Bulettin from Ms Minerva Miniskirt,Minister of Truth, Free Colombian Trade Federation, Palais d'Orleans, Belsize





Toby Liar Froggie Billabong Cover-Up


 


President Toby Liar of the Royaumes Unies had banned McDonalds from selling food on the pretext that nutrition encourages obesity.  Illegal Immigrants from the Free Colombian Trade Federation residing in RU, therefore, have been subsisting on a diet of  frogs.  But the breeding grounds of the frogs of South Eastern Pommieland have been dessicated, despite the spring cascades of water shortage, despite President Toby’s  multibillion Pommie Pfund Digging Holes in the Roads Programme.  George Galloway has been pleading for the lifting of the transatlantic hosepipe ban.  “Eff Off, Froggies!”, Pornographia’s Pommie titles have dutifully replied.  But has this really been the appropriate response?  Fourteen year old Ms. Fatima Patel, the Naughtiness And Nastiness Inhibitor, the Morality Officer, put this on top of the agenda.


 


The non-executive directors of the London-registered International Power Geselschaft had revealed that although no longer saddled with the requirement of buying company shares, they were allocated fees of £P250,000, 60,000, 55,000, 45,000 and 45,000 on the condition that they attend what was described as ‘seven board meetings a year’ and maybe also participation in some ‘sub-committee’ and presence at the Annual Speech Day, supposedly to meet, shake hands with and share a glass of bubbly with the punters.  No such onerous formality was imposed on the Morals Committee of the Belsize-Registered  Megalithic Moscow-Based Pornographia Empire.  The independent directors could vaguely be described as ‘on Uncle Boris’s payroll’ .. On the Island of Knossos, where most of them had Villas, it was hard to be described as anything else.  Knossos, after all, belonged to Uncle Boris.. though this was never mentioned .. and residents were exempt of Council Tax and paid next to nothing for their groceries.  The Committee, like all the other committees, rarely, if ever, scheduled for itself any formal gatherings.  The committees were more in continuous session, its members racking themselves with whatever was the crisis of the moment, setting up ad hoc committee and subcommittee meetings by chance in any place at any time or via the Bo-Tel.


 


On this occasion, however, Uncle Boris, perhaps because he had a sense of humour and perhaps because a convenient occasion had arisen, had decided to impose more formality.  Uncle Boris himself, the entrepreneur Nikodemos Nikodempoulos, his short curly black hair drenched with brine after he had yet again fallen off the side of the yacht, was prancing around and - which proved that he definitely had a sense of humour - trying to impose his authority.  Uncle Boris felt that he should at least show himself aware of the escalating calls for the resignation of Federation President Benito Mussolini. .. and it might perhaps be mildly embarrassing, though probably not, for Nikodemos Nikodemopoulos, President of the Influential Intspectre organisation that enforces democracy, liberalisation and economic reform on a world-wise basis, should the President in his response or non-response to the clamour make a fool of himself…not that Uncle Boris supposed that would require any creative effort on the part of Benny Mussolini. 


 


“We have decided”, Uncle Boris announced, “to discourage the voluntary resignation of  President Mussolini”


 


“Two Clubs!”, replied Ms. Lila po Lune.


 


“Nothing to do with meeting!”, yawned Mrs. Pandora ‘Mama Doc’ Nikodemopoulos, “…Ranuncular Dehydration (R.U.), .. Introduction of triple bonus incentive scheme … Purchase of own shares, Modernisation of directors’ pension awards…and more of the same…Nothing on the agenda about  about Benny Mussolini nor have we ever discussed him!”.


 


“We can listen to each other or not!”, Uncle Boris snapped in retaliation to this unwarranted interruption, “It is entirely up to you!”, quoting the definition of Responsible Corporate Governance that Ms. Patel had ghost-written on behalf of the Directors of the Pommie Vimto Corporation.


 


“Pass!”, replied Ms. Gloria Goldenlay, First Minister of Belsize, Finance Minister of the Federation and Manager of the Belsize-Registered Poncho Bolero International Drug Corporation of  Colombia’s Pension Fund.. and also of  the Pornographia Pension Fund.


 


“Two hearts!”, answered Ms. Arsula Undress, eminent Knossos-based foreign correspondent of the R.U.’s  Daily Sport of Manchester.. “Oh, yes…Benny Mussolini.  Recent headlines published by Billericaya Bufera…..Police Chief Karadzic in Immigrant Scam ..  Truth Minister Miniskirt shagging her secretary…”.


 


“Three No Trumps!”, exclaimed fourteen year old Ms. Fatima Patel.


 


Dr. Eugene Karadzic, Chief of Police, and Mr. Clever Dick, the Knossos-based Consultant, who had been occupying themselves with a separate sub-committee meeting in the Loch Skegness,  clambered up the ladder and onto the deck.  Mr. Clever Dick wandered over to Miss Fatima and presented her with a Royaumes Unies Queen Victoria Gold Sovereign.


