06A20MAH.GLY::::From Ms Minerva Miniskirt, Minister of Truth to the Free Colombian Trade Federation, c/o Palais d’Orleans, Port aux Bicyclettes, Belsize, FCTF





 The Veiled Threat of the Rhubarb Leaf 





Unfortunately, the IT Department has updated our computers.. which means that a backlog has accumulated in the distribution of our press circulars. If you happen to bump into Mr Clever Dick, who is responsible for this, you might remind him that the number A signifies ten and that this is after eight and nine and not before zero. This misunderstanding makes it difficult to locate documents filed originally in chronological order. However, from the backlog we have randomly selected this bulletin which landed on Ms Miniskirt’s desk over two months ago and clarifies our Federation’s policy regarding veils, hoods, crucifixes, spectacles, tatoos, mocassin haircuts, donkey jackets, beards, turbans, Old Etonian Ties, anything that might be the uniform of a gang or common to some band of daleks and therefore threatening or diagnostic of Asberger’s Syndrome. 





We are a multiracial, multicultural, multidenominational Federation and tolerate no prejudices or discriminations. Mrs Bastardescu’s dismissal from her post at the Muslim Girls’ School on the Isle de Fouchette has nothing whatsoever to do with her being a Christian. We place a priority, however, on the education of our children. How are we to instill into these foreigners the tolerant traditions of our Federation if they are afflicted with the disconcerting sight of the Jews, with their beards and comical hats, those bizarre creatures who are not really Germans but are dreaming forever of some far off holy land..the Falkland Islands, Saudi Arabia or some such place, who are an insular mutually supportive international community rather than sincere supporters of our cricket team?.  We will… Anyway, you will be familiar with the Leader’s plans in that direction.. For the present, let the reader be assured that Mrs Bastardescu was not a ‘teacher’ but an unqualified part-time temporary Romanian illegal immigrant teaching assistant.  She was financed by a government grant with the aim of her providing company to severely autistic Romanian Christian illegal immigrant infants and leading them into the traditions of our tolerant mind-your-own business Federation.





 However:-





The government discovered that there were no Romanian, Christian or Autistic Children at the Muslim Girls’ School.





  The tea lady, who is an expert at causing trouble, does not like Romanians.





 


 Mrs Bastardescu insisted on wearing a silver crucifix, which, she said protected her from vampires. To say nothing about the garlic and the other silver crucifix melted down to make the bullets and …





  It stands to reason that were there any Romanian Christian infants, they would be severely disconcerted by the unfamiliar sight of a crucifix.








  Members of staff complained about her.. that is to say the tealady kept on agitating .. or whoever wrote the notice of dismissal.. or, I suppose, somebody must have complained.





  The children complained about her, or would have done if there were any, and naturally when bullies and persecutors pick on somebody, we always provide them with support. It would hardly be our duty as educationalists to do otherwise. In fact, we have appointed the Chief Bully and Manipulator amongst the infants Chairman of our School Governors. She would make up stories about sexual assaults and get lots of money out of us if we didn’t. 





 Well.. nobody complained. But somebody might have done..








 If Mrs Barsardescu had murdered a dozen children, then, had we dismissed her, we would have had to pay her millions of dong in compensation. However, since she has done nothing and this is pure victimisation, we can get away with it, maxima cum laude, despite all the protestations of tolerance by our nominal boss, the Imam Idi Amin. ..the religious fellow with the beard who will never condemn anything other than just condemnation.





 The Minister of Education, Ms po Lune, however has agreed to pay Mrs Bastardescu’s grant for another year and the unqualified lay teaching assistant for these pupils whom we certainly won’t be admitting to our school has been reinstated.





