Ms Gloria Goldenlay. Finance Minister to the Free Colombian Trade Federation and Manager of the Poncho Bolero of Colombia International Pharmaceuticals Corporation  had taken the opportunity to visit King Baskerville of the Vandals who is voluntarily detaining himself in the encampment of the Word Forces on Exmoor in the Royaumes Unies (as, for that matter, is RU President Toby Liar).  She had previously skimmed through the Annual Report or ‘Speechday Programme’ of the UK Coal Company which, as the reports of all companies in the RU are, had been written by her charlady, 14 year old Ms Fatima Patel.  Ms Goldenlay directed herself towards dissuading the Vandal from purchasing the UK Coal Company, known also as The Group (as most companies are), emphasising the very dismal aspects of the Accounts.  Although the Accounts were in fact very bleak indeed, it was the Vandal’s Plan to turn the company into a Housing Estate, indeed to buy it minus coal and liabilities ...and it is not known whether Ms Gloria’s warnings really convinced the Vandal that this was not a feasible course of action …though, of course, Vandals are only Estate Agents and would rely on an Expert to produce and guarantee the viability of a Business Plan.  Perhaps Gloria was hoping that the Vandal would recognise her as an acknowledged Expert, entirely independent and  impartial, without any axe to grind or objective that might motivate her to paint over any aspect of the argument with lame excuses.


 


Ms. Goldenlay’s Grandmother, the Princess Goldenlay of Belsize, on a State Visit to Merciavostok in the R.U. was meanwhile, in the company of Ms Fatima Patel, Mr Robin Loxley, Ms Marian Pucelle, and several hundred agents of the Royal Mounted Anti-terrorist Police travelling to Hardwick House to be entertained by King Lear, - or, more realistically, by the Princess Gonerilla.  Ms Lila po Lune, supposedly returning to Belsize in the company of Ms Goldenlay, is on some important mission and not concerning herself, as has been suggested by sensation-seeking journalists, engaging in some secret hankey-pankey with the Princess Rogan, who is a Chief Inspector in the Royal Mounted Anti-terrorist Police (as well as Regent of Merciavostok).





Gloria had briefly acquainted her grandmother with her interest in UK Coal but had forgotten to tell her that the company was no longer RJB Mining.





The Princess Goldenlay’s party stayed at Hardwick House overnight. The Princess Cordelia suggested next day that they should entertain themselves at ‘Alton Towers’.  Cordelia explained that this previously been a stadium shared between two rival baseball teams, the Lions and the Christians.  Baseball, however, turned out to have little local appeal and when the King of Italy introduced the Injuries at Work Compensation Scheme the site had been converted to some manner of childrens’ playground.  Cordelia had a great pile of ‘Get in at Half Price Tickets’.  These were found in great numbers in any litter bin in the RU.  The price charged was hardly with reach of the RU’s impoverished citizens without one of these tickets or some ticket more generous.  Even the most generous tickets ever encountered left a residual price equal to a week’s RU dole payment and, therefore, presumably, the preliminary charge was intended to weed out punters who could not afford the further charges within. 


Once the punters found themselves inside, since there was nothing else to do anywhere within mille milia, there had no practical alternative but to remain and amuse themselves with the ‘chuck coins into the fountain’ gam, sponsored by the Alliance and Leicester Building Society.  At any rate, that is what Cordelia supposed went on at Alton Towers.  Neither she nor anyone else had ever been there.  Nor had she any reason to suppose that it was an ideal venue for hunting Italian boys.  This had been one of Cordelia’s teenage jokes.  Alton Towers was not a serious suggestion.





Nor, probably, was Twycross Zoo an ideal venue for hunting Italian boys.  But that was her next suggestion.  The RU is becoming denuded of natural fauna.  There are, as we understand it, no insects, birds or reptiles in the RU and in the entire country supposedly no more than two hundred sabre-toothed tigers.   Mayor Cook has therefore set aside a park or large building full of cages in which are retained the last survivors of species which either locally in the RU or in the world in general are now, except for these last survivors in the zoo, extinct.   Despite there being no guarantee of attractive Italian boys at Twycross Zoo – it was to Twycross Zoo that the party in fact went.





