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Toby Liar’s New Postal Charges 








The Princess Goldenlay, accompanied initially also by the Federal Finance Minister and Ms. Lila po Lune, has recently visited the Kingdom of Merciavostok in the Royaumes Unies to attend the official opening of a Hole in the Road by Executive Mayor of Leire, Captain Thomas Cook.  Unfortunately Ms. Minerva Miniskirt – with the Football Crisis and everything else – the Nigerians have taken their World Cup defeat by the Maltesas in poor grace – has been unable to keep up with promulgation of the official press circulars.





 The Princess Morgana is regent of Merciavostok, which is why she is sometimes known as Regan – or so she tells us – during the indisposition of King Lear, who is inconvenienced by chronic delusional paranoid psychosis. Also, Ms. Lila po Lune fancies her.  If  the photos in KY Magazine are true to life I don’t blame her!  Besides that, Princess Rogan is betrothed to the Proconsul of Merciavostok., Fladimiro Pontios Pilato, who is the same person as the Dux Arturo and who may or may not be the same person as the King Atilla of Italy.  So we reckon, all in all, that we had better butter up the Princess Morgana.  If she is no use to us in any other way, though she is a powerful witch, we wouldn’t object to her dropping in on us on a State Visit to Belsize.





The Princess Morgana  has personally asked us to publish a letter, which she has herself translated from the Toriland Idiom, which she has received from President Toby Liar of the Royaumes Unies.  She wishes to convey that despite the fact that President Toby has been arrested by our International Forces that are occupying Exmoor in the Royaumes Unies to protect the Green Belt and the Kidney Vetch,  the Small Blue Butterfly and the remaining Grass Forests that are so important in the control of global atmospheric carbon dioxide.  Undoubtedly we have captured Toby Liar, or, at any rate, King Vercingetoric of  Toriland, whom we presume to be the same person as Toby Liar.  Despite Toby’s capture, Princess Morgana  assures us, not only she but Captain Cook and all Italian citizens in the RU receive such letters several times a week from Toby Liar, together with similar cheques.





We sympathise in the Federation with the plight of the Pommies, with everything being sold off to the Hispanics – their airports, mobile phones, banks and everything else.  We have taken vigorous action.  Our international United Nations forces on Exmoor have been successful in their major objective of capturing the timpano of the Admiral Francisco Draco.  Our Minister of the Interior, Dr Karadzic, who is responsible for the interrogation of the Free World’s Pommie prisoners, gives his assurance that the surface of the drum is being hammered very vigorously.  The Pommies can rest assured, therefore, that the fabulous pirate will undoubtedly come to their rescue.





Ms. Goldenlay was informed on her return to Belsize – but Mr. Nikodemopoulos is of the opinion that this an internal  matter concerning a sovereign dependant state.  Therefore Toby Liar can be expected to be asked what he has done with the money.











Princess Rogan was sitting on her tuffet, ascending in the lift to the roof of the Leire City Central Police Headquarters at Measham, one and half miles as the crow flies from the Birmingham Road.  Her office, on the sixtieth floor, as befits a Chief Inspector in the Royal Mounted Anti-terrorist  Police, had been on the top floor.  But then one day Toby Liar had sent the builders round and within a couple of days they had erected another thirty storeys to house Toby’s management consultants.  The voyage to the roof had become a considerable journey.  Rogan cast her eyes on the letter that had been lying on the table in her office.





“Office of the President of the Royaumes Unies”, read the letter, “His Honour Dux Tobias Tacherius Mendax.”





Rogan snorted in irritation.  Toby was not a real dux.  The Italians were not nearly as bad as Toby and his gang of fellow bandits!  The Italians, in the whole RU, didn’t collect a fraction of taxes Toby levied in a single RU Kingdom.  The Italians were even quite popular. When they came to ask for a sub from the local chieftain, the brought great chariot loads of Spaghetti.  Enough to feed a kingdom for five years.  It could be stored for decades – maybe even forever – and the rats didn’t touch it.   She herself quite liked the Italians even though they did suppose, not necessarily entirely without justification, that their God had provided them as the free gift to the female – and male – gender.  People liked a scatty, do-nothing ‘liberal’ government. But the Italians were so scatty and lazy that they let everyone else get in on the act.





