





From Ms. Minerva Minskirt, Ministre of  Truth, Free Colombian Trade Federation at the Press Office at the Palais d’Orleans, Isle de Belsize.








Toby Liar Genocide Allegations





Nu Laeba Terrorist’s Buy to Let Conspiracy Exposed





Miss Minerva Miniskirt apologies for the length of this update – which arises from the continuing backlog.





Recent events in the Gulagapos confirm that the Federation takes a dim view of the vanity of four hundred year old vampires who bathe in babies’ milk and blood.  Accordingly the World Forces have arrested the Toby-lackey directors of  Krupp-Tamswasser who have been immersing themselves in tonnes of water shortage, imported in bottles from the RU, which is then allowed without further use to run to waste and poison the Tuna farms, while charging farmers preserving their pastures, by the microlitre,  for shortage that falls upon their own land.





There is no truth, therefore, in misguided claims that the International Task Force encamped upon Exmoor, the strategically important field of organically produced methane (which we are protecting from BG) in Toriland in the Royaumes Unies are mercenaries paid by the Poncho Bolero International Responsible Drug Addiction Trust , that it serves only the Trust’s interests,  that President Toby Liar has been unenthusiastically pursued  lest his trial creates inconvenient precedents and that the prisoner purported to be Toby Liar is in fact King Baskerville of the Vandals entertained as an honoured guest.





The Vandals are a peaceloving nation noted for their accomplishments as Estate Agents.  King Baskerville has provided telling evidence, supporting charges of Genocide against the Nu Laeba Terrorist, of Toby’s involvement in a conspiracy known as ‘Buy to Let’.  In targetted areas – the whole of the RU- dwellings that never appear on any free market are confiscated by ‘carpetbaggers’ who have been given unlimited loans with the aim of  pricing accommodation beyond the accessibility of local populations.  The resultant inflation, moreover, renders the existing population unable to maintain its existing dwellings and pay its rents and council taxes and, if that fails, enables Toby to confiscate what remains in Death Duties.  Toby’s Genocide is not directed against any one nation but against every nation in turn that is invited to settle in the R.U.. 





The Federation has no sympathy with the two-faced criticism of the metaphors, which belong to the language of the intended audience, deployed by Ms. Arsula Undress in her recent interview of Federal Finance Minister Gloria Goldenlay.  These self-righteous hypocrites are jealous rival journalists in the pay of the Nu Laeba tyrant, Tobyite Public School Boys with a paranoid allergy to portrayal of their own favourite pastimes.  The questions asked might perhaps have been more tellingly directed to Toby Liar with reference to his admiration of his mother in the guise, whether deserved or not, of a Public School Symbol -  a coincidence which our wartime information service has not overlooked.  











The Free Colombian Trade Federations’ Army of Liberation encamped on Exmoor lives up to its title ‘International’ in that it consists in the main of Hibernian regiments hired from King Pat O’Neill supported 


by troops recruited locally in Toriland.  The Federation possesses more military equipment than any other nation.  The poorer and more thinly populated islands in the Federation are used as dumping grounds by the G8 and Uncle Boris has been presented with a great collection of aircraft and ships by Heads of State who have visited Knossos.  These armaments are classed as ‘obsolete’ but the schoolchildren on Belsize are accomplished engineers and although the Brigand Tung’s nuclear weapons are manufactured for peaceful purposes only, he is generally believed to have a considerable collection.  The Federation has a large, heavily armed, police force, the Tom Toms Narcoutes, impenetrable electronic defences around Belsize and Knossos, but no army.  There is hardly any point in the Federation, an archipelago of some fifty thousand mountainous islets, owning an army.  The great task force that arrived on the shores of the RU was loaded mainly with Italian denarii, though also many tons of  Pommie Pfunt and  Etats Unies dollars of which the Banco Belsize Cayman International has a great surplus which it is hoping to dump.  Toby’s treasurer, the Jack of Daimonds, can be expected enthusiastically to counterdump what remains of his minute reserves of gold for a few worthless Pfunt though we are not quite sure what we can do with the rest.  The Hibernians are very good at winning wars for other nations and there is nothing wrong with their Generals, who can be hired on the cheap.  However, lest the Hibernians get the idea that they are fighting for Hibernia – which, of course they are, because the forces represent the entire Free World -  the General Crazy Horse has been procured from President Walker Blow Johnson of the Etats Unies.





