’ar International. Rogan took charge there personally. “This isn’t the Kipper”, she informed her subordinate at the airport, “but his Sister, Jacqueline Kipper…” “But the Kipper hasn’t got a sister…” “Shut your face! Here is his .. I mean her.. false passport. Make sure that he is safely delivered to Toriland. I know you are dying to sell photographs to Clever Dick’s S.M. Dispensary but you’ll just have to fake them! Here is the fifty thousand denarii to pay for his busfare from Gatwick to Londinium…” But ..returning to our current report…Rogan sat herself down now in the helicopter.. and , there, staring up her ample crutch, was none other than Jaques van der Kuyper. Rogan playfully slapped him on the jaw and fractured his mandible. The paranoid Kipper imagined himself to be the Son of Sam, the vector of a supernatural mission, but he was not going to euthanase any Good Samarionettes with the Jaw Bone of an Ass. “What are you doing in Merciavostok…?” “Mumble! Ouch Mumble!”, retorted the Kipper, which Rogan recognised as “I am touring the world in the normal course of business but most certainly I am not in Merciavostok.” “I am delighted to hear it! But what is this business that is bringing you into the world?” “Mumble! Mumble!” continued the inconvenienced interrogee, That is to say: “Well, you know that in Toriland.. and other bankrupt third world nations, everyone has to borrow and borrow to pay for the updating and obsolescence. The pensioners have to pay for the inflation.. by releasing the capital trapped in their pensions…” “Yes,, and by releasing the equity trapped in their homes…”, muttered the Sheriff of Fractured Jaw. “What I do …I am working for Mr Clever Dick on commission…..is buy their life insurance. ..” “That’s a gamble…” “No it isn’t! I seek out and euthanase the former or nominal policy holders..and then collect the rewards for their premature demise. They won’t be needing the money anyway!” Rogan noticed then that the helicopter was shortly to pass over the Derby Royal Infirmary. The Kipper needed urgent treatment for his multiply splintered mandible. So Rogan picked up the Kipper, opened the door and shoved him out. The Merciavostok Ambulance Service was not afflicted with unnecessary delays. The resuscitation meted out by the attendants in the ambulance can, as was done on this occasion, inflict additional trauma, but the Druids of the Derbyshire Royal are famed for their skills. Rogan closed the door, returned to her seat, modestly uncrossed her legs and addressed the other passenger. “Do you come here often?” “Recently a great deal… Not frequently …but I have been travelling round Merciavostok in this taxi for the last three hours….” “Whyever that?” asked the Princess Rogan, as if she didn’t know. “I had this premonition that sooner or later I would bump into you…” “Yes.. I too had such a premonition.. and we Sassenach Witches are pretty good at premonitions…The moment I saw your picture in OK Magazine I had this idea you were a fellow witch…I have it here…” “Yes, me too! That one of you on the rope-ladder is pretty good too…Realistic, wouldn’t you say?…” “I had this notion that each of us would be meeting a tall dark-haired stranger before …” “..before I returned to my Villa on Knossos. .. a familiar premonition… embarking upon a new adventure, must not reject the ulterior designs of professional colleagues.. ..It’s all here under Scorpio – I could have written it myself…In fact, I did… I expect I’ll be there all weekend… Everyone on the Island knows where it is…though, of course, my jet will be taking me to the Villa directly….” “Knossos? However do you get to Knossos?” “Not very easy, unless you are a friend of the family. But my Uncle Boris’s private jets are always flying in and out of Royaumes Unies airports… There’s one waiting for me now at Le’ar International. It’ll be back on Friday night to deliver the special presents for King Le’ar and for yourself and your sisters.. and Mayor Cook and the rest… unless any of you prefer to drop over to collect your special present personally. The jet will be departing on Friday night at six o’ clock GMT…” “Don’t you mean seven o’ clock?” “Yes,, my mistake.. seven o’ clock…” Miss Minerva Miniskirt unfortunately has mislaid her original transcript and extensive documentation of these events, but the well-informed will be aware that it is customary on State Visits to deliver special presents to the hosts… or to exchange special presents. But, to avoid misunderstanding, it is usual for the parties to name their special presents in advance rather than gamble on a surprise. At any rate, some consultation is the custom. The Princess Gonerilla had supposed that the letter from Belsize was just another advert for Direct Debit, Broadband or Credit Cards or the offer of a million pfunt loan. She had, without reading, replied in the language of Winston Churchill. But the Princess Gonerilla, as perhaps the world’s premier witch, already had numerous crystal balls. The glass foundry on Pilkington manufactured the world’s most high class balls, but nevertheless Gonerilla would not necessarily appreciate just any ball. Not if she already had similar balls. Would the new high-powered nuclear miniballs which the Bigund Tung had designed, with some assistance from Crocodile Dundee, be appreciated? Very much so, the Princess Rogan assured Ms Lila po Lune. Gonerilla had been trying to get hold of one of the Crocodile’s new balls. In fact, she wouldn’t say no to a couple herself.. though it might be wisest for her to drop over to pick out the ones she preferred.... For Gonerilla, Lila added, she also had in mind a special present whch she hoped would be appreciated. Rogan assured her that it would be. The outcome of these presentations was that crystal balls from Pilkington became the mode amongst Merciavostok’s witches and were sold copiously as Christmas Presents in Merciavostok’s Supermarkets. These standard balls can be purchased for a pfunt at Tesco’s .. or for a thousand pfunt.. ..or for anything in- between. This has resulted in some rivalry amongst teenage Sassenach Witches who boast of the prices that their parents have paid, insisting that a more expensive ball is a more valuable possession … and the daughters of parents unable to borrow quite so much money have felt humiliated. Maybe the Economics courses in Merciavostok’s schools are not as intensive as those in the Maltesas. Be reminded, therefore, that if Mr Tesco or the Brigand Tung, has a thousand balls to sell, then maybe he will be able to palm off five hundred at ten pfunt apiece, then maybe a hundred at five pfunt, and the last fifty or the last nine hundred and fifty or whatever for twenty pfennig. However, the low priced balls, given that the rest have already been sold at a higher price, are not being sold by Mr Tesco or the Brigand at a loss. It costs little more to manufacture a thousand balls than to manufacture five hundred.. or even fifty. Uncle Boris’s jet uses up much the same amount of fuel if carrying one ball as when carrying a million. The extra balls, although sold for less, are also produced for less ..but they are still the same balls. It is not possible to anticipate an average price and sell all for the same amount. Some punters prefer to pay the lower price, the better punters prefer the higher. Old fashioned Economics speaks of supply and demand affecting populations with varying spending power and varying needs, urgencies or priorities... but really it is the psychological need for those addicted to high borrowings to pay high prices. On the other hand, were the Brigand to set up a separate supply line for expensive balls or employ inspectors to select the best balls, this would add a considerable and unnecessary cost to the manufacture. It is a lot cheaper simply to produce the best balls for everyone irrespective of variations in price. If however there were variations in quality, the Brigand would realise that that the meanies are after a crystal ball that functions and lasts whereas the more generous are after a high price. It would be appropriate to present the more obsolescent balls to the high spending punters and to conceal them in fancy boxes. Nevertheless, the little witches of Merciavostok can reasonably assume that they are all playing with the same balls. Copyright Ms Minierva Miniskirt, December 22nd 2006





