07C135SEB. GLY From Ms Minerva Miniskirt, Minister of Truth to the Free Columbian Trade Federation.                                                                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                        


Woolmerchants Carpetbagged – and Lila Bags a Karpet Kwean                              


                                                                                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                        


Ms.Lila po Lune is directing her attention to a promising recruit for the new government department she is setting up to counter the excesses of Dr.Eugene Karadzic.  I suppose the pommies may discredit this illegitimate child of pommie Southern Danelaw so-called Forestry Commissioner, Robert of Loxley..discover that he carries degenerate genes or is possessed by some dread spiritual sickness.  For that matter, Eugene too is a bit of psychiatrist…                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                         


The Toriland pundits, after raping their own economy, have turned their attention to their northern kingdoms, the Danelaw.  We had intended in this circular to focus on the unfortunate Sirdar Corporation whose niche market in ‘specialised knitwear’ the pundits are replacing with an excursion into manufacture of their ‘fitted carpets’.  But that pleasure must be postponed.  The superimposed title above remains nevertheless vaguely appropriate.  Lila has been carpetting the Grand Magic Tooth Fairy, the Don Alistair Crowlink, who has been spinning much carbon dioxide suffused wool.                                       


                                                                                                                                                                        


The Hon Don Duke Gnome Junior confessed to Dr. Karadzic at Alcatraz Bay that the Human Gnome was in the possession of the Tooth Fairy.  It turned out that the Grand Magic Tooth Fairy is the pommie sorcerer Alistair Crowlink in his capacity of supreme commander of a pommie secret society, the Levellers, rivals of the traditional Stonemasons.  This is probably a different Tooth Fairy, not the one with the concealed WMD, but nevertheless, the Grand Magic Tooth Fairy, together with an army of his friends and enemies, was transported by Tardis –the updated version named the Celery – to Gloria Goldenlay’s Domestic Market.                             


                                                                                                                                                                                    


“In the exercise of our voting rights as shareholders”, ranted RAB (R.A.Butler, a loonie-left Old Toby who married a rich heiress – as has been compulsory amongst the Tobies) “we must be mindful of our responsibilities.”                                                                                                                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                            


“We believe that Northern Rock”, chimed in Mr SRM Global, another of the Tobies’ fairweather friends, “is a strong and viable business, nothing like the lame duck [a neodarwinist technical term of historical significance amongst the Tobies] that some would have you believe!”                                             


                                                                                                                                                                             


These two rebels, the Provisional Nu Laeba as we understand, told us a great deal else.  We had already  learnt from our experience that pommies are to be regarded as guilty until proved otherwise…that is to say, guilty.  If we do Crowlink an injustice he has only his friends to blame.  The Provisionals were only repeating what Ms. Miniskirt has already conveyed to you at greater length and with more effective extraction of proof from lack of evidence.  Crowlink, however, was apt to be somewhat emotional at the Domestic Market…                 


                                                                                                                                                                              


“I have been betrayed!”, whined Victor of Hyder and Railtrack.                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                                    


A reference perhaps to President Gorgo of the RU who proved remarkably unobstructive to the Grand Magic Tooth Fairy’s extradition.   But also, we gathered from the whinings, Mr. Tooth is dedicated to the eradication of the ‘shareholders’ employed by RU corporations to guard the ‘public interest’, in which respect, despite the Tooth Fairy’s anxieties, they have been remarkably inactive.  When the Magic Tooth Fairy gets hold of one of these plcs, so we understood from the wailings, he plants ‘directors’ commissioned to give away the alleged business to  a ‘non-profit-making company’, that is to say profit-making directors unimpeded by shareholders or anyone else.  If this be so, then Tooth might well have expected these Hedgehogs to be his dedicated allies.  Nevertheless, the Provisionals, after the punter-shareholders had never lifted a finger in the exercise of their ‘responsibilities’, were converting the Grand Magic Tooth Fairy’s nightmare into a reality.                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                            


Our pommie guests, however, proved incoherently irrational.  In the days of the Old Tobies devaluations of the Pfunt were openly announced, after they were already de-facto realities.  This was portrayed as a great disaster and some government or scapegoat would then resign…though, as a matter of fact, the Demon Sweeny Todd, when he got the blame, had already resigned.  The pundits were nevertheless secretly aware that ‘stability of currency’ was not politically correct.  The New Tobies, or Nu Laeba as they are internationally known, have more openly pursued a policy of deliberate devaluation, though such devaluation now evolves continuously and is not by any ceremony officially announced.  The public face of the New Tobies confiscates the Northern Rock Bank, because it has been an instrument of their policies, erecting a smoke screen while the Tobies continue to pour oil onto the fire.  The pommies therefore greeted the official announcement that the pommie pfunt had reached a ‘record low’ against the honkie euro with great rejoicing.  But then they started wailing about ‘predicted’ increases in the price of fuel – for which they pay in honkie euros!  