Fatima and the Princess were much amused at being shown a cage of  Dracula Bats, now exinct in the RU but everywhere in the Federation in great abundance!    There were groups of young ladies, surrounding the cage, carrying placards ‘Save the Dracula Bat’.  Such young ladies are also to be found parading  outside the RU’s MacDonwald’s Restaurants and have on occasion released the caged Dracula Bats much to the alarm of local residents, who suppose them to be dangerous, and not entirely to the satisfaction of the bats, who, though happier back home in the Maltesas,  have no great admiration of the refrigerated RU climate.  The Dracula Bat however is not in current danger of extinction.  In the Federation there are billions of them.  It is true that at one time helicopters would carry entrepreneurs with butterfly nets into the thickness of the swarms of bats and the unfortunate trapped animals, perhaps two or three thousand out of a swarm of a thousand million, were then sent to McDonwalds.  But this hardly made a dent in their numbers and, in any case, on account of President Toby’s ban on food, no batmeat, or, as we undertand it, any other type of meat, is now sold in RU restaurants.





The suggestion by the G8 that we have been ‘overbatting’ is a misinformed insult. The  G8 are always mouthing about our Tuna farms, about our bats, about our grass forests and the rest  - though it is more the RU that has had grass forests - and look what they have done to them!  ‘Increase the value of the grass forest by a thousand Pommie Pfunt per share yard by turning it into car park!’   I don’t know what makes some people think they they have a right to lecture us!  Their claims are akin to suggesting that RU farmers would kill all their cows or their foresters would eradicate all their elms.  If we use resources, we naturally also preserve them.  Bathunting creates a reason for preserving bats and, therefore, is the bats’ best interests.  Our bathunters cull the populations as is necessary for their survival - and also that of the bats and mosquitos.  If the G8 plaster Prezza Concrete all over their grass forests, and if they then tell us that we are obliged to imitate what they laughingly call their prosperity, then at least we might be expected to make use of our own grass forests.  If they wish us to co-operate in the cosmic waste and then at the same time not seek the full enjoyment of that waste, then they could at least pay us a subsidy for each bat we do not kill or for every blade of grass we do not convert into the floorboards for one of their houses, a subsidy per bat or per blade equal to whatever amount they earn the equivalent to the amount they earn by obliterating a bat or a blade of their own.








The Princess Goldenlay visited the zoological gardens only briefly and then announced: “I am going to visit my old friend RJB!”





“Who’s RJB?”





“Entrepreneur who rescued the RU’s now privatised coal-mining industry”





“Where do we find him?”





“Haworth Colliery, in Doncaster.”





Ms Marion is, as the RU Domesday Book, their tax register, will readily confirm, Marion Hode, Countess of Huntington in Devonshire, usually considered to be Toriland, two cows and one sheep a year and two grooms to the President’s Militia, exemption negotiable.   She was however recruited to Merciavostok by King Lear to be his Governor of the Forest.  The King remains monarch of the Forest and she is the King’s Governor - though of course it largely depends on Mayor Cook and whether good relations are maintained with the Shire Reeve whether she is able to charge adequate tolls to maintain herself or to make it worth her while.  Haworth Colliery, for instance, is in the forest but there is some tradition that that the Colliery itself does not lie within the personal lands of King Lear  - these being hectares that are public property until Mayor Cook decides to sell them -  and that the Shire Reeve, Prince Hamlet, extracts any tolls.    It is best to avoid any disputes between rival tax collectors that could damage efficiency.  





When the Princess Goldenlay had been Premier of Belsize she had found it a bore that she had to travel around everywhere is a helicopter built to withstand the blast of the Brigand’s most powerful atomic bombs and that she was ordered around continuously by Mss Miniskirt, never permitted a decision of her own: “You will enter the imperial toilet at precisely 0315 hours”.  It would probably be 1537 hours but nevertheless that was not due to any independence she was able herself to exert.  The Princess had resigned at the earliest opportunity and handed over to her daughter,  Gloria’s mother, who in turn had handed over to her own daughter at the earliest opportunity.  ..Well, maybe!  Neither Gloria herself nor her two predecessors, before taking office, had been famed for their concentrated devotion to the more serious aspects of international finance and politics.   As soon as the Princess had gotten the chance she fell into the habit of taking embarrassing opportunities to exert her independence.    On this occasion Mr Robin may have been the corruptive influence but the Princess now insisted that they all travel to Doncaster on horseback.  King Lear had one horse and the Royal Mounted Police had several,though not actually bred and trained to carry passengers over long distances. The Italians, however,  for reasons best known to themselves, always had stacks of horses in their Castrae