The Tum Tum Narcoutes, the Federation’s heavily armed police and tax - gatherers, remain one of the Maltesas’ male preserves – even its only male preserve – other than, maybe, sex tourist - though, as a matter of fact, in their dealings with the Public the Tum Tums are more interested in pillage than in rape (other than the collection of the on- the spot-fines for other people’s rapes). Pressure from liberal extremists for the recruitment of Tumettes was thus, initially, foreseen within the force as a factor that would improve morale. It proved necessary, however, when the applicants arrived to exclude them on medical grounds. They were what are known as ‘women’ or ‘dykes’ – the athletic native Incas who despite being only six foot tall may weight anything from ten stones upwards. ..which, for a woman, is ‘clinically obese’, above the average for a lady in nineteenth century London. Women the world over are clinically obese – but amongst the Incas fifteen stone would be below average, though, admittedly, the Princess Goldenlay elevates the Federal weight average on a scale similar to Nikodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikemopoulos’s elevation of the Federal average wage. This preponderance of dykes and the consequent absence of Tumettes, does leave the Tum Tums exposed to what could become internationally embarrassing incidents. Ms po Lune is negotiating an exchange scheme – Tum Tums for Merciavostok lady Mounties – but that mainly is to provide her with an excuse for inviting the Princess Rogan to her villa on Knossos -–and as yet there have been numerous visits and little progress – or not as regards the exchange scheme





Colonel Turner-Round, as is well-known, is a much-decorated officer of the Federal Bureau for Public Order and Inland Revenue – the Tum-Tums Narcoutes – and one of Interior Minister General Eugene Karadzic’s most trusted confidants. Tum-Tum Turner-Round’s helicopter landed on the roof of the Non-Executive Hotel on the Isle de Fouchette. The latest contingent of pale-skinned Christian Illegal Immigrettes from Prague was tanning itself on the on top of the building.





 “How absurd!”, opined the Tum-Tum, “Sunbathing, yet all adorned in veils to protect their visages from the supposedly intense insolation” – an insular anti-social activity not unknown amongst these newcomers unfamiliar with the traditions of the Federation!





 Maybe these foreigners supposed it was hot in this location.. but compared with Belsize, where nobody wears veils – nor, indeed, anything other than the indigenous broad-rimmed hats – the roof of Clever Dick’s tropical fun-palace was a refrigeration machine! So Tum-Tum Turner-Round went around educating these ignorant girls in the Traditions of the Federation, removing hidden plastic devices and pocketing the on-the-spot Licence Fees. Unlicensed Identity Concealment Devices (ICDs), such as figleaves or newspapers over the face did not meet with approval. They were the symbol of the Christian Fanatic – of the Earthquaker and Nu Laeba Terrorist.





This duty performed, the Tum Tum descended the staircase, stuffing his bag along the way with Licence Fees procured from recently murdered sex-tourists and their murderers, reached the ground-floor entrance lobby, where yet unmurdered male guests were queuing up at the booth selling the latest, most fashionable and most expensive designer veils and rhubard leaves – and indeed Acanthus Leaves, Fig Leaves and Leaves of Numerous Designations. The Colonel’s visit - though still young – had already proved profitable. But his obligations lay elsewhere.





 Mme Georgina Whipcane, Headmistress of the Muslim Girls’ School on the Isle de Fouchette, has numerous other duties both on that and other islands. She is rarely to be found in her office.. and, indeed, it was locked when Tum-Tum Turner- Round arrived. The school did not strike the Colonel as a friendly place. The pupils and, indeed, the teachers scattered rapidly as they saw him approach and then, hiding behind doors, spied at him through evil slanting slits in their Balaclava helmets. It was enough to disconcert even a hardened Tum-Tum who had previously thought he had seen everything! However, the management had generously left a comfortable arm-chair in the foyer outside the Headmistress’s Office and a white telephone. “Headmistress – Dial l212” the Colonel was informed by the placard on the wall. The Colonel dialed 1212. The system, however, had been updated by the IT Department. 





“Thankyou for phoning the International Gaming Corporation’s call centre in Delhi”, recited a voice speaking French with a distinct Pommie accent, “This is a recorded message from Nadia, your friendly Customer Liason Officer … Did you know it was a lot more convenient for you to pay by Direct Debit? ….. Perhaps you would be interested in our new Mortgage/Casina package etc etc For Broadband dial 101, for …… If you wish to hear selected recordings of Sir Malcolm Arnold’s third Baghdad Overture, dial 143. For ……. Our credit cards charge only…. If you wish to speak to our special human operator, dial 257…...Sorry, we have no extension 25. You will now be cut off and will be obliged to start off all over again….”   So the Tum-Tum dialed again… and again ..and again…





 “Hello.. this is Tania, your human operator … Yes, of course, Sir, I will put you through.”