 It wasn’t that the  Maltesas didn’t have a Secret  Service.   Jeanne Pucelle’s  Bureau de Jeanne d’Arc,  the ultimate  owners of the Isle de Belsize, or, at any rate, Intercrook,  a section of the Bureau, was described as a ‘counterintelligence agency’.   But it was not  secret.   Nor did it concern itself with ‘Federal Security’.   Belsize had its morals or its ideals.. It was on the side of right against wrong.   But nobody in the Federation cared a toss about ‘Federal Security’ – except Minister of the Interior, Dr. Eugene Karadzic.   ‘Federal Security’ had to be taken out of the hands of  Eugene Karadzic  ..or else he would go on locking up these pommies at Alcatrass Bay.  There was no need for secrecy.   ‘Secret’ was just a name.  For that matter ‘Federal Security’ was just a name – or two names…or a name and an adjective.   Lila needed someone secret in name, with the brief of  Federal Security in name.





And Lila felt at times that she was getting stale.  Maybe it was time to retire.  Lila’s mother had retired in her mid-thirties .. and her grandmother…Belsize needed Lila as she had been as the teenage adventuress ..or twelve year old adventuress.   Belsize needed youth.  There was Pip, and Vendredi, her own daughter Lila, known as Fanny…but that was not enough.   There was always need for injection from outside.. something entirely different.  Lila had found Fatima at the University... Fatima was clever, but was she an adventuress?  Besides that, Fatima already had enough to do without additional duties …


  


Gloria’s daughter Gloria, known as Vendredi, had arrived unexpectedly that morning at Villa Nikodemopoulos.  There had been an uncharacteristic racket over Knossos, as if the Etats Unie’s airforce was off to fight the battle of  Midway.   After the cacophony had abated, seven of Uncle Boris’s executive jumbo jets were parked around the Villa..    That, Ms. Lila po Lune told herself, could only mean one thing … the planes were stacked with Vendredi’s surplus shoes, all to be stored at the villa.   Uncle Boris would have to build another extension ..but not with Wienerberger Bricks.  With granite, probably, from the Northern Rock…                                                                                                                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                         


 


                                                                                                                                                                                        


“The Group is currently undergoing a period of significant transformation”, a voice was heard to intone, “in order to become a highly focussed, lower cost, marketing-led business which majors on the strength of its brands and people and which promotes an innovative culture.   Our vision for the future remains clear and we are pursuing our strategy with vigour and determination in order to compete effectively in the years ahead.”                                                                                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                          


“A challenging marketplace!”, Ms Lila replied.  She had answered automatically even unconsciously.  Uncle Boris would probably be buying Vendredi a few more shoe shops, a few more shoe factories… He found this much the cheapest way of funding Vendredi’s appetite for footwear ..and Uncle Boris never bought anything without making a profit… “Unexpected downturn in demand!”. Lila continued, “Significantly in excess of book value! Downturn in the housing boom, tum te tum net debt!”                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                                           


Lila woke up from her reveries.  The voice sounded familiar.  Could this be Brian Close, the Yorkshire cricketer?   O yes, of course!  Robin Loxley!   The toriland syntax didn’t go with the accent.  Lila looked up.  Before her stood a comely  indianish youth, maybe in his early twenties, clad in just a miniskirt of carpet material… with a carpet mortarboard on his head.  ..the material used for what the pommies call their fitted carpets, shaped as required with a Stanley knife.           





“I am supposed to say ‘challenging market place’.   You say ‘challenging market’….”                                       


                                                                                                                                                                                          


“Challenging market, then!”, Lila corrected herself, “My mistake!   But… to coin a phrase… Who the hell are you?   Not that I am not as enthused at our five second lengthy acquaintance as you are…”                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                          


“Cyril Lord, Loxley Karpet Kwean 2007, representing the Sirdar Corporation… Doctor Livingstone, I presume!  Where have you been all these years?   Now that we have been introduced, we are free to extend our acquaintance…”                                             


                                                                                                                                                                                          


“That I do not doubt.   In Loxley, as a matter of fact .. and I also don’t doubt that you have extended your acquaintance with my friend Robin… and a good many other places.   Just about everywhere, in fact…”      


                                                                                                                                                                                          


“Ooh, yes! He was one of the judges.  Is that Vendredi Goldenlay?”                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                          