The Princess Rogan was ‘betrothed’ to the Dux Arturus, that is to say the Proconsul Vlad.  Everyone in the RU seems to have dozens of names.  Betrothed means what Vendredi Goldenlay is to Nikki Nikodemopoulos.  It means that Vlad is obliged to accommodate whatever are Rogan’s predatory intentions and that if he welshes on the contract it will prove expensive.  There are various versions of betrothed and  amongst the natives it is purely de facto and never ratified by any certificates or lawyers.    But ‘betrothed’ is also the Italian version of a Registry Office marriage and Rogan does  have a certificate signed ‘Tiberius Nero’, the name used by the bureacracy for the King of Italy, though his actual name is Atilla.  But such a certificate is hardly necessry since the whole world knows that Rogan and Vlad are .’betrothed’ and the betrothing has for some time been carrying on somewhat obviously in the Castra at Ratae, the Italian quarter of  Leire.  The transport of a sufficient number of horses to Hardwick Hall to accommodate the party and the Mounties who were secretly going to follow,  concealed by the trees, may not have been an operation recorded in the Italian manual of military contingency plans but if Rogan asked for it, it had to be!  This also happens to be the sort of adventurous logistical puzzle which arouses in the usually ultra-inert Italians an enthusiasm second only to their fascination by the anatomy of native milkmaids.  Although it was the Princess Goldenlay who was responsible for this unreasonable demand, it may have been Mr. Robin who had been the corruptive influence that put her up to it,.





The Belsize natives are all handy with horses  .. even though the Islands in the Federaton are too small for there to be much room or use for horses ..except that there are some wild ones on the mountain slopes of Belsize and also on Uncle Boris’s Estate on Knossos.     We do like occasionally to drop in on countries built on larger islands than our own and to enjoy ourselves in their Rodeo tournaments.     This has always been somewhat of a passion with the Princess Goldenlay and she is as a matter of fact still the reigning Olympic Rodeo Champion .  as she has been for the last eighty years, excluding those years where she was prevented from competing by her Ministerial duties.





This was not a situation calculated to delight the Anti-terrorist squad.  The Princesses attitude was  that she had never yet fallen off a horse and broken her neck and had no intention of doing so now.  She was the holder no any essential public office. It was her own affair.  The Merciavostok Government were under no obligation to ensure her safety.  This was true.  The Princess was much a private citizen as the Queen of Toriland.   But she was nevertheless an international celebrity and Mayor Cook would have preferred that if she was going to break her neck that she did so somewhere else.





Despite the Princesses excesses the party arrived safely at Haworth.  ‘Safely’ might be an inappropriate  description but it was so retrospectively in the sense that they did actually arrive with no person or horse having sustained any injury and for all we know the Princesse’s horse hadn’t galloped over any dogs being walked over the forest paths..though at sixty miles an hour it is difficult to keep a check on the details  ..and with the Paperazzi on horseback following at a similar pace….





But there was a not an industrious colliery to be seen, with wheel turning, happy sun tanned workers with electric lights on their foreheads emerging from the lift.  All was bleak, silent and empty and there were the ‘Closed for Refurbishment’ notices that are so common in the RU.





RJB’s tent was still there, but his shovel and pickaxe were leaning on the outside, rusty, as if for many years unused.   The Princess wondered whether there was anybody in the tent, it was so silent.  But she sneaked in, with her powerful arm dragging the reluctant Fatima in her wake.  And there, just like the old times, were RJB and Arthur Scargill downing glasses of  Real Ale.