 


“ I deny the whole thing”, replied Ms. Miniskirt, Minister of Truth, “but a Minister shagging her secretary.. that’s hardly the scoop of the century!  It is in our contracts.. one secretary, shagging for the use of…  that and unlimited press conferences with unlimited booze so that you wouldn’t know if you were shagging a banana.. all of them dishing out the bubbly and dishing out the floozies in the hope that you might blurt out some circulation-boosting headline..  Friends of Bennie just pretend to have discovered this stale news to direct the fire away from the President…If it were shagging someone else’s secretary…Tell me Gloria, have I ever shagged your secretary?”


 


“I thought you were my Secretary…”


 


“Oh, yes…I forgot…”


 


“Your fee for the Nichols Speech Day Programme”, explained Mr. Dick.


 


Ms. Patel, the N.A.N.I., is charlady at the official residence occupied at the Palais d’Orleans by Ms. Gloria and Ms. Lila and writes on behalf of Mr. Clever Dick the Annual Reports of R.U. Public Companies.


 


“Can’t be bothered”, replied Ms. Fatima, “I’m playing this hand! Send it to Muslim Relief!”


 


“Muslim Relief?  Is that Kosher?”


 


“Yes! I have been much impressed by the charity of Mr. John P. Major and his account of Trachoma in Pakistan..”


 


“You mean the President’s Relief Fund…”,  Dr. Karadzic corrected her.


 


“She’s within her rights”, advised Ms. Lydia Lodj, Ll.B., MIMgt, the Federal Attorney General.


 


“Minnie is absolutely right!”, added Dr. Karadzic, “It is true, of course, that five Pommie sex-tourists who got themselves murdered on the Isle de Fouchette have, despite not paying their fine, not been deported.  But every fool knows that if they are deported, there is nothing to stop them catching the next plane back.. with the name Robinson instead of Smith.. and getting themselves murdered again and again not paying the fine.  If we keep them here, we can keep an eye on them…tag them and, next time they get murdered, arrive on the spot in time to collect the licence fee…Friends of the President are just tilting at irrelevant windmills to redirect the fire…”


 


“Well, not necessarily as an act of friendship to the President..”, Uncle Boris Conceded, “I am sorry for the inconvenience …but it’s not as if you were out of pocket!”.


 


“So much has been the inconvenience”, snapped Ms. po Lune,  “that you should be upping your donation to the President’s Relief  Fund!”


 


Ms. Fatima was playing the hand, leaving Ms. Gloria dummy – a role more commonly reserved for Dr. Karadzic - free to make preparations for her and Lila’s visit to the R.U. later that day to attend the official opening, by Captain Thomas Cook,  Executive Mayor of  Leicester, of a Hole In the Road.





“Is that Washington?”, Ms. Gloria addressed her Bo-Tel, “Get me through to the Director of the CIA!…Kim Sung lllrd.?   What happened to Kim Philby?  Oh, I see …early retirement!  Gloria Goldenlay! …Bermuda Triangle?  You think the submarine may have strayed two and half thousand kilometres off course? Maybe crashed into Cuba on the way?  .. We may have, of course!  It might help if you put the Maltesas Archipelago onto your maps.  This keeps happening!  ..In the Unpaid Subs Pound?   … Hey! Eugene!  Have you clamped any subs lately…?”


 


“Yes!  Several!”


 


“Several, he says.  I suppose it will be the usual donation to the President’s Relief Fund…What I’m phoning about.. Have you got the Geopetal Water Shortage figures I asked for?”


 


“Inconvenience indeed!”, exclaimed Ms. Minerva Miniskirt, “.. and to no purpose!  “The President has this Teach Yourself Book by Ms. Lila po Lune: ‘Die Wahle Gewinnen!” ‘Achtes Kapital:  Mackie, der Knecht mit die Lange Messer’.  Eugene has been sacked as Minister of the Interior and appointed Home Secretary.  I have been sacked as Minister of Truth and appointed Minister of Information…two days after we received our cyclostyled letters from the President expressing his full support…”


 


“Yes! I received one of those”, added Ms. Undress, “I was wondering what it was about…I’ve still got it here.. No Date. Dear Blank Space … Now as always you are assured of  my unswerving support for your maginificent efforts in these difficult times…No signature.  Ms. Minerva Miniskirt, p.p. President Benito Mussolini…How about signing it, Minnie, to make it official…”


 


“Incipient Solution Deficiencies…that’s a somewhat unusual request!”, answered the voice on the Bo-Tel, “May I ask, just out of idle curiosity, what you want them for?”