Milor Sagittarius Fantasticus is repeating daily on the Radio that the Free World has captured President Toby Liar of the Royaumes Unies.  The interrogation of the Nu Laeba terrorist chieftain, however, has been  unorthodox not merely by the standards of General Kadadzic, the Federation Chief of Police, who has remained at his  HQ at Alcatrass Bay in the Maltesas, but by any standards.  Toby has been allocated his personal stone hut, with a horsehair mattress.  Toby is being served haute cuisine spaghetti cooked by Dagmar, Uncle Boris’s personal chef, whom Boris has lent to the taskforce.  Every morning Toby goes on a run round Exmoor with General Crazy.  General Crazy’s  Swiss Guards,  King Atilla of Italy’s personal contribution to the world effort, fall ever further behind and have been lapped three thrice by the time the morning’s exercise is over.  Toby Liar has never been famed for his athletic achievements – which might have arouse suspicion – but there are three circumstances that support the identification.  The prisoner consistently claims that he is not Toby Liar.  He wears multicoloured ankle-length shorts glued on by some mysterious process that leaves the upper half of his buttocks exposed.  During the runs Toby insists on forever telling General Crazy that he intends to convert Exmoor into a housing estate.  The General has been right to adopt this pussyfooting approach, since the Prisoner in fact is not Toby Liar but King Baskerville of the Vandals.





The Vandals are a peace loving nation who are noted for their skills as Estate Agents.  It is always possible to recognise the houses occupied by Vandals.  The surrounding site is covered entirely with concrete, upon which the Vandals park their enormous chariots, and the site is surrounded by trees –a version of the Canadian Redwood that is known as the Baskerville.  The Baskerville has branches all the way up without the bare stalk beneath possessed by the Caledonian Teak.  The Vandals also litter the surrounding district with their chariots and go around accompanied by the Sassenach hounds known everywhere else in the world as ‘dogs’ but in the Royaumes Unies as Baskervilles.  The Vandals feed their Baskerville Hounds on tinned kangaroo meat.. which has led to a serious shortage of  kangaroos in Australia.  Properties acquired by the Vandals and then subdivided into numerous little cells to be let as habitations for the Sassenachs are  recognised by their similar appearance but without Baskervilles, whether trees, dogs or Estate Agents.  The area of concrete, however, is strictly limited, except maybe for a patch for chariots at the front, since every available square inch will be eventually occupied by extensions to house more Sassenachs.





Toby Liar had intended to deploy his forces strategically on the Fair Isle, North of the Orkneys, in the direction of which he had been reliably informed two hostile Norwegian fishing vessels had been seen approaching.  However, Toriland cartographers had all been educated at Public Schools and Toby was strategically deploying himself instead in a tent at the bottom of a very expensive looking three hundred foot deep hole full of fire-damp in the Grimpen Mire on Exmoor, only a few hundred yards from Grimsdyke, where the King of the Vandals was residing.  It surely was not beyond the wit of  General Crazy Horse that the most likely location for Toby Liar would be a hole in the ground surmounted by a ‘For Sale’ notice on a stick.  Indeed, there was just such a hole in clear view, entirely surrounded by Free World encampments, with a placard which read not ‘For Sale’ but ‘Sold’.  Above that was written ‘Baskerville Brothers, Estate Agents’ and, beneath, the Italian word ‘Dux’, beneath that the personal emblem of Toby Liar, the Double Dux, two blue ganders wearing red rosettes on their foreheads.  Beneath that ‘Tobias Tacherios Mendax’, then ‘Vercingetorix, Rex Torium, Princeps Pomorum’ and beneath that the original Cymric version of the name, ‘Worsntoris’.