Arthur and RJB the Princess recalled as dynamic young men.  Now they were old , haggard, dejected, still wearing their helmets and boiler suits which looked as if for decades they had not seen a coal seam nor a laundry.  There was a camp bed, without blankets, but RJB did not seem to have a change of clothes.  Scattered sheets of Memoirs were littering the floor.  RJB and Arthur were mournfully staring at a leaflet.   “Norwich Union. Are you over thirty?  Why not enjoy life!  Release the equity in your home!”





“Is that right?”, asked the Princess, “In the RU you now have to sell your house to the banks to keep alive in your old age.  Because they’ve been lending all this money to put up the prices in the first place!  No! We don’t drink alcohol on Belsize!”, the Princess explained, “I’ll make us all a nice cup of dandelion and burduck tea.  I’ve got all the necessaries in the my rucksack!”





What exactly is going on?”, asked the Princess Goldenlay.





“The country is going to ruin!  The new people! No enterprise, no drive! No imagination! No creativity!”





“You say that too?  The RU is getting quite a repuatation!”





“So Actionwoman and Cassandra are a credit to the family?”





“If that is how you wish to put it!  There is a still a succession of us Action Women and Cassandras around, but the current heroines top the lot.  They have - reliability!”





“From what I hear your current Cassandra can be relied on for only one thing!”





“Lila was always getting into adventures.  Getting herself arrested by Dr Beria., sentenced to three years penal servitude in a Cosmological Research Station, ending up on the moon.  That was the way she is!  It never bothered me.  It might have her mother.  Mothers choose to be bothered.”





“Yes!”,  RJB agreed  and instead of her nose being buried in her studies it would have been firmly buried up her astronauts’ skirts!”





“I don’t doub it!  Except that astronauts don’t wear skirts and we don’t wear skirts on Belsize.  So Lila’s options in that respect are somewhat limited.  I suppose Vendredi’s going to be the exception to everything.. .We can make a pretty good guess as to who’s going to be the dad of the next Gloria Goldenlay.. If there is to be one  ..If it’s not Zoe or something.. or  Pineapple, or Melon or Manchester.  But until that happens.. we never know who the dads are in our family.  Nobody ever bothers to ask.   Neither of them ever had much time for men.  With Gloria it was that she had no time for what Toby’s mother calls lame ducks.  Gloria didn’t suffer fools gladly.  I suppose they might have married Richard Corleone and Albert Einstein and for all I know they did!  They wouldn’t have told me!..But nevertheless, the two of them have this added qualifty of reliability.  They are just the people whom you would wish to be in a charge of your country - especially if there is a war or a crisis.  They are like your Fransisco Draco.  Nothing ever disturbs them.  ..”





“If you are multibillionaires in Belsize Dollars then might be expected to be a bit imperturbable!”





“We none of us have anything in our own names.  That is like saying that your Mayor Cook is a multimillionaire!”





“That’s true!  He is not rich!  But then, I suppose, nobody in this country is rich.  They all want to be.  They all want to be RJB , owner of coal mines, or Gloria Goldenlay, living on Knossos and Finance Minister signing cheques for hundreds of Belsize Dollars..where one Belsize Dollar would probably buy the RU several times over!  They don’t realise its all part of the job..that  life is still the girl next door, the can of baked of baked bans and taking the dog for a walk!  Your Uncle Boris rides around in an aircraft carrier - as do hundreds of illegal immigrants in his service.  I ride around on an Arriva bus.  But its all the same thing...They have delusions about this richness.  They think there is something more in life to what they’ve got!  All want to sell up, cut and run and enjoy themselves on your Isle de Fouchette!”





“Oh, that!  I can’t see the point of it!  Though I suppose it makes Pfunt, for what they are worth, for Clever Dick!..not that we didn’t enjoy ourselves!”





“We sure did!...I suppose!  The way the world’sturned out however the whole of life seems a failure!





“He doesn’t own the company any more!”, explained Arthur Scargill ,”The Carpetbaggers have kicked him out!”





“Have they!  Why don’t you buy it back?  I could  lend you the money!”





“No doubt you could!  For your Uncle Boris or for Osama Bin Ladin, President of the Banco Belsize Cayman International,  it would be a drop in the Ocean.  If it all vanished down the mineshaft and never surfaced again they wouldn’t bat an eyelid!  I’ve had plenty offers …  .though not in their league.  Natwest Bank, HSBC, that sort of thing.  But really the bank would still be the owner and all anybody is interested in is making as much possible in as short as possible a time, with the least effort, selling and running off to Fouchette!  We needed to expand!  Or, at least, to stem the contraction!”