“I’ve got a rival, have I?   I wouldn’t have thought there was much doubt about it.  Yes, that’s my step-daughter, as it were.   My natural daughter, Lila, I don’t know where she is.  Maybe in Korea, building subterranean nuclear power stations.   She has this technique of harnessing the Uranium in situ.. says its green, organic and free range. Maybe in South Georgia cataloguing penguins.   Maybe camping in some rain-forest assassinating speculators or leading a revolution in Zimbabwe.   Or maybe she’s joined the Jesus Army.   Probably has.   Maybe she’s been elected Pope.  Or maybe she is on the planet Mars.  But when I retire, which I won’t, she’ll be back here to keep this lot in order.    That’s the way it’s been on Belsize since the days of the Dinosaurs…. Well, we still have Dinosaurs… but I mean the days of the Dinosaurs…”                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                            


“Is that really Vendredi Goldenlay?”                                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                          


“I told you so!   Your eyes do not deceive you.    And that’s Nicky Nikodemopoulos.   But I wouldn’t fancy your chances!    I’d stick to Robin Hood… or Batman maybe…. I suppose I could arrange an introduction…But if you want to avoid a battering from my friend Gloria, you’ld better stick to me….”           


                                                                                                                                                                                                                             


“Vendredi Goldenlay!   I can’t wait to tell my mates!”                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                                         


“Your mates, are they?   But I have not been paying attention.   It may prove necessary to extend acquaintance rather more rapidly than anticipated.   What did you say was the name of the firm you were representing?"                                                                                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                          


“Sirdar!”                                                                                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                            


“I thought that was what you said.  I thought it rang a bell.   I would strongly advise you.. to coin another phrase… to get lost!   I don’t mean interruption of the extension of our acquaintance.  In fact you are free to hide in my rooms in the Palais… mine and Gloria’s.   I am a bit of a clairvoyant and I anticipate that if you do not get yourself lost of your own accord, you will be physically removed to Gloria’s aforementioned prime-ministerial habitat... that is to say, also my official residence..as hereditary Cassandra of  Belsize..  by Fatima and her friends.. Protective custody… ..”            


                                                                                                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                            


“You mean that your private army is to kidnap me before your friend Dr. Karadzic transports me to a place more conducive to the pommie Public School?”                                                                                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                         


“We Emils are expected to be accurate in our predictions.  I am unable therefore to promise you the pleasures of  Alcatraz Bay.  You can go for walkies, take a ride on Skegnessie’s back and tour the Loch, anything you like or any combination of things .. so long as you get yourself lost for the next twenty minutes.   You can introduce yourself to Vendredi if you like.. since you are so obsessed with her… but I’d recommend you to have a word with Fatima, my charlady… mine and Gloria’s.. she is the girl in the red hat chatting with Vendredi.   She’ll know what to do.  She always does                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                                               We all wear different coloured hats, since we don’t wear anything else, so that you can tell us apart… Indoors we don’t wear the hats and so telling apart is more difficult.  Plenty of famed types to report to your aptly named mates… White hat and tattoos… Gloria Goldenlay,  Vendredi’s mother..  green hat and tattoos, Gloria’s grandmother, the Princess Goldenlay …she probably knew your grandfather  ..except of course, that you are not really Cyril Lord.   That much I do know about karpet kweans, that they never use their own names. .. . purple hat, Georgina Whipcane .. Black Yankee Preacher Style Hat, belt and machine gun, Eugene Karadzic…. Black steeple hat and broomstick, Direct Debbie… Red hat and guide dog,  Marie Antoinette.   The chap in the white nightdress – clothes can be worn on Belsize, but it is not usual… is Osama bin Ladin…. and the tall lady with the tattoo on the left breast and with the cross on the Daniel-style hat of many colours is the Very Rev. Dr. Lesbia Funkie-Gibbon, Primate of  Belsize….                                                                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                            


“But before we shortly meet again… tell me!  Are there a lot of  karpet kweans in pommieland?…Is that Sirdar’s big selling point?”                                                                                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                          


“Karpet kweans are a rarity.  It just means that the show has been sponsored by a carpet company.   I don’t know that Sirdar carpets have any particular selling point…”                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                           


“Then let me suggest one.  Carpets used to be used to insulate walls.   You can stick your carpet squares over your pommie double glazed windows to keep out the carbon dioxide or keep in the heat or whatever..” 