 


“We are popping over to the Royaumes Unies.. to attend the official opening of a Hole in the Road…”


 


“Oh, I see!…  It turns out that nobody has shown any interest in Rain Shortage for decades.  The figures we have measure the shortage in something called Imperial Inches per Annum,  known to metereologists as “Buckets” or ‘Bpy’s... It must have been a special unit for measuring shortages.  If these figures are anything to go by ..They don’t seem to be much more than random numbers correlating with nothing of any practical significance .. Rain Shortage is a side-issue and what determines the Operational Shortage is the Terrestrial Water Shortage  ..the TWS in some parts being stored in natural or artificial lakes and in others under the ground.  You can get whole villages submerged in Drought, as in Bangladesh, or you can have Flooding, as in Zimbabwe, with all the cacti shrivelling up…but, if these figures are anything to go by, the GWS bears only limited correlation to OW…”


 


“That is how we have decided to play it”, explained Uncle Boris, “You can concur with the unanimous majority decision or you can choose to be an irresponsible maverick rebel and a laughing stock.  It is entirely up to you.  Were we to decide upon the President’s voluntary resignation, then any Tom, Dick or Harriet might become his successor .. even Lila.. and we might then have to waste a great deal of money and effort printing postal votes to get rid of her.  To stave off the resignation calls we have even suggested that Gloria is poised to take over.. which is in danger of being taken seriously.. Her talents are needed for matters of greater importance, not for role of official scapegoat…In  Senator Mussolini of the Opposition Party we have a stooge dedicated to democracy and modernisation with an excellent line in lip service to ecology and carbon dioxide emissions and that manner of claptrap.. which, as a matter of fact, provides an excellence source of taxes and licence fees…We have decided on a smooth transition in the fullness of time.. and meanwhile President Mussolini can pursue our policies.. and. if he gets the blame.. that suits us fine.. Senator Mussolini takes over and Boris is your uncle!”


 


“The figure for Port aux Bicyclettes, for instance,”, Kim Sung lllrd continued, “ is 49.4 of these Buckets .. That, if it means anything, you can use as a standard for comparison. Same as New Amsterdam.  Some of these places I have never heard of.. ..I suppose they must be old imperialist names.  The world record is Freetown in Sierra Leone.. known as the Honkey’s Grave…on the North Western coast of Africa.. 157.2 Buckets.  The runner up is Seathwaite, wherever that is,  in the Royaumes Unies, with 129.5 Buckets, Sandakan in Malaysia with 123.7 Buckets and then Tamatave in Madagascar with 118.6 Buckets, though I suppose it depends on where exactly in Tamatave or Seathwaite you put the Buckets.  They could have fiddled the figures by putting the Buckets next to the local power station  ..though I don’t suppose they have any power stations at Fort William, in Scotland  ..or, if they do, they’ll be nuclear or hydro.. with 77.8 Buckets, followed closely by Lagos, also on the coast of North West Africa, with 71.7 Buckets ..though Lagos, if our current experience is anything to go by, may have been using different size Buckets.  In India they are generally moderately well supplied with Buckets..  I have omitted their figures as presumably of no interest.”


 


General Karadzic, however, had redirected his attention to Ms. Goldenlay.


 


“You think that just because I am a Chief of Police”, Dr. Karadzic complained, “that I am stupid!”


 


“Not only that”, chided Ms. Fatima, “but President of the Serbian Royal College of Psychiatrists!  ..unless you’ve been sacked for non-attendance…”


 


“The Booby Prize..the Eliza Trophy ..”, Kim Sung lllrd was saying,  “ .. a bucket with a hole underneath and a lid on top ..a sort of Diplomatic Bucket  …on our list goes to a place called Salah, in North West Africa, but more inland, with 0.3 Buckets.  Followed by Heliopolis in Egypt with 1.1 Buckets. Some place in South Yemen with 1.8 Buckets,  Port Nolloth on the West Coast of South Africa..near Numibia, with 2.32 Buckets and Berbera in the Somali Republic, at the outlet of the Red Sea, with 2.5 Buckets.  Cape Juby also on the Western Coast of Africa, with 4.3 Buckets. Then Khartoum with 5.2 Buckets, Baghdad with 5.5 Buckets, various places in this Stan and that Stan and there is Alice Springs in Australia, with ll Buckets..which is why it is called Alice Springs…that is, ten times as many Buckets as Heliopolis.  The areas of Shortage deficiency are where you suppose them to be.. but with sufficient inconsistencies to rule out geopetal deficiency from being the entire explanation of the operational shortage deficiencies.”


 


“Then tell me this!”, exclaimed General Karadzic, “In this Nichols-Vimto speech day programme you have written you declare: “earnings per share.. page 22..after everything and dilution.. to be 10.88 Pommie Pfennig.. compared with last year’s loss, restated to conform with this year accountancy conventions, of 23.84pP”


 


“Probably so!”, snapped Ms. Fatima Patel.


 


“But then on you’re your page 23, using comparible conventions, this year’s shareholders’ funds for the ‘group’ are £P16.991m or, mysteriously, those of the ‘parent company’ 12.985m, whereas last years’ figures are £P18.057m and £P14.589m.  To my thinking that means that the company has made a loss…around £P1.2m.”