“We’ld let you do it your way!  I’m not saying that we wouldn’t one day decide to tell you whose boss....but we think the same way s you do...”





“I know you do!  But I’m not interested any more.  I’ve gone! Everybody’s gone!  Now its only carpetbaggers ..Sell off, stuff your pockets and run .. that’s all there is now in the RU!”





“That’s what young Gloria keeps telling me!”, the Princess admitted.





“The carpetbaggers are not too bad!”. conceded Arthur Scargill, “Other companies have got far worse!”  He didn’t sound altogether convinced.





“Yes!  Our carpetbaggers aren’t the regular crew!”  RJB confirmed, “They know about mines and they are doing all that can be done to keep the mines open..”.  He didn’t sound convinced either.





“I’ve got to have a word with these carpetbaggers!”, The Princess announced,  “I’ll be back later..I’ll stay here overnight before I go back to Belsize.. though Robin and Marion might get offended if I don’t stay in their oak tree... But I need to know where I can find these carpetbaggrss.”





They are in a posh new wooden shed,”, Arthur  explained “fifty yards in that direction!”





The Central Office UK Coal was not difficult to find.  There was a board over the window on which was ;painted the word ‘CARPETBAGGERS’ and there was a little board screwed to the door labelled ‘Company Office’.  There were three men sitting in chairs, with open porn mags on their laps, staring at a television set, watching the Malteesas-Nigeria World Cup replay.  The opposing footballers were losing no opportunity to shower each other with kisses and Nikki Nikodemopoulos  had just had just scored his two hundred and thirteenth goal of the match.  Nobody wuold have guessed that only twenty four hours earlier President Mussolini had already entered his pin number into the computer that was to release the nuclear missles directed at Lagos, the Brigand Tung had entered his, Uncle Boris had done likewise and they were only waiting for Gloria Goldenlay to return to the Federation, fly over to Pilkington and enter hers.





“That’s my great-grandson-in- law”, announced the Princess.  Nobody had noticed Fatima and the Princess coming in.”





“Hows that?”





“The young man in the silly knickers is sort of attached to my great grandaughter, Vendredi.  She’s Gloria really.. but everybody calls her Vendredi.  I don’t know why he is playing the fool instead of attending to his duties as Director of the world’s largest drug company!”





Now that really was something! Gloria ‘Vendredi’ Goldenlay, the Minister’s daughter, was more famous than Jordan.  This was cause for respect.  All three Directors now paid attention to the new arrival!





“Really! You are Vendredi’s Great Grandmother!  .. Wait a minute!  I know who you are !  There was something in the News before the match.2





The three directors, to entertain themselves through the adversity, had organised themselves as a fancy   dress party, as a Pommie, a Yank and a Yid, interchanging racist jokes, and were dressed in accordance with the character they represented.  There was Fagin, the Jewish accountant and Swindler, the authority on mines imported from the Etats Unies and the Pommie, the Chairman, was called Davy Jones, a sick joke – Davy Jone’s Locker having been the miners’ term for an old fashioned coal mine that failed to meet safety standards. But since Davy Jones is a bit of a mouthful they usually just shortened the name to ‘Humph’.





“I used to be Manager of the Poncho Bolero Pensions Trust”, the Princess explained.  “That’s how I got to know RJB” (the Managers’ faces fell.  RJB, apparently, was not good news.) “Being in the district, I thought, for old times’ sake, I’d pay him a visit.  Kill two birds with one stone. My granddaughter, the new Fund Manager, asked me to check up on a few things.  I am not really too well informed.  I didn’t know that RJB had taken early retirement.  I thought I would need to know no more than would be needed for a purely social visit…Fatima here has been kind enough to come over from Belsize to help me with any technical details… You can take it that she is fully conversant with your company’s affairs





“My granddaughter  was recently discussing your company’s affairs with Baskerville, King of the Vandals “(The Directors spat angrily on the floor), “Yes, we sympathise with you! Gloria went out of her way to emphasise the transitional nature of  the preceding year’s financial and business reports…”





“And they sure are transitional!”, Fatima added, seeing this as her cue.