                                                                                                                                                                                          


“!Noitseggus eth rof snkaht.  !Noos ouy ees!”                                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                                           


“Rekaeps-eimmop a ton mi.  Tnoip rouy teg I tub..”                                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                                                        


If Lila did not appear to be directing undivided attention to her duties, then perhaps this was because she was evidently also physically divided.  Not only were there apparently two Osama bin Ladins at the Domestic Market but two Lila po Lune’s.  This was because she had just returned (with, as a matter of fact, Gloria and Fatima) from a journey in Crocodile Duncannon’s Tardis that had taken most of a day and indeed, there might even have been three Lila’s simultaneously because she had departed on the journey only less than a minute after arriving back.  Maybe it was three Lilas.  It is always very difficult to count on such occasions.





In point of  technical detail, this was a new updated version of the Tardis known as a Celery.  Crocodile coined the name Tardis, he now tells us, because it is an Italian word meaning ‘slow’.  Travel through space is slow.  Radiation shoots through space at 300,000 kilometers per second or whatever – Lila will expound on the whatever on some occasion – or if driven by a pommie racing driver, 300,000 kilommeters per second, which is even slower.  It then bumps into something.   About that it is rightfully annoyed.  If you had been travelling through space unimpeded for billions of years and then collided with an iceberg you would feel that whoever put the iceberg in that location was being a bit unreasonable.   That is why radiation bashes up icebergs and you get global warming.  The Tardis, similarly, could at times be slow.  Even though a Tardis might leave Belsize at 10.30 a.m. and arrive back from Jupiter a millisecond earlier, the journey itself ..as experienced by travellers .. could take as long as five minutes, perhaps even longer.  A journey to one of the more distant visible galaxies might not take billions of years but, if a suitable shortcut cannot be found, it may take hours.  Indeed, the Dinosaurs, who used technology similar to the Tardis, reported journeys even taking several days.  The new Celery’s name is derived from an Italian word meaning ‘quicker’.. It is better at finding shortcuts than the previous Tardis.. 





The Don Duke Gnome Junior had, when interviewed by Dr Eugene Karadzic at Alcatraz Bay, confessed that the Human Gnome was in the possession of the Tooth Fairy.  As a routine,  Eugene had despatched a memo to Intercrook ‘Tooth Fairy wanted for questioning in the Maltesas’.  This had been passed onto Intspectre who had routinely passed it on to their henries.  Thus it reached the delighted hands of  President Gorgo of the Royaumes Unies.  So shortly after Eugene’s sending out his original message.. which, to avoid repetition of words, we will say was dispatched, numerous phones rang on the Admin Desk.   Ms. Fatima Patel, Lila (and Gloria’s) fourteen year old charlady, who happened to by passing by, picked up one of these telephones.                                                                                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                                


“Presidential Office,  Palais d’Orleans..”                                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                              


“Hoots Mon!”                                                                                                                                                                         


                                                                                                                                                                                              


“Oh, Hi! Gorgo! What can we do you for?”                                                                                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                                                   


“Could you inform Ms. Goldenlay that the Grand Magic Tooth Fairy will be delighted to accept her generous invitation to vist the Maltesas…..”                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                               


Was this Grand Magic Tooth Fairy the Tooth Fairy the one Eugene was looking for?  Probably so!  Prior to the Don’s confession nobody in the Federation had heard of a Tooth Fairy of any description.  Fatima was getting some idea who this Grand Magic Tooth Fairy might be.  Gloria had issued no invitation but pommie etiquette would demand that Gorgo took the ‘invitation’ to come from Gloria if  the Grand Magic Tooth Fairy was the pommie Minister of  Finance… because Gloria was the Federal Minister of  Finance.   If the Tooth Fairy had been had been the Minister of  Finance’s charlady, then the invitation would have had to come from Fatima .Like could only converse with like.. It was the pommie system of hierarchy…





“Gloria is delighted to hear this.  But is the Tooth Fairy aware that hostilities have never been formally concluded in the war which our foreign mercenaries… I mean the International World Task Force… won against Toriland. …?”                                                                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                            


The pommie Minister of  Finance, Fatima recalled, was an Aleistair Crowlink. ..some such name.  She had an idea that he was seven of diamonds.  He deserved a higher rating even though hardly anyone had ever heard of him.   Fatima could not remember who was what on the playing cards.  The names and likenesses appeared on pornographic packs used in Mr. Clever Dick’s casinos.. but outside the casinos, nobody had set eyes on them.  The used packs were dispatched to Thailand as our contribution to Foreign Aids.   Ms. Direct Debbie Dixon, designing the cards, though a pommie herself, or ex-pommie, had difficulty in recalling the names of  as many as five pommies, let alone fifty two.  Toby Liar’s brother, the Charmer Chameleon, Fatima recalled, was Ace of  Clubs.   The ten of  diamonds.. was it the ten of  diamonds? – was Toby’s lady’s, the Princess Camilla’s hairdresser.   The nine of hearts was Camilla’s favourite witch.   The Jack of  Spades was a Merciavostok traffic warden…                                                                                              