“Dear Chief Inspector Rogan”, the letter continued, “You may be aware that we are modernising the Post Office.  You may have noticed this, for instance… if you were to phone up to complain about this letter you would be entertained, while we were raking it on your mobile charges, with Direct Debit adverts and offers of credit cards and free holidays interspersed with performances of the works of atavistic Sassenach musical composers.  By the way, they are not Sassenachs any more.  They are Rhinelanders.  Then you would eventually be connected and after some more adverts and music you would be connected to somebody else and then you would eventually be connected to a lady in Copenhagen would try to sell you credit cards, loans and direct debit.  Then you would be cut off





“The reason for this, of course, is that I am intending to sell the Post Office to the Hispanikoi.” 





Toby Liar had been elected by global plutocrat Nikodemos Nikodemopoulos, who owned all the major newspapers in the EU and everywhere else in the world.  King Lear, the chances were, had never even heard of Uncle Boris and, therefore, wouldn’t know that the Goldenlays and po Lunes were his kitchen cabinet  …and Moma Doc, of course.  But the Kitchen Cabinet were OK.  She fancied she’ld go off on a State Visit to Knossos at the earliest feasible opportunity – Belsize anyway.  Nobody ever went on a State Visit to Knossos.  But Lila had a villa on Knossos.  Uncle Boris too was probably OK.  The Greeks, or whatever he was, were as scatty as the Italians.  The Italians had probably learnt it off the Greeks.  Boris turned a blind while his agents lined their own pockets.  They all did!  It was almost a principle of government.  If she were to be honest with herself.. as a Chief Inspector of the Royal Mounted Antiterrorist Police .. it was all the same, though different, with, maybe, a different name.  In the RU it was ‘being guided by the interests of the community’.





“So the objective now”, the letter continued, “is for make as money as possible for myself and my fellow bandits. ..and don’t suppose I am not going to continue getting my cut when I’ve sold the Post Office to the Hispaniards.  The way to make money is to market credit cards and dish out loans.  At any rate, so my Management Consultants tell me.  They’ve shown me a whole lot of figures.  Don’t ask me what they mean.  Pictish Public Schools may be better than their Toriland equivalents but fee-paying pupils are everywhere as thick as two planks.  Three million Management Consultants can’t be wrong!  How would you like, by the way, to switch your phone to the Post Office brand, now owned by the Hispanikoi .. and your savings account, by the way, is now being managed by the Bank of Barcelona.  I can’t remember what we sold it for.. but my fellow bandits were very pleased with the handout.”





The task force from the Maltesas had supposedly arrested Toby Liar and were going to try him as a Peace Criminal in the International Court they were going to set up.  But nobody had noticed Toby’s absence. It was not beyond the bounds of  possibility that Toby had been captured.  It could just be that his computers were just running in the same way as before.  Toby had been ‘educated’ at one of  Toriland’s Public Schools – or was it a Pictish Public School?  Whatever it was, Uncle Boris was in the habit of  appointing noodles to Presidencies.  There was, to prove it, his own Benny Mussolini in the Maltesas.  He was hardly likely to be an indispensible item in the show.  Nevertheless, nobody in the RU believed that Toby Liar had been apprehended.