It might be suspected, therefore, that Chief Crazy had been offered some broad hints as to the location of  Toby Liar.  So that there could be no mistake the hole was additionally surrounded by numerous further sticks, each bearing a flag.  There was Toby’s own ensign.  the two blue ganders on a blue background.  The Gander is a ferocious animal which is known therefore also as a Draco.  A gander had in ancient times saved Italy from the Italians and Don Francisco Draco, whose symbol was a gander, had inconvenienced the intending Hispanic invaders of Pommieland and was fully expected by all sides in the present dispute to intervene again on their behalf.  Toby considered himself entitled to borrow Don Francisco’s emblem and to multiply it by two.  The national flags surrounding the hole greatly outnumbered Toby’s troops.  It was not clear what entitled Toby to display, for instance, the Green Double Duck of  King Pat O’Neill.  The flag of the King of the Vandals, the white dog ..well, perhaps.  Baskerville owned the freehold of the hole.





 The White Double Duck, on a white background, was the joint emblem of King Genghis and Queen Horsa. ..an allusion to their native language of ‘Double Dutch’ and to Genghis’s Presidency of the Marylebone Cricket Club..For this flag there was some justification.  When war had been declared Toby had sent an email to Queen Horsa: “Help! Help!  The Danes are upon us!”.  Dagmar the Cook was born in Denmark and perhaps amongst the local recruits there would have been those born in Denmark or whose ancestors had been born in Denmark.  But to Torilanders all Sassenachs look the same and when they speak of Danes, Norwegians, English or whatever they just mean foreigners.  A recent edict from Toby Liar had ordered that foreigners were to be called ‘New Englanders’.  England is probably another name for Holland and ‘New England’ is the region of the Litus Saxonis that falls in Merciavostok.  The Sassenach Queen Horsa by chance actually saw the email from Toby Liar.  She was, at the time, on Exmoor hiring out her Buddhist monks and Earthquaker vestal virgins to General Crazy and, in response, sent over to Toby’s hole two radio operators, both born in Copenhagen, and a cook ‘as my contribution to the joint effort to prevent this tiny island of ours sinking under the weight of the Danish Illegal Immigrants’ and in order to keep herself informed.








Toby had been sold the lease on the hole by King Baskerville.  It was a bargain. Toby was now anxiously awaiting Baskerville’s return.  Baskerville could be expected to know how to deal with the six inches of water shortage that was flooding the hole. The radio operators had dug themselves a little ledge on the side of the rope ladder and the cook had moved his equipment to the surface and was feeding Toby with spaghetti begged off the Hibernians.  The radio operators had taken pity on the Baskerville Hound and, when Toby was asleep, with the aid of Hibernian muscle power, had kidnapped the dog, lifted it out of the hole and left it in the care of an entomologist who lived nearby.





Toby Liar was sitting in a chair strumming his guitar at the bottom of his hole, his feet immersed in six inches of water shortage,  on the ten thousand square centimetre frontage of concrete in front of his tent, illuminated by a sodium lamp perched upon a twelve meter pole. The sides of the hole were covered with pipes and wires and there was a little alcove full of  gas, electricity and water meters and more pipes and wires and there was an entrance to a ten metre long tunnel on the sides of which were numerous little caves, initially intended to be separate flats, which Baskerville had assured Toby were sufficient to house his entire army.  Toby’s henchman ‘Two Wheels’ Prezza had been sent off to Bodmin to buy Spaghetti and electricity cards.  Prezza had parked his bicycle in a hut on Grimsdyke whence it had been borrowed by a Swiss Guard who felt it was justifiable to cheat when accompanying the General on his morning run.  Prezza was reduced to walking - though he was accelerated on his way by the appearance of a large hound.  When Prezza arrived at Tesco he found that he had forgotten his credit card and had to return.  He was thinking up his excuses and tried them on General Crazy,on his morning run, who had stopped to greet Toby’s amanuensis.