                                                                                                                                                                                          


“Did you win the war?  Toby told me he had won it!  I wouldn’t know.  I am not a Torilander.   We are separated from Torilander by Denmark.   The Torilanders call the Danes Sassenachs, but we call them all Sassenachs…  Actually, Toby wasn’t a Torilander… in a sense, he wasn’t.. and, as a matter of fact,  St Trinian’s Academy is not in Toriland….But the fact that we are at war could surely on this occasion be overlooked…”                                                                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                             


“You are not officially recognised.   The civilian governor of  Toriland is our representative, Nikodemos Nikodemopoulos Junior…The Fairy might find a visit to the Federation a trifle stressful….”                                                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                                      


“I am sure Pip is too busy playing football to be bothered by these trivial matters.   The Grand Magic Tooth Fairy has consented to visit your Federation as a gesture of  peace and friendship.   If you are in any way displeased with him, I am sure he can talk that through with you in your Federation on an amicable basis.   We would not wish such matters to be approached within pommiland….Well, we would and are grateful for drawing this matter to our attention.. but our local punters are a little to apt to blame me for the supposed crimes of the Tooth Fairy…”                                                                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                                           


Fatima was just about to answer ‘Fair enough!’ when she realised this might be mistaken for stale joke.  Fortunately, as she paused to think up a synonym, Gorgo spoke on.                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                                


“Unfortunately, assuming this is convenient to Gloria, the Tooth Fairy may take a day or two to arrive.   He will be bringing a party to demonstrate our advances in economic growth .. for which he will be supplied with a dozen military transport helicopters to carry a similar number of  portable missile launchers as well as a few thousand of the concrete slabs we used to construct tower blocks….”                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                                             


“I am afraid that would not be convenient for Ms. Goldenlay.  If she or Lila are to find time to fit him in he will have to come immediately.. if not before!   You needn’t bother about the paraphernalia.    We can supply all that                     


                                                                                                                                                                                         


“The Isle de Robespierre used to be a imperialist colonialist satellite state of  Haiti.  However, we bribed them to join our Federation.  It was a bit of bore having to print all those postal votes…   We now charge the G8 a large fee for the use of  Robespierre as a dumping ground for their surplus foreign aids.   We don’t hire out the island to them.   The island is ours and the aids are ours.. but we charge an appropriate sum for taking the aids.   Obviously, there will be ample mountains of these building slabs to which you refer.  We also have a supply of  large lorries armed with  Cruise missiles.   They are the ones the Texas IRS used to demolish that monastery in Waco.. where the Scientologists or whatever they were had refused to pay their Council Tax because they claimed that religious communities were or ought to be exempt.   They are in working order.   We used them recently to fire a hundred gun salute in the direction of Haiti to honour their Warlock Duvalier’s birthday….”                                                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                             


“Oh aye!  I honoured him too.. or tried to.  Are you saying that Gloria wants the Grand Magic Tooth Fairy  to be despached to this Robespierre.. it’s near Northern Rock, isn’t it?”                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                                          


“Not far, but it’s a much bigger island than Northern Rock.   No we don’t!  Immediately after the hundred gun salute, the entire dump of  G8 foreign surplus was transferred to the Pale..”                                            


                                                                                                                                                                                        


“To Dublin..  Whyever that?”                                                                                                                                    


  


King Horatio O’Nil of  Dublin had ordered that sewage be disinfected before being thrown into the sea…Anyone found breaking this law would be charged a large licence fee.   This was because the Italian philosopher Lucretius had informed Horatio that the eggs of the lzebub, believed to be the vector of the lurgi, were spontaneously generated in rotting sewage.   The outcome however was that these disinfectants poisoned the stocks of the cod, a large Irish fish and threatened it with extinction.    So Horatio O’ Nil now inflicted upon his Nordic subjects further licence fees should they be caught tipping sewage into the sea.   To combat the threat of the lurgi also collections of the pails were  reduced to one a month and the pails were then only collected following surrender of a licence fee.   Similar licence fees were imposed to discourage the dumping of  sewage into yards and streets.   A horse which was not certified as incapable of defecation (for which certificate there was a large charge and it had to be renewed monthly) also required a massive licence fee.  The Vikings therefore sneaked at night when O’Nil was not looking – which he rarely was, because he was a pommie admiral in his spare time -  ‘taking the pail’ to the desert that surrounded Dublin (except for where it is surrounded by sea).  Since the Vikings knew by now that whatever they did would be illegal and expose them to a large  license fee they did not bother about the disinfectants.   The former desert therefore is now a luxurious shamrock forest.   The birds’ foot trefoil under such well-nourished organic, green, free-range conditions is apt to be or appear to be ‘four leaved’.  Because the Vikings carrying the buckets said they were ‘taking the pail’, it became assumed that the ‘pail’ was the name of the destination.  However, the mothers warned their children not to encroach upon the pail because the methane emissions induced dangerous global warming – and nobody at all ever travelled ‘beyond the pale’.       