“The Post Office hasn’t exactly ever made a loss – not the delivery of letters and other non-core activities which will be shed in the new streamlined creation.  But the Tom Fool ideas which my Management Consultants thought up and the handouts to my associate bandits… the core activities, the actual purpose of a corporation in the free market economy… Yes, they have proved a bit expensive.  Not for me, of course, or for my fellow bandits.  So, we have got to sell out!  Take the money and run!  Not that I have any intention of running within the next million years.  I am absolutely essential to my myself!  The Management Consultants  have been earning their keep by trying to think up new ways of making money .. and they have now eventually come up with this brilliant idea.   It’s the sort of thing that might have been cooked up by that Institute of Economic Affairs which my mother set up with these dumbos whom she decided to call experts and professors.  You see, it is not the sort of the idea we are looking for that would never have occurred to you.  It is the sort of  idea which you would have immediately written off had it entered your head as being too stupid to be worth a mention.”





Because of the State Visit of the Princess Goldenlay, grandmother of the Maltesan finance minister, Merciavostok was on Red Alert.. or it might have been Black Alert.  It was some sort of coloured alert.  It made no difference what colour it was.  You closed down the civic buildings and rounded up and interrogated the suspects.  Not only had the Princess arrived but also the Finance Minister herself and Ms. Lila po Lune, who was their Lord High Independent Non-Executive Minister of Everything.  Everyone knew that President Mussolini was a noodle and that Gloria Goldenlay was really President.  The two Ministers had gone back to Belsize.  Supposedly this was because of the Football Crisis.  They could have settled that, surely, with a phone call.  Rogan suspected they had planned to leave anyway.  She couldn’t quite make out why they had come in the first place.. unless maybe  Uncle Boris Nikademopoulos was planning to buy the Alliance and Leicester Building Society.  Better that than the Hispanics with their Abbey Bank and Oh-Two Brute Mobile Phones.  Maybe they were going to buy up the whole of Merciavostok… better, again, than the Hispanics!  They had been replaced by this fourteen year old girl, Fatima Patel… She came from Leire originally and had supposedly returned briefly for a chat with her uncle.  There was a photo of  Fatima and her Uncle on the front page of the Merkur ..beneath the picture of the Princess Goldenlay Lookalike riding in her carriage.  What was the real reason for Ms. Fatima’s arrival?  She must presumably be some sort of civil servant… at their finance ministry or working for Uncle Boris.  Perhaps she wanted to buy Nottingham Castle…..








“As you may be aware… I confess I didn’t know until the Management Consultants told me and I don’t know how they found out.. at present you have to pay a charge depending on the weight of the packet and another depending on speed of delivery.   Assuming that you live in the right place, somewhere where he have not yet phased out the postal collection services, and if you pay enough we can deliver a package to any place anywhere in the world with five hours.  That is, assuming we havn’t closed down the delivery services at the other end.  If you don’t pay enough, we can tip the letters all out on the floor and pick out those with the blue stamps and hide them in the cupboard.  Also, if you do send your letter to the other side of the world, then the Chinese or the Australians may put on a charge as well.  Our brilliant idea is this.. from August lst this year we are going to impose an addition charge for surface area!”





Rogan had to round up and interrogate the suspects… But who were the suspects?  Were there maybe some Earthquakers who intended to take the opportunity to blow themselves up?  With the streets full of journalists and cameras, this would have been the ideal opportunity.  But the King of Italy, Vlad had told her, wanted her to lay off Earthquakers.  The Brigand Tung might retaliate or dozens more Earthquakers might blow themselves up in sympathy.  The terrorists, of course, stimulated the economy but compared to Mayor Cook’s improvement schemes their ravages paled into insignificance.  She should pick on ‘soft targets’ with maximum hoohah and get pictures in the papers.





“You  will be very glad to hear, therefore, that from August lst onwards you will have to pay more.  I mean, of course, that you will have to pay less.  If you fold your envelope over and stick it with cellotape you will have to pay less more than if you don’t.  You will now have to pay an additional charge that depends on the shape of the envelope – on the area of its surface.  We are installing the most technologically up to date equipment to measure the surface area.  Don’t ask me how it’s done.  In fact, nobody else knows either.  But there have been several imaginative suggestions.  You weight a packet of butter, then smear the entire surface of the letter or package with butter and then weigh the butter packet a second time.  The difference is proportional to the surface area of the package. .. the amount of difference in miligrams multiplied by a number known as the International Postal Index.  Alternatively, we could issue EU envelopes and boxes of standard shape and charge extra for any eccentric package.  Or we could use the ‘Monte Carlo’ Process, whereby a computer generates random numbers on a roulette wheel, enabling the Management Consultants to combine business with pleasure   Or you could be requred to sign an affidavit that your letter or package has such and such a surface area.  If  you were then proved wrong we could levy a swingeing tax.”