 


“That’s obvious! So what?”


 


“So what? If a Chief of Police wants to know how much tax he can extract he has to know how much the mark’s got.”


 


“It’s an R.U. company.  Toby Liar extracts and it is up to him!”


 


“To assist in the general idea….”,  continued Kim Sung lllrd, “Algiers 25.8 Buckets, Accra 27.1, Entebbe 56.0, Harare 34.4, Cape Town 25, Mombasa 46.7. Mongalla, Sudan, 38.9 Buckets,  Nairobi 40.1 Buckets, Camberra 22.4 Buckets, Adelaide 21.1 Buckets and Sydney 43.4 Buckets.”


 


“Could there be a connection perhaps”, asked Dr. Karadzic, “with your spiel here on page 37: ‘The adoption of FRS17 has resulted in an increase in operating costs of £P51,000 (2004: £P36,000)  (other finance charges £P132,000 (2004: £P178,000), a decrease in the tax charge of £P53,000 (2004: increase of £P64,000), decrease in the profit for the year of £P130,000(2004:£P214,000), a decrease in the total recognised gains and losses of £P1,754,000 (2004: £P379,000). It has also resulted in an increase in the pension liability of £P4,906,000 (2004: £P3,723,000) and a decrease in net assets of £P4,906,000 (2004: £P3,723,000). Note 10,page 31, earnings per share of of 10.88p ..or, alternatively, a loss of 23.84p per share.”


 


“The Royaumes Unies paint a different picture.”, Kim Sung lllrd explained, “Their rain shortages are typically between 25 and 50 buckets.. with higher shortages in Scotland though there is no convincing pattern as to where the shortage is higher or lower and alternative figures we have obtained from differing sources are sufficiently variable to preclude any theory  .. We will fax you histograms.. But whereas in other locations there is typically a peak shortage in June, July or August .. in the RU there is a more continuous year-round descent of shortage. If there is a peak, it is very slight, may be at any time, though typically in the spring or autumn, and there is not necessarily a gradual ascent towards and descent away from the peak…but even where there is such a peak, different sources place it at different times of the year…or some have a peak and others have an even rain shortage throughout the year. Your suggestion that in former years shortage may have built up during the winter does not refer to geopetal rain shortage..”


 


“So what?”, snapped Ms. Fatima, “It all adds up, doesn’t it?”


 


“Oh, yes!”, Dr. Karadzic admitted, “The arithmetic, I dare say, is everywhere consistent .. if you can follow it!  But what does it all mean?  Is it all Mr. Clever Dick’s Management Fees?  R.U. company or not, Clever pays his dues to me not Toby Liar!”


 


“We do have a limited equalisation treaty with the R.U.”, Miss Lydia Lodj  pointed out.


 


 “Well look into it!”, Ms. Goldenlay interjected, “but now we are in a hurry!  We’ve promised to attend this official opening of a Hole in the Road in the R.U.”


 


“Hole in the Road?”, asked Ms. Lydia, “Is that same as a Hole in the Ground? A ‘Regional Seat of Government’.  If  the Prophet of our Island of  Pilkington, the Brigand Tung, decides to batter them with his thermonuclear devices they throw all they suppose most fit to survive, or essential to avoid disruption of essential services, into these HIGs and cover them over with concrete…”


 


“I don’t know whether they have any particular purpose”, Ms. Goldenlay answered, “But HIRs contribute 67% to the R.U. Gross Domestic Product.  President Toby Liar is very keen on them.  Says they are a measure of the depth of his popularity!  Whatever their purpose, we have go to get a move on!  Because we are so pressed for time we have decided to borrow Crocodile Duncannon’s new TARDIS… TransAtlantic Rapid Deployment Instantaneous Solution.. Croc has just nipped off on a test run to Jupiter ..in the company of my honourable grandmother.. and is shortly expected back..’


 


Skegnessie, Ms. Goldenlay’s faithful Ichthiosaurus, swam up towards the Palais and extended her long neck.


 


“Two letters for you, Skegnessie”, announced Ms. Gloria, “both from the R.U.. Offers of Unsecured Loans.  One from Milor Halifax and the other from the Paperless Bank..”


 


Skegnessie gratefully accepted, munched the biogradable packages and answered ‘Oink! Oink!’ .. which is Ichthiosaurus for ‘Maybe they are paperless now!’.


 


“We Police Chiefs”, Dr. Karadzic boasted, “know our onions in our own field .. Captain Cook is contracted with Toby Liar to receive three hundred illegal immigrants a day!  Nobody knows what happens to them!  If every other patch of land has to be covered with car parks and house extensions, the roads are the only locations left for digging holes.. These HIRs will be the same as those in the Field of Onions.. Ecological Burial Sites..”


 


“Why can’t you have a mass grave under a car park?”, asked Ms. Goldenlay, “…But we’ve got to be off!  They’ve just arrived!”