“Not as transitional as you might suppose!”, answered Davy Jones, even cheerfully.  His colleagues nodded.   “We have now demonstrated that deep mines can produce coal economically over an extended period and this, together with the profitability of our other businesses, makes me optimistic that the Group will improve its performance in 2006”





“It depends”, Fatima added, “on what you might term the persistence of currently favourable conditions minus the somewhat transitional setbacks.. “





“Quite so!”, Mr Swindler interrupted, “I am confident that the actions taken during the year to address these issues are the correct ones to secure the Group’s future..”





“No doubt!”, Fatima continued, “But you might have to be a clairvoyant. ..unanticipated exceptional costs might impact performance.. and there are the dramatic variations ..the price volatility.. We don’t want to make a fool of ourselves, as some do, with denigratory pontification about other countries’ economies.. but it is not satisfactory to have a transitional year and for this to be on the background of additionally some sort of price casino.. it’s not just you or just coal.. but you have, in fact, now at least three open cast mines, not just the one, and that at least on paper quite significantly increases your assets  ..even converts them from negative to positive….”





“And, of course”, Fagin added “We are hoping to get planning permission for several more…though, in the long term, it does have to be a continuous succession  ..and we agree with you about the volatility and feel that President Toby should be reassured that by supporting our local coal industry he protects the RU from such an international Casino”.





“If it could be arranged, we are prepared to leave Fatima here in the RU for long enough to tour all your mines, including underground, including those that have been closed.. if that is at all possible…and the rest of your businesses, though we are not really very interested in that…”





“I’ll need an engineer”, Fatima interjected, “ .. Mr. Crocodile Dundee would be ideal…”





“Who is this Mr. Crocodile?”





“He’s a very dishy Australian engineer..”





“Oh, I see! I don’t doubt that you have Mr. Crocodile’s telephone number ..but it’s a long way from Australia…”





“He’s got a Tardis!”





“I don’t know what that is!  Mr. Crocodile is your affair.. Meanwhile we’ll borrow RJB  . if you don’t mind, Mr. Davy.. no disrespect intended ..glad you don’t mind ..”





“Am I to take it that Mr. Nikodemopoulos wants to buy the company?”, asked Mr. Jones, “Shilly-shallying wastes a great deal of time and money.. which we havn’t got.. and we are not at all sure that we want to sell the company…”





“Money, anyway …You don’t strike the casual observer as overworked or short of time..”,  Fatima volunteered..   The other four all looked as if they were called upon to reply but, eventually, nobody said anything.





“If Boris wants to buy the company”, the Princess added instead, “then there won’t be any shillyshallying and you’ll want to sell!  But he has no such intention currently.  It’s purely routine.. as shareholders.. and when we are fishing out information we tend to be thorough…Just consider it part of the State Visit.  We Belsizers are far more entertained by power stations and coal mines than by helterskelters and casinos…”





“I have been wondering”, Fatima added, “to what degree all these terminated and embalmed mines could, were it so required, be reopened.  These new machines you have for cutting the coal face are marvellous.. Crocodile was over the moon about them!  He sent me this model coal mine.. complete with the machines.. I’m going to give it to my little brother in Leire when I’ve finished with it.. but with the old fashioned pickaxes you weren’t stymied when you hit a lump of concrete.. and I bet you they are not so good either when digging through soft soil or whatever you call it.. when you stray from the seams or have to travel across a gap from one to another…”





“As matters stand”, replied Mr Swindler, “neither that nor anything else has proved an economically viable means of  overcoming the geological problems”





“But a hundred years ago they were!”, Fatima replied with a grin, “There has been a great deal of talk at Delmonte about putting the clock back.. even out of necessity…and the leak of underground water shortage into Ellingworth Colliery.  Croc was telling me on the phone that it depends very much how big the reservoir of shortage is.. whether it just leaks in forever – and you have to sell it to Severn Trent – or whether it is some limited quantity.. whether it can go of its own accord, or be led away by digging a hole or whether it can be siphoned off with a three kilometre long hose-pipe…”