 There followed several movements from Malcolm Arnold’s Bierut Suite, a prolonged ringing and a click.. and the phone went dead. Two weeks later the Deputy Headmistress, the Mater Harry, found the Tum-Tum asleep in the chair. She gently woke him up. The Colonel let out a yell of consternation. Confusion and Dismay descended upon his consciousness. Mater was clad in the most expensive George Saint Michael label designer veil on the market.





Tum-Tum Turnaround summoned his self-control and courage. “Gerremoff!”, he muttered in muted, shocked tones. 





“It will cost you two hundred dong!”, replied Mater Harry.





 Two hundred dong was hardly a fortune! But this added to the Tum-Tum’s confusion. She, surely, should be paying him! But when it was police business, his quick policemanly wit supervened. He immediately saw the way out! His hand menacingly reached for his holster – and he pulled out his book of receipts.





 “Five hundred dong!”, he announced, “You get a bonus and I get a bonus – and we are all square.”. He handed her a receipt (though he had received no money). That was just as if she had paid the licence fee and he had handed the money back. 





Mater Harry gradually removed her veil to the accompaniment of suitable music by the late Sir Malcolm Arnold. But that only made things worse. Mater was now standing in an even more fashionable and expensive veil designed by Versace. That was another ticket for five hundred dong! Then another veil – this time by Mahmoud Dior. By the time Mater had finished with veils it had cost the Tum-Tum three thousand five hundred dong in receipts.





Turner-Round would have to explain this to Dr Karadzic. Not that three thousand five hundred dong is any more than chicken-feed, but this was getting rather more expensive than originally anticipated – and what next? 





What next indeed! The Tum-Tum collapsed into a stupor of horror and dismay. Mater had to revive him. Mater Harry was now standing there adorned in the most fashionable and expensive rhubarb leaf to be purchased in Anne Summers’ Emporium. With Mater’s features concealed in such a garment he could hardly recognise her. She might be some mischievous Nu Laeba terrorist. Turner-Round would not have recognised her anyway. He had never met her previously. That cost another two thousand dong in Licence Fee Receipts.





Mater reassured the Tum-Tum. “There! You see! No concealed machine-gun!” She had deftly palmed her standard issue Tum-Tum Emergency Stunner and Rape Alarm while removing her leaf. “Actually, despite the veils, I am not a Christian at all – or not particularly so!”, Mater Harry explained, “ – And not even a Muslim...or not particularly so! Though, like everyone else, I go the Mosque every week – or to the Church or whatever – wherever is nearer or more convenient or where they will let me in. You can see on my Illegal Immigrant Identity Card that I am a Registered Infidel. I don’t have to be a devout Muslim or devout anything else. But my friend Haroun al Raschid suggested that we wear rhubarb leaves to show our solidarity with our persecuted Christian sisters…” 





This was a warning to the Tum-Tum.. and an embarrassment. The Colonel had never met Haroun al Raschid ..but he had an idea that Haroun al Raschid was king of some distant foreign country. But he did know that the Caliph was pally with the President, with Uncle Boris Nikodemopoulos, with Osama bin Ladin, with the Brigand Tung.. indeed, with everyone that mattered .. even with his own boss, Dr Karadzic. The Very Reverand Lesbia Funkie-Gibbon, Primate of Belsize, often quoted al Raschid during her sermons at St Mandy’s Cathedral. And Haroun al Raschid was a big noise in his own right, not just the friend of the influential. To offend the Caliph or one of his friends could be risky. 





Tum-Tum Turnaround was still in a state of shock…to some degree because of Haroun al Raschid but mainly on account of the rhubarb leaf. But he had a duty to perform .. and Colonel Turnaround was a Tum-Tum of great fortitude.





 “I am the Federal Regional Educational Officer!”, explained the Tum-Tum.





 “I have never heard of such a thing!”, exclaimed the Deputy Headmistress. “It’s an innovation. I am acting for the Minister of Education, Ms. Lila po Lune.”





 “I know Lila, of course!”, replied Mater Harry, “But she has never told me she is Minister of Education! I didn’t even know we had a Minister of Education!” 





This was getting worse and worse! Now it turned out that Mater Harry was a mate of Uncle Boris’s favourite niece… 


“Well…”, the Tum Tum bravely continued, “ You perhaps know more about that than I do! But Ms po Lune wishes to encourage the multicultural society and general solidarity and palliness…”





 “Yes, that’s true!”, Mme. Harry confirmed, “She’s a bit of a populist.. a bit of a .. Pantheist Extremist..”