Who exactly were the enemies of  the Maltesas or of Belsize?  The Nigerians, maybe, now with their Football Crisis.  She could get the Public Health Squad to close down the Nigerian Restaurants.  Besides that.. only the Pommies.  The RU, or at any rate, Toriland, were officially at war with the Maltesas.  There was still an army of occupation on Exmoor.  According to President Mussolini they had come to liberate the RU from President Toby.  The RU wanted to be liberated maybe .. but what made President Mussolini think that he was invited to do it on the RU’s behalf?  Supposedly President Toby had been captured and was to be tried for Peace Crimes.  But nobody believed it.  Hadn’t Uncle Boris himself got Toby elected in the first place?  Gloria Goldenlay seemed a sensible enough type.  Nobody fought wars any more.  There must be some reason for it.  It must be some sort of gesture. Allegedly it was because the chemically treated RU sewage was poisoning the seas and the Maltesas fishfarms and because RU athletes had been disqualified at the Olympics because they had been eating Tunafish from the Maltesas which had been fattened by feeding them with Nandrolone.  Mussolini was now saying he had taken over Tamswasser.  His farmers, to save the RU from winning too may gold medals at the Olympics, had agreed to abandon the use of Nandrolone.





“For all this you will need to pay a great deal more money.  The postman will, of course, have to check every package for shape, weight, speed of delivery and surface area… and, wait a minute.. Stop Press!  Also volume, content, distance of journey and destination.  This will cost everyone oodles more than were there a fixed charge for everything.  But – as you queue up at the Post Office – if there is one left within a hundred miles of where you live – for the technicians to measure the surface area of your package - you have the consolation that if you send a little letter to Nottingham you will be paying less than the lady next door who is sending a big letter to Londinium.  Only fair, isn’t it?  Why should she get away with paying no more than you do?”








President Toby had recently decriminalised heroin and cocaine and was immersing himself in a great drive to eradicate tobacco.  So Rogan could have raided all the Pommie tobacconists.  She was authorised to confiscate the tobacco and all the tobacconists’ denarii, shops and horses by virtue of  Toby’s Proceeds from Crime law… and her cut would pay the Council Tax for a year.  But the civic lawyer felt that the tobacconists might be entitled to their crimes because they had paid their licence fees in advance. ..





“If you sent a flat envelope it is particularly easy… I have got the formula down here somewhere and we will be sending it around to everyone on August 2nd.  Yes!  You have to buy a special calibrated ruler at the Post Office or at Tesco’s, where, hopefully, they will have a postal counter, and you measure the lengths in millimetres of the two adjacent sides, whatever that means.. and multiply the two figures together.. for which you can buy a calculator at the post office or consult  your financial advisor… then you have only to look up the current charges displayed at your local post-office.  If you fold over the envelope and secure it with cellotape, you will only have to pay half as much – unless that way you generate another surface area on the side.  Also, since there will be some space between the two flaps there will be an increase in volume and you will have to pay for that.  Or you could smash the contents into little bits so that they can occupy a more convenient shape.  Don’t ask me how its all done!  I couldn’t care less.  Me and mi mates have our own private email network that actually works!  If you want to post a letter, you would be well advised to consult your financial advisor .. and. however its done, you will be paying more, the post office will make less and there will be more for me, the Hispanikoi and my fellow bandits.”