 


“It was a massive hound,”, boasted the henchman, “fifteen feet high, with glaring red eyes and breathing fire!”





“Dragons are a protected species!”, Crazy reminded him, “I hope you didn’t put it at risk of catching rabies by letting it bite you without your being vaccinated”





With a tremendous sprint, the General then vanished into the distance.





Toby’s music, as usual, was being drowned out by the blare of the burglar alarm.  Toby would have to ask Baskerville, when he arrived, to switch it off.  Toby felt a thud on his head and a sharp pain.  Then a lady’s shoe with a long spiked heel crashed onto his guitar.  Then another shoe hit his head and cascaded with a splash into the water shortage.  Toby’s mother, Maggie Meade, Duchess of Finchley  went her way slowly down the rope ladder.   ‘Wend’ is a Sassenach verb that can mean just about anything, but in this context it means ‘proceed’.





“I don’t want to be blamed for this mess!”, she muttered to herself, “It’s always blame the mother!  He’ll be saying its his deprived childhood.. that he’s re-enacting the atrocities committed on him by his parents!”





Toby looked up. “Hello, Mother!”, he exclaimed automatically, “How did you know where to find me?  It isn’t possible!  What was that you said?”.  His mother was growing old.  It affected her speech!





“I have my ways!  Since I was in the area I dropped in on Chief Crazy Horse to convey my support and encouragement to the United Nations.  You being on the site, I thought I’d pay a visit!”





“Consorting with the enemy!”





“What..you?  Oh, I see!  Crazy is an old friend!  How much did Baskerville rob you for this hovel?”





“It was a bargain!  Baskerville’s Irish labourers had been working on it for four years… with a thirty million Pfunt Buy to Let grant from the Alliance and Leicester.  There is only standing room for three labourers and they had to pile up, one on the shoulder of another… Stress fractures of the clavicle are common amongst the Hibernians.  Baskerville let me have it for only forty million deposit plus twenty thousand a week rent, twenty thousand a week service charge and twenty thousand a week for maintenance.  He even let me, as part of the bargain, exchange, entirely free of charge and off the record, that little Pommie Poodle I had been intending to give to WBJ for one of them big Sassenach hounds”





“You mean a Great Dane.. like the Princess Camilla’s Tiny?”





“Oh, Mother!  We don’t call them Great Danes any more!  They are Baskerville Hounds.”





“Really!  They used to be German Mastiffs.  Germans are North of the ones you call Danes. Everybody to the East of the Germans call them Allemandi ..foreigners.  Except for the Allemandi, who call them Germans.  What’s happened?  Are we at war with Denmark or is ‘Dane’ a politically incorrect term of abuse?”





“It’s a bit of both.”





“I can’t keep up with all your wars!  Every time there is a disturbance outside a nightclub it’s a ‘war’ or a ‘battle’!  You never seem to be at war with anyone before they have actually invaded and settled in!  I don’t know what possessed to you keep up with this playing at politics.  What your parents and your lecturers could never understand was why you didn’t give it up for music and a steel electric band!”





“I couldn’t!  I failed my exams!”





“After our wasting all that money sending you to St. Trinians and Bosphoros!  At least you could have married a rich lawyer like your father did and set yourself up in a career!”





“I did marry a rich lawyer!  Who do you think is paying for this luxury apartment?  But her ambition was to be President!”





“Yes!  That’s right!  I remember now! Everyone in Toriland is a lawyer and all the lawyers want to be President.  I can’t think why.  I never wanted to be President.  I was dragged into it by Ian Smith.. and then there wasn’t anyone else.. just pussyfooting wets sucking up to Magabwe and Mandela…”





“You have always been my model, Mother!  I have religiously pursued your ideology, policies and programme.  I’ve now even got my own war!”