 “Ms po Lune suggests that you employ a Bi Teaching Assistant!” 





“Oh! We have plenty of those! We do encourage the girls to excel in the skills that are required by local industry…”


 


“Yes! I wondered about that! :Life is full of surprises! You would hardly expect a Muslim Girls’ School on Fouchette. It’s more consistent with Pilkington – though, admittedly, the Brigand Tung and his acolytes are Christians…”





“Fouchette”, conceded the Deputy Head Mistress, “would not be the Caliph’s first choice for residence.. and our school would not be the first choice for his daughters. But.. would anyone live on Fouchette if they had any choice – other than the sex-tourists who come here to be murdered?” 





“It’s no business of mine.. but I find this all hard to believe! Are you sure you are not providing these girls with their private chemistry sets and training them to blow up the casinos and brothels…?” 





“Well… We don’t encourage that! I am sure it is not our girls who are blowing up the casinos and brothels. If we had any proof that any of our girls was blowing up casinos or brothels we would be obliged to take disciplinary action. But, if that is what we are supposedly doing, then what is Lila’s interest in Bi Teaching Assistants?”





 “No! She doesn’t mean Bi Teaching Assistants in that sense. It is not Bi Teaching but Bi Assistants. Bilingual assistants!”





 “I don’t understand! Have you ever met a teacher on Fouchette or anywhere else in the Federation who does not speak at least seven languages…?”





 “I suppose there might be some such teacher somewhere in the Federation – though it does not seem very likely. But that’s not the point. Simon Legree ships in girls to Fouchette from all over the place. There might be some girl who speaks just one language and that some obscure language that nobody has ever heard of…”





 “Well,. I suppose so.. But when they speak some eccentric local lingo, they also speak something more familiar… an illegal immigrant from Manchester, for instance, will speak the local Manchurian but will also be able to communicate, if she so chooses, in one of the better known versions of Chinese. So she won’t encounter any linguistic barriers on Fouchette…I don’t see what you mean by Bilingual Teaching Assistants or what they are for…”





 “It’s as I say! This girl might be able to speak only Manchurian and nothing else. She would then be provided with a companion who can speak Manchurian and something else…”





 “What do you mean by ‘something else’?”





 “Oh, anything! Nothing in particular! Some language spoken in the Federation.  If the Manchurian is accompanied by a teacher who can speak, say, Somali – if there is such a language – then when she visits Tesco’s the teacher can tell some Somalian in the check-out queue what she wants and the Somalian can then tell the French-speaking check-out girl…”





 “The snag there is that if there is nobody in the Federation who speaks Manchurian, then there won’t be any available Bilingual Teaching Assistants for the hypothetical Manchurian children....”





 “Yes.. O.K….but if Legree brings over some girl from Manchester… there is nothing to prevent him kidnapping someone else from Manchester.. He could bring over the girl’s mother.  She can be the Bi Teaching Assistant!” 





“Yes! She probably would be! But we cannot afford to waste funds on these Bi assistants and we have no use for them! I am sure that if we get some girl from Manchester we will find some way of dealing with it… I can’t see why Lila should concern herself with this!”





 “It costs you nothing!  It is a sort of political initiative!  Ms. po Lune will pay for the Bi Assistant and there will be a bonus for the school on top!”





 “That’s astonishing! More astonishing even than a rhubard leaf!  Who has ever heard of a Tum-Tum offering anyone money?!”


 “For Pantheo, all things are possible!”





 So that is how Mme Gulbenkian came to be appointed a Bi Teaching Assistant. Mme Gulbenkian was a Christian illegal immigrant from Armenia who spoke Armenian and some version of Arabic and kept quiet about anything else. So she counted as Bilingual. For all we know, she really was bilingual and the only person in the Federation who spoke no more than two languages.  The Assistant was intended not for Arabs but for Armenians.  But there weren’t any Armenian pupils who spoke nothing that was familiar in the Federation or nothing that was familiar on Fouchette.  In fact, the school had no Armenian pupils.  So Mme Gulbenkian had no pupils.  But Lila was paying her salary and paid the school a bonus on top! 