                                                                                                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                              


“No, not Dublin.  Jupiter.”                                                                                                                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                                                      


“Jupiter?  Is that another of your islands?”                                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                                   


“You could put it that way!  Actually Jupiter is a planet .. quite a large one…”                                                              


                                                                                                                                                                                                       


“Jupiter!  Begorrah!  Is this some sort of space fiction?  There’s no way of  transporting earthly goods to Jupiter…”                                                                                                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                                          


“On the contrary!  I’ve been there often!  I was on Jupiter only tomorrow!  The ‘pale’ is a the name we give to an area of approximately one hundred square kilometers which is approximately four hundred kilometers from the centre of  Tungopolis… which we use as the accommodate the dumped G8 surplus foreign aids…





“Your Grand Magic Tooth Fairy will shortly see for himself.  We’ve got your coordinates.  We will be over right away in my friend Crocodile Duncannon’s Tardis ..I mean Celery… to fetch him…”                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                            


In anticipation of events on Jupiter, a large technical staff of students from the Delmonte University travelled with Gloria, Lila and Fatima (and Crocodile Duncannon).  When they arrived in Pommiland, Gorgo had not yet phoned the Maltesas… a type of situation with which the pommies, and indeed, also Picts, are unfamiliar.. but it sorted itself out in the end.





“As you are no doubt aware”,  Gorgo explained, “Pommiland was formerly under the influence of  a secret society called the Stonemasons.   They were a Trade Union which supposedly hired Sassenach workers to erect the type of edifice you have on Belsize, designed to to survive for millions of years.   This is Mr. Oliver Cromwell, who in addition to his other duties, holds the office of  Lord Erector.. that is supreme commander of the Stonemasons.  The activities of the Stonemasons, however, are inconsistent with the objectives of  economic growth.  The Stonemasons, therefore, have been overshadowed by two other more modern Secret Societies.  This is the famous Merciavostok pacifist, General Winstanley, who is Grand Master of the Diggers whose organisation’s illegal immigrants dig the holes in the roads…”                                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                                                   


“How can a General be a pacificist?”, asked Ms. Gloria Goldenlay.                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                                    


“It’s ,, er ..like the Salvation Army, Good Sir!”, confessed the General.                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                                                       


“There is a further Secret Society”,  Gorgo continued,  “Whose job it is to blow up the buildings that the Stonemasons have erected.   That used to be Oliver’s job but he has changed sides.  This secret society are called the Levellers.  This is because they release the liquidity trapped in the Stonemason’s boulders through their conversion to what we call aggregates, disintegrates or rubble… This rubble fills in the surrounding holes in the road manufactured by the Diggers.  The Diggers can then set to work again releasing the rubble which can then be added to lime to produce the concrete slabs which the Stonemasons now use for their erections…”                                                                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                                              


“And this”, added Ms. Gloria Goldenlay, “is Mr. Aleistair Crowlink, who holds the office of  Grand Magic Tooth Fairy, supreme commander of the Levellers…”                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                            


That was not difficult to guess.  Crowlink was dressed as if  planning to depart to a pommie Rugger Club Ball.   He wore the uniform of the St. Trinians Academy, plus a tiara, and was brandishing a stick surmounted with a silver paper star.                                                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                          


So when formalities were complete, the three Grand Masters, together with a few hundred Polish Sassenachs were transported to the Pale on Jupiter.  The object of the exercise was for us to be shown how rapidly the pommies can generate buildings and economic growth.   The methods may not be entirely appropriate to Jupiter.   Pommiland is not very big and you can only build at a great pace if you also rapidly demolish whatever you have built.  But Jupiter has a considerable surface area and, as a matter of fact, not a great density of buildings.  The diggers concerned themselves with digging.   We had some machines on the dump to cater for that though General Winstanley requested that we effect various technical adjustments because they were not making sufficient racket.   The Stonemasons were piling up the concrete slabs to erect prefabricated tower blocks supposedly three hundred stories high apiece.   The levellers, while that was going on, were firing the Cruise missiles at the rising buildings.   We were informed that in one minute the Stonemasons erected over a thousand of these enormous erections while the levellers demolished over nine hundred and ninetynine.  If we agree that ten tenths of a building are a complete building, they were not that far wrong in their assertions.  However, despite the aim of the levellers not being all that it might be, we never saw a completed building and not much more than a half a tower block could be erected in the split second interval between one cruise missile and the next.   But I suppose it was interesting demonstration of the honkie concept of economic growth and had it not been Jupiter it might have generated appreciable global worming.                                                                                                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                                          