There were all manner of possibilities.  But Rogan really needed was an informer.  Fortunately at the last minute, as she was dithering around… there was no point in conducting a raid somewhere on the Highfield when the cameras were all surrounding the Princess Goldenlay or when the photograhs would be displaced by that news… Vlad phoned up that some of his legionaries had noticed near the Clock Tower some suspicious looking individuals with Irish accents carrying shovels.  They were obviously intent on digging a tunnel back to Dublin to get away from the police.. and if they were trying to escape from the police they must be guilty.  Her squad had rushed with sirens blaring from the Leire City Central Police HQ at Measham, six miles from Ashby de la Zouche and one and a half miles from the Birmingham Road.  The last mile and a half they traversed on foot around the maze of canals.  At the Clock Tower they apprehended the terrorists concealed amid the crowd.  The spades turned out to be disguised as umbrellas – What further proof was there needed of their guilt? – umbrellas with tips impregnated with deadly ethyl hydroxide.  The suspects, unfortunately, were in possession of little in the way of proceeds of crime ..though a connoisseur of criminology might pay something for the spades and she might get something in the way of ransom from the King of Ireland.





“Don’t suppose that we are robbing you!  Nothing could be further from our minds!  We are merely passing on our own expenses to you!  It costs  us more to process a big envelope than a small one.  This relation of cost to surface area is entirely independent of the additional cost to us that rises with the weight of the envelope.  That’s obvious, int it?  Weight and size are two entirely entirely different things and the best way of measuring size is to tot up the surface area.  You pay for the weight and then you pay for the size. Don’t get any stupid ideas that you are paying for the same thing twice. The bigger the surface area, the bigger the processing costs.  Don’t ask we how that’s worked out.  I suppose the bigger envelopes are heavier and it takes more postmen to carry them and the postman.. if there still is a postman in your area.. finds it  more difficult to cram the big envelope through the letter box”





Rogan while reading Toby’s letter glanced sideways a tomorrow’s financial times that had arrived at the office by special delivery from Germany.  A Chief Inspector in the Antiterrorist police had to know who were the most deserving targets….Would you believe it!  The Hispanikoi had bought up the Pommie Airfield Authority.  Just like Toby Liar!  Kept on going on about how the Sassenachs were flooding the airports intent on blowing them up with bombs.. and then, just to get a little bit more revenue in the short term and less of it forever after, he had sold the airports to the Sassenachs.  What was the world coming to.. with the Pommies selling out to the Hispanikoi of all people.  No wonder the Maltesas had won their war against Toriland.





Ms. Goldenlay, at the reception, had mentioned the airports takeover to Princess Rogan.. but Rogan had supposed that it was a joke.. a flirtatious tease.  Not taking it seriously, Rogan had asked Ms. Gloria: -Goldenlay about that.





“Did you phone up Toby Liar: ‘Hello, Toby!  We’ve declared war on you.  Expect to be seeing you soon!  By the way, could you sell us some military airfields to make it easier for our task force?’  ‘Sell them! Oh, no! For you, Gloria we are giving them away!’”





“You are remarkably well informed.”, Ms po Lune, the more talkative of the two cousins, had replied, “ I see we will have to take you seriously.  But it was an astute move also on Toby’s part.  He knew we wouldn’t bomb our own airfields.”





“He hadn’t any choice”, Lila had added, “We didn’t invade because we wanted to  but because we had to.  It was a united nations resolution .. carried unanimously… one for, one against, and seven hundred abstentions… The Royaume Unie was therefore included within the unanimous declaration… and President Toby was obliged to hand over to us his airfields to facilitate our operations…in return for due compensation  .. amounting, in this particular instance, to nothing.. But it does mean there will be some airfields in the RU not owned by Hispaniards..”