“The reopening of the Haworth pit is quite feasible..”, Swindler confirmed –though nobody whether or not he just saying it …”but the geological problems include a superabundance of methane…”





“You may be right”, the Princess interrupted, “But you can appreciate us as laypersons not finding the methane story very convincing.  Where you get a coal mine you get a methane mine and when there were thousands of coal pits in the RU.. which I well remember.. nobody ever heard of a mine being closed because of the fire-damp…nor for that matter on account of any other ‘geological problem’ – even though in those days mines tended to be geological .. and you yourself are collecting the firedamp to convert it into electricity…”





“A great deal was possible in your day, Princess Goldenlay!”, snapped Davy Jones, “But today we wouldn’t be able to get an insurance policy for the methane..UK Labour is not economically competitive and for coalmining there is a shortage of illegal immigrants.. unless, maybe, you might consider selling us some of yours…Really, in every respect, we can’t compete…and if we are to maintain or increase production, with current demand effectively restricted to existing contracts with power stations readily accessible from our mines, then we have to build new roads and railway tracks..     …and whatever it is, it is always costs less and they are always better at it in :Poland.”





“The fire-damp”, Mr. Fagin explained, “is best used a local source of power, within the mine itself.  Thus if a miner wants to light a cigarette, then he use the fire-damp and thereby lights not only his own cigarette but the cigarettes of every miner in the pit.. and as a matter of fact our seams at Haworth are coming to an end anyway…but we might reopen Haworth if the price of coal goes up!"





“Or if the price of gas goes up!”, interjected the Princess, “and, as I hear it, in the RU it has gone up quite a bit!”





“And your tunnels now stretch for kilometres,”, Fatima chided  “with one colliery where there used to be five or six.. None of this convincing…We’ll have to look into all this on the spot to see how it really affects the accounting…The disposal of this Moncktown coking business.. just one more disposal on the top of the mountain …is a negative step!”





“We made a profit on it of  3.1. million Pommie Pfunt…”





“If you sold it for that, then presumably that is what it was worth and therefore there was no profit.  I was obliged to record that as a profit.. ..but it has to be a loss.  Divestiture us always a negative step..  There is just too much of it in the RU..too many management consultants looking for something to justify their existence..!”  Ms. Fatima had been taking lessons on tact from Professor po Lune.





“And there has been a revaluation of the property portfolio”, added Mr. Fagin, “that does not appear on the balance sheet…”





“Same difference.  It may adjust your figures more in line with your hyperinflation…The issue from our point of view is more to keep down the mining losses.. If there really were this ‘profitability’ you are promising, or something like it, then the property aspect would be a very useful hedge.. It would be a hedge until Baskerville got hold of it and then it would be a stretch of concrete.. but not, as matters stand, with the 2005 figures, where the losses are far to high for them to covered by more profitable aspects of the business..  and these silly windfarms you are building!  The RU is full of them.. little toy windmills.. How many thousands of Pommie Pfunt to pay for these three tiny vanes of a stick.. and all the rest of the stick.. from the base of the little vanes to the ground.. wasted.  I could build you a better windmill myself for a few Pommie Pfennig…”





“Fatima!  I always thought you were a nice girl!  No doubt you will wish to discuss the technicalities further with your friends but you will be having further opportunity.. “





“We can assure you, Princess Goldenlay  ..” Mr Davy was having difficulties in making himself heard.  It had leaked out that the Princess Goldenlay had dropped in and now the Grimethorpe Colliery Band – though the Grimethorpe Colliery was long abandoned and forgotten – was raucously rendering the Marseillaise – believed to be the National Anthem of Belsize – on the forecourt of the hut. The Chairman was saying something about being well placed for the forthcoming year and the need to exert influence upon the President Toby Liar.





The Princess nipped out and the band became even more enthusiastic.  She was however eventually able to convey to the Ringleader by suitable gesture that the performance was well appreciated but should nevertheless be pro-temp interrupted.  She expressed her gratitude to the band and requested that they delay any further demonstration of their affection till such time that she returned since because she was having an amicable interchange of disagreements with the Directors of the Company. Havubg established a respite of  silence, the Princess returned into the hut. 