The comings and goings of a Tardis or Celery can create confusion even amongst Belsizers for whom space-time travel is an everyday event.   When Lila was eyeing up, or sizing up, or something up, anyway,  the Karpet Kwean as a prospect for her new Government Department, she noticed the three Grand Masters who had flown back with her in the Celery from Jupiter.  They were chatting with Ms. Gloria Goldenlay.   Lila strode over.





“I’m going to rescue  the Northern Rock!”, chimed Aleistair Crowlink.                                                                              


                                                                                                                                                                                                       


“Your Northern Rock or ours?”, asked Gloria Goldenlay.                                                                                              


                                                                                                                                                                                                 


“It’s a bank which has borrowed fifty billion pfunt of  taxpayers’ money…”


                                                                                                                                                                                                     


“How do you know that?”                                                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                                       


“It says so in the newspapers…”                                                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                                       


“What makes you think it needs rescuing ?”                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                                       


“It says so in the newspapers!”                                                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                                       


“In the Malteas, if the newspapers want to know about the Federal Economy, they ask me.  I don’t ask them.” 





“How could you know anything without reading the newspapers.  You are a lawyer!”                              


                                                                                                                                                                    


“I am not a lawyer…”                                                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                    


“All politicians are lawyers…”                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                    


“Then maybe I’m not a politician.”


                                                                                                                                                                                       


“How could you know anything without reading the newspapers?  The idea is to secure votes.   To secure votes you have to respond the realities and public opinions as they portrayed by the Press…”                               


                                                                                                                                                                                             


“I see!  And what fictions in this particular case are going to win you votes…?”                                                    


                                                                                                                                                                                             


“The great problem with RU Industry”, Crowlink explained, “Is that it has shareholders.  They have a habit of bellyaching and causing trouble.. of protecting the public interest, as well call it.   When I can get hold of  a company, I insist that it is sold off to my mates for a song so that we can get rid of the shareholders and have a sort of a quango, what I call a non-profit making company ..ruled by directors who can cream off the goodies without no chance of  any shareholders organising a protest…”                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                             


“Can I assume then that this Northern Rock doesn’t need rescuing from anyone or anything other you… that you have driven out the directors and replaced them with your mates with the aim of giving away this company, robbing the shareholders who are also the pensioners and taxpayers?   This company in the normal course of  business borrows money… and you, despite your pious words about this Northern Rock,  because it buys votes, have been showering money onto userers and Housing Associations to create the sacred rises in the house prices which enslave and impoverish your nation.  The reason no accounts of  ths Northern Rock have been published is that there is nothing wrong with them… with would undermine the plans of  yourself and your equally prattish toriland pundit mates….”             


                                                                                                                                                                                             


“I really wouldn’t know about any of that.  There’s nothing about any of it in the newspapers….”                  


                                                                                                                                                                                        


“I’ve got to rescue this halfwit!”, Lila thought to herself, “Any second now Gloria’s going to start battering him…”                                                                                                                                                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                                             


So Lila waded in to tease Mr. Crowlink with the news that had recently infiltrated via the Admin Desk.              


                                                                                                                                                                                                  


“The Pommie Pfunt has reached a record low”, Lila announced, “against the Honkie Euro”.                             


                                                                                                                                                                                         


“It said nothing about that in the ‘papers”, pleaded the Supreme Tooth Fairy.                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                     


“It did as a matter of fact!”, interjected Fatima.                                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                                             


“That’s good news indeed!”, cried the Tooth Fairy.   He waved around his wand in ecstasy and  laddered his tights.  “That will boost our exports…that comes on top of the other good news reported in the newspapers ..that the pommie pfunt has reached a record high against the yankee dollar…. That proves our superiority and stability, the strength of our economy….”                                                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                                               


But the strength of the pommie economy appeared not to be that reassuring.  Suddenly the Tooth Fairy broke down in tears.  Lila seized his wand and bonked him on the coronet.                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                                       


“There! There!”, she purred, “No need to cry, dear!  If it’s that important we can get you a new pair of tights…”                                                                                                                                                                             


                                                                                                                                                                                         


“It’s nothing to do with that!  Pommie fuel prices are going to rise by forty per cent within the next ten days.  It’s the wicked foreigners… think we are Treasure Island…It says so in the newspapers…”                             


                                                                                                                                                                                               