“Don’t get any bright ideas that some clever entrepreneur is going to borrow money off the Bank of Barcelona, set up an old fashioned postal service and put my outfit out of business.  Frankly, I couldn’t care less.  The transfer of postage is a low profit margin business I am going still going to get my cut from the Spaniards and how they get theirs is up to them.  If this entrepreneur tries to run a postal service, then I’ll get my cut off him.  It wouldn’t work anyway.  We own the established network…. Though the MCs tell me that we could chop it up into tiny local networks, each with its own Toby Bandits in charge, or Hispanobanditos, which amounts to the same thing, each paying us our cut – with a separate charge imposed on you by each region.  That would be what BG would call a ‘postage chain’!  Postal transfer, in any case, is a low profit margin enterprise and, therefore, not regarded by us as a core activity.  We and you can do without it!  Especially at Christmas when the Post Office would have to employ the entire population of the Royaumes Unies, or, more accurately, its equivalent in illegal immigrants, to measure the packages and calculate the postal charges.”





Who was going to pay for these airports? Not the Hispanikoi!  Rogan would have to pay.. and everyone else in the RU!  The Hispanikoi had borrowed the equivalent in denarii, at yesterday’s prices, of three thousand Pommie Pfunt from the Italian banks and, of course, they had paid in Pommie Pfunt which, at tomorrow’s prices, won’t be worth a plastic groschen.  The dealers and wheelers, the great army of Toby paracites who supposedly organised these mergers, would be pocketing sixty million Pommie Pfunt.  Who would pay for all this?  The users of the airports of course and all their friends and acquaintances  and everyone in the RU – and Toby Liar would take his cut!  Maybe the drones ‘’the Directors as they call themselves .. were not going to get their full LTIP – their name for their perks.  It depends on ever rising profits and the airports had made so much money that maybe the rate of increase of rate of increase of profit was slowing down… and if they are not going to get their LTIP they get it all automatically irrespective of circumstances if they sell the company!





“So screw you!  I’ve got my private email network ..with no adverts and no spyware .. and if you pay enough you can get one that works and perhaps even without your buying a new computer every two weeks.. though if you do buy a new computer every two weeks you will be boosting the GNP and be that many times better off!”





King Lear – He didn’t have a clue – would, when befuddled with mead, go on about how in his days or in the days of  Gy Kaisar folk went round with big armies ‘conquering’ people.  Nobody does that!  The Italians don’t go round ‘conquering’ and they didn’t in Gy Kaisar’s day.  The Italians exploit wars between minor local kinglets.  They sit on the side doing nothing – which is what Italians always do.  Nothing ever happens until some Sassenach dux like Gy Kaisar takes matters into his own hands!  Maybe for a while they support this side or that or both.. but if they do so, they can still sit on their back sides because nobody with any sense attacks the Italians.  Maybe they give some denarii to one side or both.  They’ll be on the winning side at the end, of course, when the contestants are fagged out and the Italians take over. 





“With these new charges we are generating GNP!  Everybody will be designing new notepaper and booklets and the rest.. and every time we change our charges they will have to begin designing again.. and have to buy a new computer program to work out the charges.  In any case, to save trees, we are becoming a paperless economy.  So many trees have been converted into Direct Debit adverts that there’s not many left!  Where would the profits of the postal transfer service be without Credit Cards and Direct Debit.  We will be changing our charges every two weeks so as to maximise GNP.”





Nobody ever ‘conquers’ anyone by plastering them with a big army.  Nottingham Castle was supposedly built to curtail the expansion of Denmark.  There all these stories about the Danes sailing up the Trent with their big warships.   The Danes never had any warships!  Nevertheless, Nottingham is now in Denmark.  The Danes bought it up bit by bit with denarii borrowed from Italian banks.  The natives, laden with Toby Liar’s taxes and with Sassenachs being imported to do all the paid jobs, couldn’t compete.  The Hispanikoi are now ‘conquering’ the RU without a shot being fired. 





“If you suppose that this latest scheme of mine is a misuse of the postal service – a crime committed by a load of gangsters shagging nubian slaves on the Isle de Fouchette…then I have this to say to you: “Get Stuffed!”.  When the Hispanikoi have taken over, you will get a more polite reply.  I will be appointing a regulator to make sure I get my cut and the money goes in the right directions.  The Hispanikoi will be appointing an independent self-regulator, a former director of the Bank of Barcelona, who will examine your complaints and then, after due consideration, tell you how much he sympathises with your predicament and to get stuffed!”