 


A 1950’s R.U. Leyland Bus materialised. The number and words ‘141 – Milton Keynes’ were apparent on the exterior, above the navigator’s cabin.  Crocodile Duncannon, his familiar, his cat, Lizbeth, on his shoulder, was sitting at the controls.  The Princess Goldenlay in a passenger seat was explaining the techniques of  the tricoteuse to the Prophet Brigand Tung of  Pilkington.


 


“The Brig has all these arguments”, explained the Princess Goldenlay, “with Walker Blow Johnson over all these nuclear power stations and bombs or whatever they are that the Brig keeps on his island.  I don’t know what he has them for .. He did explain.. Something to do with the right of every nation to parity with WBJ.. The Brig’s been making contingency plans.  Did you know that nuclear power stations on Jupiter could provide the world’s entire energy requirements …?”


 


“Not necessarily nuclear.”, the Crocodile corrected her, “ The energy would be converted to some transportable form.. which may by terrestrial standards not be very efficient but there is no limit to the energy we can release on Jupiter ..and we don’t have to worry about Global Warming.  The power stations or whatever will be releasing their heat on Jupiter.  Jupiter is so big that it makes no difference.. and it could do with some warming!”


 


“But the energy you transport to earth”, suggested Lila, “It will still be warm…”


 


“Oh….Yes, We discussed this with Mr. Dick.  We can use pre-cooled energy or else import cold air bottled by Milor Vimto to balance the warming…”


 


“And will you be depriving us of our carbon dioxide ..essential to the construction of the organic molecule..”


 


“We expect to find carbon on Jupiter.  Or we can import it from somewhere else.. not necessarily Earth..”


 


Crocodile returned the Bigand to Pilkington, where his flock, the fanatical Earthquaker sect, were anxiously awaiting his arrival  .. even though the Earthquakers have traditionally had few qualms about the safety of space travel.  Then he deposited Lila, Gloria and Gloria’s grandmother at Milton Keynes, in the grounds of Milton Keynes Manor, home of the famous economist Milton Keynes, and thence they travelled by helicopter piloted by Nicky ‘Panpierre’ Nikodemopoulos, who is Chairman of Marx Despensers of Leicester, part of the wider Nikodemopoulos Empire and employer of many Maltesas –born Illegal Immigrants, to Carlton Park, where Lila and Gloria disembarked .. Nicky and Princess Goldenlay flew on towards Leicester.


 


Ms. Minerva Miniskirt has reported Ms.Gloria and Ms. Lila’s experiences at Carlton Park, home of the Alliance and Leicester, the Paperless Bank.  Her report has nevertheless been received with incredulity.  It is customary for the primitive RU natives to hoist, on November 5th, the effigy of their fertility goddess Guido Fox, to the summit of a  Greenfield Recyclable Energy Solution.  This might seem to prove that in the RU the GRES is a viable proposition.  Nevertheless, correspondents have been claiming that the would-be paperless bank could not have recycled its recyclables via a GRES because of the torrential water shortages currently  descending upon the Royaumes Unies.  Such a device was used nevertheless and during Ms. Lila and Ms. Gloria’s brief visit to Carlton Park proceedings were interrupted by no water shortages descending from the sky.


 


Nicky flew the helicopter over Leicester, from which ascended a great cacophony and which appeared to consist of a network of canals, the banks of which had been invaded by cranes, construction workers and other weapons of mass destruction.. though it later emerged that the canals were Holes in the Road replenished with Water Shortage.  Then came into the view the First Environment City’s recent prize winning entries for the Ugliest Housing Estate Award.  Nicky picked up in Nottingham,. another city of apparent canals,  Mr. Robert Loxley and Ms. Marion Maid, who had also been invited to the Hole Opening Ceremony.   On his return Nicky discovered a small patch of  Leicester’s Haymarket devoid of HIRs, landed and deposited the Princess Goldenlay and her two friends.  He was only just in time!  The queues at the Coventry Building Society were swept aside by the arrival of lorry loads of workers with barricades, spades and placards: ‘Mayor Thomas Cook working on your behalf!’.


 


Ms. Marion claimed to be an expert on the City of Leicester.  Every other building in the City, she averred, had been converted into a pub.  But it turned out that the City not only boasted the Paperless Bank but the Pub With No Beer.  “Closed Until Further Notice”, “Closed for Refurbishment”,  the placards proclaimed.  “Hoodies Eff Off!”.


 


“Hoodies?”, asked the Princess Goldenlay, “is that the same as Froggies?”