“Your teaching assistant is not supposed to be teaching anything to anyone! She’s not supposed to be doing anything.  She’s just there for decoration.. to create the pluralistic atmosphere…”,  Ms Lila later explained to her friend Mme Whipcane.  “ If there was some Armenian Christian Illegal Immigrant child in your school he or she would …”





 “We have no boys in the school…”





 “How come?”





 “We are doing our best, but we have had to exclude all the male applicants.. on medical grounds. They suffer from Asberger’s Syndrome…”





 “Never heard of it!”





 “You wouldn’t have. It doesn’t exist!” 





“Oh, I see.. same thing as Autism. .. Anyway, this child from Armenia needs to become familiar with our multicultural, multiracial, multidenominational society. We have all sorts.. such as Christian women wearing figleaves…”





 “Well, we all wear figleaves sometimes. But we are not Christians…”





 “Oh, I thought we were..”





 “Maybe so. But we don’t wear figleaves because we are Christians. We wear them because we are randy bitches….”


 “Well..whatever… This child from Armenia may only have seen figleaves on pictures of Adam and Eve.. She might find fig leaves disconcerting.   So we have to educate her into tolerance of fig-leaves.   That is why we need this Mrs Gulbenkian, who is a Christian from Armenia and will therefore be prancing around in a figleaf… These Bi Teaching Assistants don’t have to do anything.. Just be nice to the particular children to whom they are attached and wear veils, glasses, hoods or whatever. They have to be nice to the girls and make them cups of tea and hold their hands when they go to the toilet and that breeds tolerance of veils, hoods, glasses or whatever. ..Because the nice lady who takes the girl to the toilet wears a figleaf..”





 But political initiatives only last so long. The public will only be provided with ‘cheap’ broadband until they are hooked. The government will pay for some person to be appointed for some politically correct purpose – but for only so long. Then somebody else has to pay!





 “Gerremoff, Pommies!”, yelled Uncle Boris Nikodemopoulos’s highbrow newsheet Bufera Billiricayar. “Stuffada Rhubarbaba Uppadarse!”, yelled Federal President Benito Mussolini. Pommie tourists had been seen, or supposedly so, sporting rhubarb leaves on the Isle de Belsize .. a deliberate insult to the Federation’s traditions and football team! There are no illegal immigrants on Knossos, where Billericayar Bufera is published, nor on Belsize, and Billirici itself is a high class tourist resort, expensive and for clients who do not come with the impress intention of being murdered. Just as the Italians declare ‘Vedi Neapoli e poi Mori’, the more sophisticated sex tourist opines ‘I wouldn’t be seen dead on Fouchette’. Any illegal immigrant settling on Knossos would have to be a multibillionaire in Belsize Euros and therefore not an illegal immigrant. However, the editor had correctly diagnosed that the existing inhabitants of the Federation, whether illegal immigrants or not, were greatly alarmed by the government’s policy of importing millions of illegal immigrants.   Nevertheless, the stories published by the Bufera had a persistent habit of proving to be inventions.   99% of the readership of Billericayar Bufera wrote in to say that they agreed with the President’s sentiments. This greatly puzzled 99% of the readers who had neither been asked to write in, nor had done so, nor were in the least disorientated by the scourge of the fig-leaf.   99% of the readers confine their attention to the sex education supplement, in which the models portrayed regularly conceal their identities with the figleaf traditional within some primitive Iraqi nomadic tribes.   It turned out that the letters had all been written by the Fouchette Ripper .. and that the Ripper’s fantasies had been inspired not by vegetable leaves and Christians in general, but specifically by the famed journalist Ms Arsula Undress whose photographed adorned in the derided garb had regularly accompanied the tirades – with the readers informed also where the fashionable figleaf might be purchased and for how many dong.   The 99% were even more puzzled by the declaration:  "Ninety nine percent of Maltesanis” (people who live in the Federation) “are Black Muslims” but this absurd delusion was intended, presumably, to encourage those, however many or few, who were Black Muslims, and particularly so if they got some thrill out of victimising wearers of vegetables.   





It is may be good politics to find some excuse or lie to encourage the victimisation of some defenceless minority – but it has previously been considered expedient first to check up whether they really were a minority and really defenceless rather than just to say that they were.. But the television stations turned out to be interviewing an extraordinarily large number of members of the Ripper Fan Club and nobody else appeared to exist.  It was really becoming a little ridiculous – the number of fake interviews of supposedly randomly selected Maltesanis that were broadcast to confirm the universal approval of every absurd lie, persecution or prejudice.  So Bi Teaching Assistants wearing figleaves became a soft target.