Lear still lived in the dark ages .. and about them he was then as he is now totally in the dark!  They didn’t then have any of the General Elections or whatever they are called.. where  Toby hands out these wads of  postal ballot forms to the Sassenachs as they arrive on the Litus Saxonis – all of them already filled in.  They just have to be shoved into the box provided.  Every EU citizen is entitled to vote in these RU ‘General Elections’ – several times over – and everyone in Siberia and everyone in Cathay… The natives are the only people who don’t vote!  Nevertheless, in Lear’s day the kings had to bribe the electorate.  There would always be some usurper in the offing if the King discarded his popularity.  The Princess Rogan herself, maybe!  So when the taxes were collected the King would have to say:





‘Thankyou very much!  Now you can have free dancing girls at Beltane.  I will provide you all with a ton of manure a year from the Royal Stables.  I will carry your offal free of charge to the Royal Tip…”





But Toby Liar runs his treasury as if he were a big shopkeeper.  He says: -





“Thankyou very much!  You will also be required to hire my dancing girls at Beltane, for which you pay extra.  I will provide you with horse manure – for which you pay extra!  You will be required to hire my operatives, for whom you pay extra, to carry your refuse to the Royal Tip, for which you pay extra. ..”





Toby has hundreds of thousands of  management consultants thinking up new ways of paying extra, and the extra is intended to pay for the management consultants.





“So, happy campers,you can all get stuffed!  If you think you can get rid of me and replace me with some looney-left socialist like the late Gy Iulio Kaisar..the crackpot dux who ruined the Italian economy with his free corn, decommissioning the private armies, universal suffrage, jobs for all and state handouts for those without, free education, free treatment by the witches, no taxes – all that sort of wild responsibility that we had to  put during the years of Labour Misrule – then you have another thing coming!  However are you going to get rid of me? Ha! Ha!  Can you think of anyone else? – of any way of doing it? – any lunatic available prepared to return to the old discredited ways?  Ha! Ha! Ha!”





So it is no longer necessary to bribe the natives.  But that does not mean that it is not necessary to bribe.  Toby can never have enough and has to have it all at once. He must be a tobacco addict! Toby doesn’t think two minutes ahead… and couldn’t care less.. He’s a bit like an Italian.  I’m all right, Jack!  So he now has sold all his dozens of monopolies to his friends the Punditi, the Club of Drones.  The drones now collect the taxes.  But they have to let Toby get his cut.  So it becomes the old taxes plus the new taxes to the drones.  Toby and his drones are so greedy for the ready cash that they sell off everything.. and all of it,, the entire game.. is financed with money borrowed from the Italian banks ..for which the natives at the end of the day have to pay… It’s not bribing the natives.  It’s Toby Liar and Drones bribing each other .. a great Bribery Club at the expense of the natives!





“I thought I had better tell you about this in advance, Chief Inspector Rogan, you being an Italian Citizen.  I like to keep in the good books of  King Atilla of Italy.  Bot that I am really bothered what he thinks!  This is all part of my transparency drive!  Now you see it .. and nobody else sees anything either!  Everything is to be written on invisible parchment.  So keep it to yourself!  Don’t tell anyone else!





“Not that it matters!  As far as the punters are concerned, it doesn’t rain but it pours!  They can’t protest about everything.  By the time they have opened their mouth to begin complaining about one calamity I will have landed them with another!  But if they do find out and start bellyaching, you can tell them from me: ‘Get Stuffed!’.





“I enclose a cheque for for seven million Pommie Pfunt drawable on the Bank of Barcelona to facilitate Mercivostok’s contribution to the War on Terra. 





“Love and Kisses





“Toby Liar”
































  For all this, naturally, you will have to pay a great deal of money.  
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