 


“It is a politically correct term”, explained Mr. Loxley, “for inhabitants of your part of the world…and for me.. They call me Robin the Hoodie…”


 


It turned out that Pubs were no longer a favoured investment and every available building was now, with unlimited Buy to Let funding dished out by the paperless bank and its competitors, being converted and extended to provide flats for Slavonic Illegal Immigrants.  The entrepreneurs however were not to be caught in the trap of their pubbing predecessors.  The conversions and extensions, as costly per hour in their construction as a Non-Executive Director, had for the most part been under conversion and extension for the last year and it was planned for them to be so for the next five and for evermore.. since every working hour spent thereon, after all, at the expense of the paperless bank, was an investment and increase in capital (though possibly, Ms. Goldenlay wondered, amortised over the next million years)


 


The Princess Goldenlay had been intending to prepare Tuna Paste Sandwiches.  Bread, Marion declared, cost an extortionate fifteen, moderate by RU standards, in consistency with President Toby’s anti-nutriment drive, Pommie Pfenning at Somerfield, a shop in which Ms. Gloria’s pension fund had once owned shares but was now sequestrated by the directors into their private company on Grand Cayman.  There were spaces on Somerfield shelves labelled ‘bread’ with prices varying from 28pP to two Pommie Pfunt per loaf -  but no bread.  Early birds, a helpful busybody explained, might maybe secure the 28p loaves, if such existed, but there were fifty seven branded varieties on sale and if the ladies had perhaps arrived ten minutes earlier there might have been a loaf  left at 220p but now… The price of  Tuna paste, which in the Federation is free of the Tuna Paste Mountain, was also prohibitive.


 


There was a bin at the back of Sainsbury’s Maid Marion assured the Princess Goldenlay.  To prevent economic stagnation E.U. law demanded that the managers of shops, when commodities arrived from the warehouse, stipulate a date by which the item would be sold.  If it failed to be so, it was put into the bin for the Slavonic Illegal Immigrants.  The bins, however, were empty and surrounded by I.I.s with long faces.  At the Sainsbury Store itself there was plenty bread however, at 90pP and above and even an empty space ‘28p.. reduced to 38p’.  The Princess Goldenlay swore nevertheless that Lord Sainsbury could stuff it!  


 


The Princess Goldenlay, in the company of  Marion Maid and Tom Loxley, then rejoined her daughter and Lila at the County Rooms.  They filed in one by one as the town crier rang a bell and yelled out their names in Yardie dialect.  Captain Cook shook them by the hand and the butler brought them a selection of recyclable fluids and little hot dogs on tiny sticks.


 


“Just like speechday!”, exclaimed a voice next to Lila. …I’m Nichols!”, the voice introduced itself, “Chairman of Vimto.”


 


“Who left the cake out in the rain?”, quipped Ms. po Lune.


 


“The correct slogan”, Mr. Nichols corrected her, “is ‘Who put the oranges in my Vimto?’ ”


 


“How was I supposed to know that?”, snapped Ms. po Lune.


 


“Extensive press, TV and cinema coverage. Schlurple the  Purple!”


 


“Oh, yes … methylated spirits.  That’s still popular in these parts?”


 


“Under other names.. and it isn’t purple. Nichols…”, he repeated himself, “shortly to be replaced by Nichols.”


 


“Thank the Lord for that!”, exclaimed Ms. Goldenlay, “No! I don’t mean it that way.. I know that there is no case to made for inherited authority.. but in your RU companies, as soon as the club of pundits, the Dons and the Milors take over.. that is the beginning of the end! …the present Lord Sainsbury, you know, isn’t a Sainsbury at all…”


 


“Thankyou for the vote of confidence! I understand your pension fund owns at least one of our shares.. which makes you a major shareholder!”


 


The gathering made its way, as best it could alongside the narrow pathways between the waterlogged HIRs.  A liveried flunkie strode ahead of them to show the way.  Dozens of drugdealers who had been bereft of such guidance were floating in the canals.  Lila sent photographs by Bo-Tel to Dr. Karadzic.


 


“You are so small that you chose to withdraw from R.U. stock quotation ..onto your Alternative Investment Market…Your stock exchange in any case insists the eighty per cent of the shares are controlled by pundits, which, thankfully, yours are not…but that meant that punters had to sell off the Vimto shares in their ISAs.  But we don’t let your Gordon Brown tell us what and what not to do!”


 


“It gives me great pleasure”, Captain Cook droned on while assembled drug dealers and illegal immigrants cheered loudly, “to open our ten thousanth Hole in the Road….Your Executive Mayor working on your behalf… Largest Hole in the Road in Western Europe.. Alongside our Clock Tower, yet again surrounded with boarding during refurbishment…Two hundred new Holes in the Road a day… Fifty Five Billion Tonnes of  Aggregates.. Confiscation of Counterfeit Knickers.. Welcome to our friends from Strasburg and Krefeld.. wherever those places might be.. not France or Germany, I hope… Council chopped down five hundred thousand dangerous trees.. No less than Ms. Gloria Goldenlay, Prime Minister of Belsize.. and the Princess Goldenlay .. have you brought Skegnessie?.. Well, just as well!…Five Hundred Pommie Pfunt Licence Fee for your dog to fertilise the cavity.. Free ecological burial for the winner of the lucky ticket…”. He went on and on and the illegal immigrants and drug dealers cheered with ever increasing fervour.  By now, however, the water shortage was tipping down from the sky and water shortage was pouring in all directions in great rivers.  The flunkies pumped up the Mayorial Dinghy and thigh-length boots were distributed to the invited guests.  Thunder and lightening rent the sky as the Executive Mayor babbled on.  Plastic helmets were then distributed to protect against falling lumps of concrete. “…named in my honour”, the Mayor Continued “ The Captain Cook Concavity!…”


 


“Deputy Duck’s Depravity!”, yelled the illegal immigrants and drug dealers.