“Wars, Boy Blue!  My one war I won!”





“Anyone can win a war against the Pitcairn Islands! – and you almost lost!”





“How could we lose against the Pitcairn Islands?  That’s the sort of war you want!  The purpose of the war is to keep you in office.  We just sent over a few ships, arrested the thirty inhabitants and put them on trail for inbreeding!   Have you ever asked yourself – however are you going to win a war against the Maltesas?  For a start, the Brigund Tung has stacks of fully independent atomic bombs…or, at any rate, that is what his captured spies are trained to say.. and the Maltesas are some fifty thousand islands in the middle of nowhere…”





“The Royaumes Unies are fifty thousand islands!”





“Toriland isn’t!  And in the main we are one island much larger than any Maltesas.  You never think anything through! If you left well alone.. how could Gloria Goldenlay on Belsize and Uncle Boris on Knossos reconcile themselves with my good friend the terrorist lunatic Brigand Tung?  Or the fanatic Nazarene Brigand with the Voodoo loonies on Salome?..or Uncle Boris on Knossos with the impoverished illegal immigrants on Toblerone? …or the ultra-proper Gloria Goldenlay with the organised criminals of  Fouchette?  What you’ve done is unite them all against yourself, the common enemy!”





“I didn’t pick on them!  They picked on me!”





“Oh, yes!  You could have acceded to their demands!  They were reasonable enough!”





“I have acceded to their demands!”





“The time to accede is when nobody knows that the demands exist … or you accede on the quiet while making out that there is some other totally preposterous demand which, with much table thumping,  you are refusing!  You havn’t got a clue!  If, for instance, you showered the Brigand with Pfunt, then the rest of the Federation would see him as a capitalist lackey and pick on him!”





“I have been showering Pilkington with Pfunt.. and Knossos!”





“Yes, Boy Blue!  But the point is that with this particular enemy it doesn’t work.  It’s full of fat boobies sitting in the sun!  Sending Pfunt to the Federation… It’s like shipping a bucked of burnt-out slag to Newcastle… What would be a modern equivalent? ..Carrying a tin of Tesco’s spaghetti to King Atilla!  Your Pfunt now are worth more as recyclable waste paper than as currency!  How much have I got to raise this year in council tax? – More, I bet you, than you’ve ever sent Pfunt to the Maltesas!”





“I have been dedicated to your programme!  Though there is still a lot to be done…!”





“I never had an ideology, nor a programme, nor any policies!”





“Oh yes, you did!”





“Oh no, I didn’t”





“Oh, yes, you did!”





“Well .. in the beginning, maybe.  Everyone does to start off with!  And, to start off with, you think it is all working and all under your control!  But then you find yourself lumbered. Then you have to do whatever has to be done.  You have been the opposite.  You started fairly soberly.. though it probably wasn’t you.. and then, over the years, you have become increasingly fanatic!”











Gloria Goldenlay, supposedly on her way back to Belsize, arrived at the camp of the International Forces. She waved at the cheering Hibernians who supposed she must be somebody important because she was being welcomed as she descended from the helicopter by the General, accompanied by the supposed Toby Liar.  By the look of her, she must be some Californian or Mexican, maybe Calamity Jane.





“Gerremoff, Calam!”, yelled the local Pommie recruits.





“Sorry to disappoint you! I am Gloria Goldenlay from Belsize.  I suggest you invite the Queen Gudeva of Merciasapad to provide you with an equestrian demonstration.  I convey to you the gratitude and admiration of  President Mussolini and of the Federation and of the Pommie nation for your enthusiasm in protecting the Free World and liberating Toriland.”





General Crazy was as mystified as the troops as to why Gloria had arrived.  He introduced his prisoner.





“This is the Nu Laeba terrorist gangster, Toby Liar!”





Gloria had a few words with the prisoner in the Vandal dialect of International Italian.