It turned out that Ms po Lune, in fact, knew next to nothing about the Bi Teaching Assistants.  The initiative had really come from the Ministry of Euthanasia and was an excuse for erecting a new building – the Fouchette Muslim Bilingual Education Centre.  The government always likes an excuse for putting up a new building – a school, office block, hospital or whatever – or pulling an old one down and erecting a new one.  It’s what we call an Investment.  We can then, I suppose, convert the buildings to flats and fill them with illegal immigrants to boost our economy and collect more Council Tax. But a schoolteacher or nurse is not an investment.  Or she would not be if the government had to go on paying for her – if she was anything other than an excuse for a new building.





 The subsidy to the school for the Bi Teaching Assistant was five million dong a week. The inflation rate of the dong approaches that of the Pommie Pfunt.  Five million dong may have been a lot last week.  But this week it isn’t. Mme Whipcane, when she dropped in to the school, phoned up the Ministry of Finance. The school could no longer afford the Bi Assistant unless the Minister offered an updated subsidy. The desk-wallah eventually recovered from his hysterics.  It had previously been supposed that an undated subsidy was akin to an unpdated computer or IT system and, in that sense, a parsimonious ministry was always willing to update!  But the wallah now informed Ms. Whipcane that there was no money available, that she had to put her application into the queue with everyone else and, when there was an election in the offing and somebody had to get something to improve the government’s image – maybe then she would be the lucky winner of the lottery.  But it was unlikely. Christian illegal immigrant teaching assistants were not currently a high priority.  Mme Whipcane could, perhaps, try finding a Muslim Bi Assisant.  But he couldn't promise.  





So the school governors had to get rid the Bi Teaching Assistant – and they had to find an excuse. Mme Gulbenkian had supposed that if she actually had any Armenian pupils they would expect her to be wearing a rhubarb leaf.  She was an Armenian, they would be Armenians and rhubarb leaves are worn in Armenia. In fact, they are not uncommon in the Federation, on Fouchette even if not on Belsize.  Fashions differ from island to island and if the ladies choose to wear clothes then what is sold in the local Tesco is what they have to wear.  But the Propaganda Media were currently having a go at the Christians and their Rhubarb leaves, even if it was no more than a joke or an attempt to manufacture news or to sell newspapers.  So the school governors had to strike while the iron was hot, before the tide turned in favour of the Pantheists and the Rhubarb Leaves. The sacking had nothing to do with religion or prejudice against Christians or Rhubarb Leaves. The governors were merely enforcing the Christian custom upon the Christian. The Italian God ..or his dad..had expressed his disapproval of rhubarb leaves when he discovered such garments concealing the features and identity of the wearers.  The rhubarb leaf had made the Italian God very uneasy.  We have no dispute with the King of Italy or the Italian God.





 The Italian God is not an Italian God at all! Before Gy Juliye Kaisar, the creator of the EU, scuppered the Old Regime, the Italian Capos Mafiosi had imported Barbari – their word for Illegal Immigrants – from all over the place to work on their farms. The fertility of the ruling classes, however, was impeded by what is known in the RU as being ‘bewitched by Gonerilla’.  To remedy this, the children of the aristocracy were procreated by parthenogenesis during orgies in the cowshed in honour of Pan, the Sassenach god of cows, sheep, fertility and everything else. The milkmaids were also the priestesses of Pan, the Sassenach equivalent of Vestal Virgins.  This meant that increasingly the Capos were not really Italians at all but Barbari – their word for Sassenachs. They were typically not just Barbari but Neros.  A Nero is a ‘nigger’ or person of darker skin than the average Italian of the past or of African physiognomy.   If parthenogenesis within the cowshed failed, then the god Pan might send a baby Nero down the Tiber to the farm in a wicker basket.  These foundlings were known in the Celtic language as Wickans, but the Italians gave them the forename Tiberius.  Hence Tiberius Gracchus, populist extremist, usually recognised as the founder of the Old Labour Movement and hero and role-model for the later party leader Gy Juliye Kaisar – and for Robert Mugabwe! 