 


“Thankyou for your vocal support…….”


 


“Let me introduce you to the board…”, continued Mr. Nichols. “It isn’t very big..only four of us.. and, I am afraid, despite our small numbers we can’t pay ourselves a great deal in perks… These are our two Neddies.. Mr. ABC.. no, Mr JDBee and Mr BJDee.. that is to say, Mr BJDiggines.. and this is Mr. Hynes.. He is a lawyer…”


 


“But your largest shareholders”, Ms. Goldenlay pointed out, consulting Ms. Fatima’s Vimto speech day report. “are Mr. S.J. Harper with 9.18% and Mr. K. Irvine with 6.76%. Are they relatives of yours?”


 


“We don’t know!”, answered Mr. Hynes.


 


“If they are not, then we had better all watch out!”, quipped Ms. po Lune.


 


“Leadership, training, leadership training, corporate responsibility, carbon dioxide emissions”, mumbled Ms. Goldenlay, “ I sometimes get the impression that when assessing the cost of purchases Fatima overlooks the interest on the money borrowed to make the investment.. …We bought shares in your company because the production of carbon dioxide and dissolving it in bottles provides some stability ..It is manufacture, not the selling some product supplied by someone else which the producer could sell more cheaply to the consumer directly…It is unusual to find an RU company with a solid economic root.. the producer of something rather than some sort of service industry.. providing an unnecessary service.”


 


“Not any more we are not!  We sell the Vimto Brand.. and numerous other Brands which we have purchased with good money and we let some else produce and bottle…”


 


“Anyone can buy a bottle, stick a label on it, and then pass it on!  If I were Mr. Morrison I’d be inclined to purchase from the someone else, invent my own brand name and sell it more cheaply…or at greater profit…and if I were Pepsi Cola I might be inclined to buy up the bottling plants…Had you still got them… Pepsi would be buying them from you.. and they can afford to pay…Does President Toby charge a bigger tax for branded carbon dioxide?” 





“Third Party Bottling”, Mr.Hynes explained, “is recommended by the Risk Committee..” JDB and BJD nodded their heads, “..safer for the company… reduces risks associated with manufacturing and reduces environmental risks…”


 


“Passing on the Corporate Responsibility!”, snapped Ms. po Lune, “So JDB and BJD don’t see themselves as candidates for the Presidency of the Etats Unies!”


 


“We have done you a great honour by naming our brands after your islands.  Leeward and Windward.. or, at any rate, Upwind and Downwind.. and Belgravia and Tobago..”


 


“We appreciate the gesture”, purred Ms. po Lune, “but not all Hoodies live in the Maltesas.  Trinidad and Tobago are, as the shark swims..under the sea.. a thousand kilometres from Belsize…


 


“We have erected third party factories”, continued Mr. Nichols, “in the Sudan, Senegal, Cameroon and places you have never heard of… We have rapidly growing markets in Nigeria, Guinea, Sierra Leone, Gambia.. and places nobody has every heard of…”


 


“They will have heard of them in Leicester.”, chimed in Ms.Lila, “It is not often that the Risk Section is the most entertaining of the Speech Day Programme’s contents..… the risk of Dependency on IT Systems.. like a paperless bank… the risk of bottling plants being bought up by Pepsi.. the risk of it being discovered that Mr. Levy is manager of the Al Fatah Bottling Depot in the Republic of Palestine…and General Karadzic says you are really making a loss…”


 


“The more profit”, explained Mr. Hynes, “the more Levy to Toby Liar!”


 


“Profit, with us”, chimed in the Corporate Social Responsibility Committee, Mssrs JDB and BJD, “is a secondary consideration.  These places nobody has ever heard of …except in Leicester.. ..they are in Africa and other continents ..such as Al Fatah…notorious for their surpluses of water.  Here in the RU on the other hand we have,  as you can see for yourself, a cataclysmic water shortage.  It makes sense therefore to export this shortage to where it will be appreciated.  At the same time we can pump carbon dioxide into the water.. or add it in the form of sodium bicarbonate .. which obliges President Toby surely to award us an ecological tax rebate.. and, with a bit of luck, in the hotter climates, the bottles will explode .. which fulfils in such locations a further consumer demand…”


 


“That may well be!”, Ms. Goldenlay conceded, “But as immediately stand the African water surpluses concerns us only in so far as they may provides any clues to your R.U. Billabong Deficiency…”


 


“Yes!”, admitted Mr. Nichols, “We have heard a great deal about that from our Ministry of Information.  I thought that it was an excuse for introducing water meters…”


 


“We thought so too… but we have been told that in some of your south eastern parts the billabong deficiency is threatening the frog population…”


 


“I thought there must be some reason for your coming here!  I had not supposed there was in Jamaica much demand for Holes in the Road.  Do you even have any roads?”