“Congratulations!”, Gloria answered the General, “I have to interview the prisoner.  I need a table, a couple of chairs and maybe a chessboard and pieces…”





“I insist that you be accompanied by an armed guard!”





“There is no need for that.  Keep at a safe distance.  Then you can make out that you couldn’t hear what was being spoken…”





A familiar figure sprang into view, surrounded by cameramen and apparatus.





“Arsula Andress!”, she introduced herself unnecessarily, “reporting for the Free Toriland Broadcasting Corporation!… Can you tell me, Ms. Goldenlay.. Do you come here often?”





“I have very briefly interrupted my non-stop express journey back to Belsize for refuelling….”





“Will you be interviewing the prisoner during your sojourn on Exmoor?”





“There may a short interchange of disagreement but of what nature the maintenance of  international security forbids me from anticipating”





“When you were a little girl, did you frig over pictures of Toby Liar!”





“No! Did you? As you know, we are an easy going people in the Federation with little respect or admiration for authority or for foreign gangsters prancing around in uniforms..”





“Did you used to have a wank with President Mussolini?”





“You had better ask the President about that!  I have no such recollection!  Thankyou Ms. Undress for kindly sparing so much of your valuable time to talk to me!  I won’t bother you any further!”











“I am not Toby Liar!”, exclaimed King Baskerville.





“Nobody thinks you are!”





“That Red Indian bloke says I am… I’m sorry, I’d forgotten that you yourself are a Native Colombian…It was a slip of the tongue!”





“Native Colombians?  I am an Inca or, if you insist, a Red Indian!”





“Toby Liar is on the bottom of that hole over there!  The fat chap just climbing into the hole, that’s Toby’s henchman, Prezza, on the cards the .. what do you call it.. the two of jags…”





“Yes, the Two of  Spades… If  Chief Crazy allows Toby to live in a hole in the middle of the International Camp ..he must have his reasons.  On this particular issue, as you Vandals say, I am not inclined to buy a horse and then pull my own cart.  You however are King Baskerville of the Vandals and I have briefly to ask a few questions on the subject of Peace Crimes against Humanity…”





“We Vandals are a peaceloving pacifist nation.  We have nothing to do with wars and crimes against humanity.  I am just a humble Estate Agent!”





“Not maybe so humble!  I have only been in Pommieland for a few hours and I have seen thousands of  Baskerville Brothers placards.  Do you have thousands of brothers?”





“Are you wired? No I trust you!  You are the friend of Ms. Lila po Lune.  She is one of us, is the Ms po Lune… I see her picture in the KY Magazine.. She is a shapely mare!”





“There are many nations in Siberia….I don’t think she is Vandal.. but she has been everywhere.. probably has lived in Siberia…”





“We all know the story of Lila po Lune… Lila Fanievka Ivanovic, she is!  When she was twelve years old, leaning on a lamp-post on a Moscow street she was arrested by Dr. Beria as a suspected terrorist.  Before the Courts could decide what to do with her she had to undergo the psychological assessment.  By mistake they gave her the final examination papers of the University of  Lemantov.  Thinking it was another silly game, Lila just answered the questions.  The outcome was that she was sent for four years penal servitude at the Institute of Cosmology in Siberia.  She ended up as a cosmonaut who had visited the moon and before she was released she was awarded her doctorate in nuclear physics…”





“Yes!  Lila has probably been to the moon!  She has been to most places.  You say that you are guilty of no peace crimes.  Maybe you are just a greedy pig too stupid to have a conscience or to be aware of what you are doing.  Maybe Toby Liar is another fool.  I don’t like putting fools on trial for their foolishness.  It condemns whole nations… the Siberians or the Pommies who put up with the foolishness.  But the deeds of Toby Liar may need to be put on trial.  I am authorised by Ms. Lydia Lodj, or I will be, to offer you immunity from prosecution in return for your testimony on behalf of the Free World.  To make it easier for you, Lydia has written out an initial draft of your evidence.  Here is a copy for you.  Before I return to Belsize let me go through some salient points…”





“I have nothing to hide.  There’s nothing I know that’s a secret!”