Gy Kaisar was a Sassenach – a Nero – and is remembered as the champion of the Sassenach – as the overthrower of the Italian aristocracy, replacing it with what he called Democratzia or Meritocracy.  By that time the Italian Capos Mafiosi were already predominently Sassenach and even without Gy Kaisar the writing would have been on the wall. But this did not mean that the elderly capos pointed to foreigners on the street and said: ‘Ecce! Behold another foreigner/nero!’.  Italy’s foreigners are not even mentioned in their recorded histories of these events.  Italy was full of neros and foreigners.  Nobody noticed them.  They were just regarded as Italians!  Gy Kaisar’s legions were recruited from the Sassenachs – but very largely from Sassenachs from Italy itself who were the products of Pan’s dramatic fertility.  However, the old capos, sitting in deck chairs, many milia distant from the cities, moaning about Kaisar’s taxation of the rich, bread and circuses for the plebs, state handouts for every illegal immigrant, they saw Kaisar not as the hero of a Sassenach majority within Italy itself but imagined him as surrounded by hordes of foreigners in some distant remote place – on the other side of the Alps or across the sea.  Ninety nine per cent of Italians, they happily chimed, are Italians.  The ancient capos were unaware of the inevitability of their own demise. 





As the elderly senators sat in their deckchairs doing nothing – a malady that is forever fashionable in Italy – the Sassenachs managed their farms actively and efficiently.  The old guard sold their farms to the Sassenachs in exchange for lots of denarii.  They put the denarii into the bank, where inflation, Kaisar and the fund managers got hold of it.  The ancient senators thought they were sitting pretty.   But together with these new aristocrats who were really Neros and Sassenachs came also the Sassenach God, the wimp god Pan – with his figleaves and veils, his absurd prejudices against erogenous zones and being eaten by lions and his animal-like passion for lifelong monogamy. As far as the gambling industry was concerned, the Pantheists were an absolute menace.  The Empress Kleopatra ( Kaisar’s wife) closed down amphitheatres all over the EU and put a stop to Direct Debit and Internet Casinos.   Even if the circus remained open, if an aristocrat bet on a particular lion, these Christiani, as they came to call themselves, turned out to like lions… lovingly stroked their manes, fed them with cubes of sugar, extracted thorns from their feet and rode around the arena on the lions’ backs to the delight of the assembled Sassenachs.   





The aging Capos in the expensive boxes would point their thumbs downwards. They did not like it! The Sassenachs would then jeer and pelt the ancient aristocrats with pomegranates and coconuts!  This Greek God Pan is supposed to be everywhere and the God of everything.  But history has no record of Pan ever setting foot on what the alleged Italians suppose to be their green and pleasant land.  Nevertheless, the King of Italy, the Imperator Atilla, is a Sassenach devoted to the so-called Italian God.  It is for us convenient, despite the veils and rhubarb leaves, to remain on good terms with the King of Italy.





 If some of our leaders have become a little uncomfortable about veils or vegetable leaves or if our President Mussolini has been saying a few rude words about these pubic cabbages and facial curtains, … then that has nothing to with the wearers thereof being Christians.   Our war against the hated and now deposed dictator of Toriland Toby Liar has nothing whatsoever to do with his being supposedly some sort of Christian and has nothing to with any intention to seize control over the stannaries on Exmoor, upon which our World Forces are currently encamped.  If rude things are said about rhubarb leaves, this has nothing to do with our war against the beveiled berhubarbleaved Nu Laeba terrorists.  It wouldn’t surprise me should Toby Liar not even wear a veil or vegetable leaf…though, presumably, he does. The fact that the word ‘Christian’ is always voiced in close proximity whenever we mention ‘veil’ or ‘rhubarb leaf’ is a pure coincidence.





 The recent detention of the Princess Camilla for ten hours at Alcatrass Bay at the commencement of her State Visit was an unfortunate accident and nothing to do with her being a Christian.   If she had been a real woman she would have shown some gratitude instead of whining despite the replacement of her veil and figleaf and presentation of ample and excessive monetary compensation.  Why, just because she is a Princess and a Christian and the wearer of a figleaf – the symbol of the suicide-bomber terrorist, of the Nu Laeba enemy of humanity – why should she be paid, for the same work, performed as an amateur, ten times the rate paid to a working girl on the Isle de Fouchette? 