 


“We are the Maltesas, not Jamaica.. but it is true that we don’t have much use for roads and still less for HIRs…Our Mr. Aldous Huxley, who is a bit of a clown but has a sort of emeritus lectureship at the Institute of Pommie Studies has been insisting that water surpluses in Africa and El Fatah are not so much due to surpluses descending from the sky but to depredation of the land by goats.. He means by that sheep and urban development entrepreneurs – a surfeit of corporate responsibility. ..”


 


“That’s only commonsense!”, exclaimed Mr. Robert Loxley, “If there is no vegetation on the land, it dries up.. and if there is, it doesn’t..”


 


“Data given by Kim Sung lllrd, Director of the Etats Unies’  CIA … “


 


“Kim Sung lllrd? Whatever happened to Kim Philby?”


 


“Early retirement… went back to India.  Kim’s data appears to confirm that the vital factor is the subterranean water surplus… but in the R.U. you are not plagued by sheep, are you?..or …You don’t chop down all your trees ..like these Cedars of Lebanon Huxley goes on about?”


 


“Every Corporate Social Responsibility committee in the RU is planting thousands of trees..”


 


“And chopping them down….”, added Mr. Loxley, “What is it?… Forty thousand in Leicester alone? … and planting them where vegetation already exists… What counts is the increasing area that is devegitated…”


 


“There may be sheep in the South East”, conceded Mr. Nichols, “That is the responsibility, isn’t it, of Thames Water.. Herr Krupp of Essen….You’ld have to ask him whether he has got any sheep.”


 


“That’s right… that is what the farmers are complaining about”, Mr. Loxley continued, “ …They say that the water shortage in the Thames belongs to them and that Mr. Krupp is stealing their water shortage…”


 


“That could be, of course”, Ms. Goldenlay admitted, “Mr. Krupp might be sneaking up at  night with buckets and stealing the water shortage.. sort of retribution for the Dambusters… “


 


“That’s exactly what it is!”, exclaimed Ms. Marion, “The flood planes!”


 


“Flood Planes?  Is that what they were called, the Dambusters’ aircraft?”


 


“No!  The Flood Planes…rhymes with Food Chains .. a with-it expression.  They used to have severe water shortages in the Thames Valley.. …because what they called the Flood Defences could not hold back the water shortages from inundating the houses.  That is what they call the Flood Planes.  So they covered all these Flood Planes with concrete so that the water shortages, instead of seeping into the ground to build up subsurface water shortage, flowed instead into the Thames and back to Germany.   Then our Mr. Prescott ..your Ms. Miniskirt’s pal …built lots of  houses, as he calls them, on top of the concrete so that President Toby could bring over more illegal immigrants…  So what has happened is that all the water shortage has run into the Thames and there is less and less under the ground…”


 


“It’s not that!”,  interjected Mr. Nichols, “It’s all the trees that we are planting.  The trees eat up the carbon dioxide deficiency and convert it into wood and leaves.  The wood and leaves then descend to the ground and the surface therefore rises.  That means that the water table is lower relative to the surface.  There is no less water shortage but it is just further down and deeper billabongs have to be dug for the frogs…”


 


“Nothing of the sort!”, yelled Marion, “It’s that male chauvinist pig Prescott!”


 


Ms Gloria pondered. “One thing is definite”, she announced, “The explanation about the Billabongs we have had from President Toby make no sense… They are not true!”


 


“Well, from such a source”, exclaimed Ms. Marion, “They wouldn’t be!”


 


“I express myself too strongly, maybe,”, conceded Ms. Goldenlay, “but there are at least apparent inconsistencies between Toby’s theories and the practical  or scientific observations.. whereas both your explanation, Ms. Marion, and Mr. Nichols contrary theory, do at least seem plausible.  There are some facts behind this… but we are not being told the facts.. we are not being told what is actually been going on.. and instead have been palmed off with a fantasy  .. Maybe your table of water shortage really has been falling.. perhaps over some years.. perhaps they have only just found out.. and they kept quiet about it and, instead, invented this absurdity about the geopetal water shortage deficiency… I wouldn’t wish to cast any unjustifiable aspersions on your President Toby and your Minister of  Information.. or not until I get back home.. but we will have look into it!  It’s no use us lifting the transatlantic hosepipe ban if it all goes onto sheets of corrugated iron.. or plastic or whatever.. and is then  redirected to Germany.  The Germans have not asked us to up the water shortage quota.”
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