“What I have been hearing “, the Princess began, “is technical problems, technical problems, technical problems.. No doubt there are a lot more and a lot more technical.  For all I know there may be some reason for your failure to solve these problems other than that Toby Liar extracts so much in tribute that a business that generates real values cannot be pay the necessary wages.. that everything is economically unviable.  But it my day, if there was a technical problem, then Mr Brunel had to solve it!  Or as a Minister of Finance or a Company Director .. or with anyone doing anything else.. failure was not an option.  Nothing ever, in my day, closed down because of technical problems.  It sounds very much as if you are phasing out entirely .. as if you have already decided that everything is to close down, that you are first taking out what can be taken without too much trouble but if there is the slightest hitch, anything that on the assumption that the mine is only going to remain open for another five minutes is going to create a loss, then there is an outage or a mothball.





“My granddaughter has asked me to convey to you that although her interests as manager of the Poncho Bolero Pension Fund must be financial, she, and as far as it concerns them, also the Company and the Federation and Uncle Tom Cobleigh and all, consider it appropriate that the management of the RU subsidiary of the fund has the additional objective of protecting the Royaumes Unies and the citizens of it’s various kingdoms.  ..as support, of course, not interference…In a bygone age Mr. Watt, of course, invented a very good steam engine and the RU was noted for its very industrious but also very prosperous workers… but it was all built on your abundant sources of energy.. your coal and your rivers





“We are saddened at the rape of your land and your economy by the President Toby Liar… Nothing can compete. Everything is sold off,  Everything is carpetbaggers dismembering the body and pocketing the loot.  You have what you call an economy of service industries and casinos but nothing that actually produces anything.. none of the primary necessities of an economy are commercially viable.  The RU is like some land of once-rich fools which has lost a war.. everybody arriving with his carpetbag to see what he can carry off!  - and the natives living in their fools’ paradise of fantasy!





“If my friend the Brigand Tung really wanted to close down the Royaumes Unies, as some of your local information sheets composed by the druids persistently assert, then he could do so overnight!  You do not have the home-grown energy to fuel your ever obsolescent ever refurbished economy of waste!  The Brigand is a very ordinary man and a very kindly man.. I know him well!  He could not possibly be responsible for these acts of terrorism you keep going on about.. but whoever is responsible is making a point, putting on a firework display but is not in any way damaging your country or its economy.  In fact, as you look at it, he is creating economic growth!  If  you had some enemy who was taking it seriously – There is no nation in the world more vulnerable than the RU- You wouldn’t last five minutes.  You need to see yourself as a country at war.. as you once were, against an unfriendly enemy .. not a few benign soldiers such as our Federation has currently encamped on your Exmoor.  You need your rivers and you need your coal.  As Fatima says, you have to goback in time!





“I do not doubt that Gloria will have a word with President Toby Liar.  Our forces have come to liberate you from this usurper who has been waging war on your lands.  The Nu Laeba terrorist usurper is now in our custody.  If you wish us to support your case that coal should have its place in a long-term RU energy policy, if you really think it depends on Toby Liar, we know where to find him and may even be in a position to be persuasive.  Coal already contributes about a third and there isn’t any alternative.. It may be foreign coal and electricity wires on a row of pylons stretching from Poland to the RU ..but its going to be coal..  You will be calling it not coal but ‘solid fuel’ as Lila does with her rocket ships when she takes a trip to the moon.  This is because coal is known to be messy stuff which produces smoke .. and to deal with that.. that’s just more technical problems which, as I understand it, are not entirely unsolved…and, in any case, you’ll have to use less of this energy. .. 





“We have confined to our camp on Exmoor also the Henchman Prezza who has abandoned planning controls, conspiring with the Vandals to cover your entire country with bricks and concrete.  This has got to stop!  But you say that you depend on these Open Cast Mines, that you dig an enormous quarry instead of drilling a hole in the ground.  I suppose you can have a quarry two kilometres across and a kilometre deep and the roof is not going to cave in, because there isn’t one!  I expect we will persuade Toby to grant these planning permissions though, of course, it will have to be very decorative when you have finished!  These planning ;permissions are essential.. should be given high ;priority. But Baskerville’s  exploits should be banned altogether!
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