The appearance in our TV news programmes – whenever there is mention of ‘Christian’ - of pictures of terrifying gangs of menacingly milling sinister female daleks in long black dresses with slit-eyed Balaclava helmets plotting the downfall of humanity and the Federation – that is purely coincidence.  We have nothing against Pantheists.  The Federation is a Pantheist nation.  Well, we are a secular nation, but just about everyone is some manner of pantheist. Nu Laeba terrorism, Earthquaker suicide bombers, any other version of antisocial Christian superstition, is in our Federation freely tolerated.  Nor have we anything against veils, figleaves, acanthus leaves, rhubarb leaves or tealeaves or any other sort of leaf that might be worn by the enemies of our Federation, by the secret plotters who hide their identity behind the foliage of vegetables.  





We do however need something on which to impose a tax. There is hardly anything left.  We had overlooked veils and figleaves…apart from the VAT.. and that is going to go up by another five per cent.  When we impose a tax on anything, we also have to make out that it what is being taxed is not very good for you, that we are performing a public service. Veils and figleaves discourage the escape of perspiration and promote the proliferation of saprophytic bacteria which emit carbon dioxide – a harmless gaseous chemical, soluble in the water that covers most of the earth, essential for life and present in minute proportion in the earth’s atmosphere.  Not merely do we need taxes – to compensate for our proposed five hundred billion dong tax cuts – but some of these uncouth Christian illegal immigrants who are past their usefulness or whom we are ready to replace by Fresh Immigrant – have settled on valuable land. Their houses need to be pulled down and replaced by heliports, luxury flats and kennels for Fresh Immigrant stacked up to the heavens.. 





So that makes our position absolutely clear and unequivocal. These Christiani have not just suddenly been imported from the more primitive backwaters of the EU.  They have been with us for generations.  They are no different from anyone else.  They have never caused any trouble.  Our Federation has never had and does not have anything against the fanatical devotees of the Italian God – nor, indeed against their ‘Sunday Schools’ in which they rail against what they call The World, Sin or Satan, encourage mutual bonding within their own insular communities and then brainwash the mentally disorientated into dedicating their lives to the overthrow of this so-called Satan. We have nothing against devotees of the Italian God - unless they wear veils or figleaves.  We have nothing against veils or figleaves – unless worn by Christians. The Christians always have been and continue to be our friends.  If they wish to parade themselves in this offensive garb, if even they seek to conceal themselves, discarding the veil and discarding their rhubarb leaf, pretending to be true citizens of our Federation and the Free World while all the while they are plotting our demise…we might not like it, but we ignore the eccentricities of the psychopath and treat them just as if they were friends, as if they were normal people. 





What sort of people do you think we are in the Federation?   Do you suppose that we are some psychopathic society so possessed by competition, or fear of competition, that anyone with any sense is sent to the gaschamber and the country ends up ruled by idiots.. like some country whose leaders’ terror of the little green demons and yellow spiders has led them to destroy their friends and to render themselves defenceless against their enemies, some decadent civilisation beset with dogma and delusion hastening on its own demise in the last throes of insanity – fiddling, basking in the reassurances of demented false prophets when their civilisation is already beyond the point of no return.?





 Is that clear then? The Incas are a dark skinned race – or they are so now – and we don’t have to wear clothes to protect ourselves from the sun. In one of our more northerly and relatively cooler islands, such as Robespierre or Brighton Rock, you might get away with it.  If you are planning to do so, you should first consult a Qualified Tourist Advisor or square yourself at the Tum-Tum booth at your point of entry.  If you choose to prance around in a rhubarb leaf on Belsize, the Frying Pan of the Maltesas, the hottest clime on earth, then ..Gerremoff, Pommies!…Stuffada Rhubarba Uppadarse!





 We are allowed to wear clothes. It is our Federation and we can do as we like. But you have to abide by our traditions. You wouldn’t parade yourself in Francisco Franco’s Spain other than in one of these dresses that cover you entirely from head to toe except for the little slit for the eyes ..or you would adorn yourself in such an outfit if a nurse in the operating theatre of one of our hospitals… but, apart from that, when you come to our Federation, refrain from the wearing of clothes. Other than in clearly labelled tourist ghetto areas.





 By Order 
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