“O.K. then!  Who was it who first invited Baskerville Brothers to the Royaumes Unies?  Was it Toby Liar?”





“No, not initially!  There was President Meade and, before that, President Marks, but in his day we had no dealings with the President but liased with a professional tennis player, the Chief Racketeer!”





“Let’s start with the Racketeer!  That would be, presumably, the Permanent Secretary to the Pommie Minister of  Local Government.  You were invited to this island to practice as Estate Agents.”





“Also to be what they called Housing Associations.”





“I see… and how did you get the money to set up in business?”





“We were given grants by the Racketeer… and the free houses and the rest.  Once we had one free house, then the racketeer gave us a mortgage with that as security and with the money we bought another house and then with the mortgage on that we bought another house…”





“What did you do with the hice?”





“We filled them up with illegal immigrants”.





“Who paid to import the illegal immigrants?”





“This particular game, others were involved in it, not just Baskervilles.  We imported some of our own and then either the President paid or it may have been the Racketeer.. or the President imported them and paid for them .. or else the King of the donor nation forked out the money!”





“And what were these rackets which you were invited to operate?”





“It depended mainly on what they called ‘improvement grants’.  We would buy the houses cheaply and then the Racketeer gave us these improvement grants.  Then we could resell the houses at the market price plus the amount of the grant, many times the market price, plus a premium!  Mainly we would sell them to ourselves as Housing Associations.”





“I see!  With this improvement grant money…did you have to do anything with it?”





“ Not necessarily but there were various ancillary rackets that made money for various racketeers… central heating, double glazing, washing the outside walls, installation of council windows, boring holes into brickwork and inserting plastic, inside toilets .. all manner of rackets.  We usually installed the council windows, since that was the sort of  hallmark of improvement …”





“But none of this vandalism was compulsory.  Why then did the Racketeer give you this money?”





“He would get a commission.. or his local representatives did… as agent in the procurement of the grant..which would be a percentage of the amount of the grant…”





“I see.  Was any other reason given to you for this particular racket?”





“Well, yes… the President of  Pommie Land and all the local kings and kinglets and mayors and mayorlets had in l974, when there was a slump in RU house prices, bought up tens of thousands of houses.  Supposedly this was to prevent all the builders and Estate Agents going broke.  The Racketeer and his local assistants then also went into becoming house builders on the ‘private market’ ..To make it legal, the government supposedly owned the land while the houses themselves were supposedly the property of private construction companies.. though while they were empty they were classed as ‘council houses’ and the President or Racketeer paid ‘rate support grants’ weekly per house to the local king.”





“Yes!  That’s in your statement.  The improvement grants effectively closed the market in cheap affordable houses and enabled the kings to sell the houses they themselves were building at whatever price they chose…Who then inhabited then these new or improved houses?  The existing population?”





“No, of course not!  They were stuffed full of illegal immigrants!”





“Was it ever suggested to you that these things were being done deliberately to get rid of the existing population?”





“At the beginning, yes!  That was admitted quite openly.. at least by the Chief Racketeer and his assistants.  The existing inhabitants would be removed with some vigour and if they owned the houses and we couldn’t get at them we pulled them down!”





“What then happened to the original inhabitants?”





“I don’t know!”





“And of course the increased prices enabled landlords, including yourself and the President and the local Mayors to charge higher rents and rates and lay the ground for the present escalation in council taxes..…”





“Yes!  That was known well in advance!  Doubling and triple of council rents had already been announced.. or we know about it.. in l976.. though the prices had not yet started rising..Everything in the RU is always known decades in advance to the President’s henchmen though it will suddenly be publicly announced as something new….”