“You can’t always believe everything you read in the newspapers”, interjected General Winstanley, “They said the same thing this time a couple of years ago ..said it was world shortages and world price rices.. though it was world shortages and prices which particularly affected the Royaumes Unies… So we all prayed in the Abbey Park in Lear City and the Lord all of a sudden reversed the World Shortages and World Prices…”                                                                                                                                                                                


                                                                                                                                                                                                   


“Yes, Godzilla did do that!”, Gloria conceded, “But Godzilla always changes history so that no intervention is apparent.   As far as history is concerned, the reason for the panic was that your supplies were cut off because of the fire at the biggest methane storage depot in the world…  in the volcano on our Vesuvius Island… This time however I regret that you may find it is the real thing!”                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                               


Aleistair Crowlink again burst into tears.  “It isn’t fair!”, he lamented, “It’s the foreigners!  The rotters!”               


                                                                                                                                                                                       


“Well, I do suppose you have to pay for your fuel in honkie Euros!”, Lila agreed, “The honkie is the real currency in Pommiland.. the currency with which you have to pay for your goods…”                                    


                                                                                                                                                                                            


“I am astonished that you are surprised at this news!”, added Gloria Goldenlay,  “The deliberate promotion of inflation in the Etats unies has precipitated a greater devaluation of the greenspam than there has been of the pommie pfunt… but the yankees are shedding rather less tears.   To give the yankees their due, their pundits did try to tell you that what applied to them did not necessarily apply to their copycat satellite, the RU.   But the pommies, to every one’s irritation, including that of those whose footsteps they dog, always have to play follow-my-leader.                                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                                               


“The Etats Unies produce their own fuel.   They are in all respects potentially or actually self-sufficient.  Amongst the primitive nations – everyone except our Federation – the Etats Unies are the world’s greatest producer not only of  industrial goods but also of agriculture.  The Etats Unies always have to be ready to help out or feed everyone else!   The politicians do not like this.. because they don’t want to be dependant on the Etats Unies… who have a bit of an unsavoury record.  Most countries have… other than our Federation.   The industrialists do not like it because they want to grow over the entire world.. always to have bigger empires..…  They want the whole of the primitive world to be as productive as the Etats Unies.   Quite apart from this being impossible, it would result in the excessive emission of energy.   It was this problem that originally led to the campaign against global warming… the objective being for the ‘industrialisation’ not to spread… though the politicians and industrialists have a more powerful voice than the scientists and the story has changed.





“There does exist some argument in favour of  Greenspamism as regards the Etats Unies.  They may feel happier if they have to pay more for imports from China.  I mean the notion is absolutely ridiculous, but there is enough logic in it for it to be possible to communicate with Etats Unies Greenspamites and to engage in sufficiently rational discussion to prove them wrong.  On the other hand, in the case of the Royaumes Unies there is no point at which reason can enter.. It is complete lunacy.   The Pommies import everything … their fuel, their food, their illegal immigrants. even the money that is supposedly earned in their foreign owned casinos..   You suppose that devaluation is going to boost your industry or your exports?   What industries?   What exports?  Everything you have has been sold off to the foreigners.. who then close it down and export their own.  Despite my warnings the grand sell-off has taken place in the last year at an unprecedented terminal holocaustal rate and there is nothing left.. except this Northern Rock.





“This deliberate increasing of the money supply and deliberate acceleration of prices and debt… Greenspamism… low interest rates… your ordering the bank of pommiland to dish out cash to everyone except this Northern Rock..It failed in the RU in the days of  Henry Vlll and again in the seventeenth century… and the RU’s empire had to be saved by its king heretic, Isaac Newton.  It failed in the German Weimar Republic and failed in the RU at least three times during the twentieth century…  Immediately before the Etats Unies  adopted Greenspamism it had been an outstanding failure in Japan.  Of course, never was Greenspamism given the blame ..It is always some bank that is held responsible…  Well!  You engineered this devaluation of the Pfund… and you’ve got devaluation and hyperinflation despite whatever statistics your government employs to maintain the lies… and now you are whining because you face fuel price  increases.  Whatever did you expect?”                                                                                                                                               


 


“I am Lila po Lune!”, declared Ms Lila po Lune, “The hope and inspiration of the Maltesas.   It says so in the newspapers!”                                                                                                                                                                  


                                                                                                                                                                                                


This Greenspamism, Thatcherobliarism, Buying of Votes,  Bread and Circuses without the Bread,  whatever name you gave to it… It was a long, long, and complicated story… and the honkies were so stupid there was no point in reasoning with them.





“I’m going to find myself a Karpet Qwean!”, so Lila announced and wandered off.                             
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