“That is clear enough!  Now we come to the further racket of your, according to this statement, being awarded some massive sum via something called the Housing Corporation.  It says here three hundred billion pfunt  Can that be right?  Even at today’s prices, it’s more than entire national budget of the Royaumes Unies!  According to your statement, this was done in order to increase house prices..”





“Certainly so!  That was openly stated…”





“Were you given any reason for this atrocity?”





“It wasn’t up to us to know reasons.  The Pommies are very keen on rising house prices.  Their propaganda media for decades have been full of spin to that effect!  Their economists used to say that rises in house prices were the first sign of economic recovery.. Economics.. that’s your field, not mine!”





“I see.. So President Meade.. It started with her, didn’t it? .. was trying to engineer economic recovery…As you say, we don’t expect you to assess the value of that particular statement beyond the obvious fact that the policy is stupid and that it was the Bread and Circuses so-called low interest rate give away money policy that had caused the recession in the first place… though nobody admitted its existence until long after..…





But let us pass now onto the third racket.. the Buy to Let.  You get the money off the banks and building societies.. but it is Toby Liar’s Policy… They are all in on the racket….Run me through this.  If King Lear wanted to sell you Hardwick Hall…How would he go about it?”





“He wouldn’t.  We would!  We would keep calling on him with pockets stuffed full of brown paper envelopes and offer generous prices – money no object - cash – off the record – no questions asked!  We need a ready source of money, of course, some steady contact at the Building Society.  Hardwick House is large edifice – could be converted into say, ten thousand flats and then a few more hundred thousand over the grounds.  We would offer, say, five hundred million.. an ordinary inner cities house would fetch at least three, maybe four, million Pommie Pfunt. We’d get away with less if we can.. but money is no object.  He would resist at first but eventually with council tax or whatever he would give in!  They always find it necessary, one way or another, to give in in the end!





“We target what are called Old Pommies.  The paid employment and the credit facilities go to what we call New Pommies – the people we move in!  The pressures from all directions are against the Old Pommies.  Sooner or later, they are bound to surrender!”





“And the New Pommies eventually become Old Pommies!  Whole populations are repeatedly removed and replaced by New Immigrant….”





“We then move in the workers for ‘conversion’… that takes, say, in a small house, five years … If the conversion has already taken place, we convert again!  The Building Society will insist on a minimum investment per property of three million Pommie Pfunt....”





“I see! And how do you recoup all this money which you have squandered?”





“It is value added.. added onto the price of the houses and the rents”





“I see!  So formerly there were people who lived in and depended on readily available cheap housing.  These people were removed and the houses either taken off the market or else the prices artificially raised by a cartel organised by the President so as to become inaccessible to what you call the Old Pommies.  This policy has escalated into the horror you describe as Buy to Let by which, again, there is a governmental obliteration of the free market with carpetbaggers who otherwise would not even be in the market being given unlimited sums by building societies so as to drive up prices to a such level that houses are accessible to nobody else.  This furthermore results in a general increase in prices which makes it impossible for existing owners to maintain or retain their homes.  This has the additional effect of enabling Toby to draw more and more of what people own in to himself as tribute.  Inflationary prices are misrepresented as taxable gains in value.  If the householder has not already been forced into mortgaging his home in such a manner that it automatically falls into the hands of the criminals at his or her death, the increase in prices inevitably results in all being swallowed up by Toby in death duties





“There is obviously here a clear case against Toby Liar of genocide.  We will have to examine your evidence in greater detail – and there are other witnesses and other charges …





“Are you sure you are not just as bad in your Federation…?”





“We’ve collected a great deal of evidence ..not all directly in Toby Liar’s era but Ms. Lydia says he is responsible nevertheless.  I am beginning to think that Toby is demonstrably worse than we are!  If not, we may not choose to apprehend the gangster .. but it looks very much as if we might… 





Thankyou for evidence.. sign here .. In return for this cooperation on your part, I will give you some free advice.  You are planning to buy up UK Coal and to turn it into a Housing Estate.  You would be well advised to do no such thing!”
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