Ms. Miniskirt, Minister of Truth to the Free Colombian Trade Federation, reports:-





Murder on the Gulag Archipelag





The Special Edition of Bufera Billericiya emerged from the Civic Gondola’s facsimile machine.





“Maltesas 257 Nigeria 0”, read the headline on the back page. 





Most of that page was occupied by a photo of the athletic Nicky Nicodemopoulos scoring the 258 winning goals.  The match had been stopped after ten minutes.  The Maltesas had been walking all over Nigeria at Hamburg’s Olympic Stadium, named after Bomber Harris, ‘without whom’, the inscription ran, ‘this Gebaude could not erected be’. The referee, decided, however, that the score should stand because it was a Nigerian fan who had thrown the Vimto Bottle onto the pitch.  There had been a dispute between the rival supporters.  The Polizei had banned the Maltesas fans from the refreshment booths, supposedly because of the unprecedented shortage of water shortage though the fans themselves, mainly illegal immigrants currently based in Merciavostok, suspected that the motivation was prejudice.  President Mussolini of the Free Colombian Trade Federation – that is to say the Maltesas and Gulag – was believed in Germany to be a major shareholder of Vodaphone.  The Nigerians meanwhile were copiously guzzling Vimto fresh from the Tamswasser Bottling Plan – or recently shipped over from Nigeria..





The Nigerian manager immediately sued for damages in the Lagos High Court.  Their country, he alleged, had been dealt an unpardonable insult because (i) the bottle was empty (ii) it was made of flimsy plastic and harmless and (iii) the guilty fan was a  Maltesas supporter in disguise.  A signed confession had been instantaneously produced.  The Court, after briefly studying the evidence, issued an order against the International Association Football Federation for payment of a two hundred million Euro fine and four hundred million Euros legal costs.  The Maltesas manager had successfully launched a counterclaim against the Government of Nigeria at the House of Correction on the Isle de Fouchette after locating the actual guilty Nigerian fan and extracting a written confession.





“Come Home Gloria!”, a smaller headline exhorted near the bottom of the page.  Ms. Gloria Goldenlay, supposedly, was needed back in Belsize to sort out this latest international crisis.  There was however alongside this a photograph not of  the First Minister of Belsize but of her grandmother, known as the Princess Goldenlay, aged sixteen, leaning seductively against a palm tree dressed in a grass skirt.  Clothes are in the Maltesas considered erotically provocative. 





‘The Princess Goldenlay’ the article ran , ‘accompanied by Federal Finance Minister Gloria Goldenlay, Ms. Lila po Lune, Mr. Robin Loxley and Ms. Marion Pucelle, is currently on a State Visit to Leicester in the Kingdom of Merciavostok in the Royaumes Unies to attend the official opening of a Hole in the Road by Executive Mayor Captain Thomas Cook.  The Princess no doubt will be mentioning to King Lear the matter of the 2735 missing Illegal Immigrants…..’





The unveiling of the Hole in the Road had come to an end and the party were now sailing down Leicester’s Churchgate in the Civic Gondola.





“What has happened to the Illegal Immigrants?”, asked the Princess Goldenlay.





“How should I know?”, snapped Mayor Cook as his eyes directed themselves to the numerous bodies, clutching tins and bottles, that were floating in the water shortage....covering indeed the entire surface except where the Gondola ploughed through  .. emaciated young men, dressed in England T-shirts and the ankle length shorts that were challenging the traditional Pommie Puritanism,clients, presumably, of the nearby McDonalds, and buxom miniskirted maidens.





The next port of call was the Tree Felling Ceremony to celebrate the tenth anniversary of Leicester declaring itself the R.U.’s First Environment City.  Not all on the Gondola, however agreed that Leicester was the first RU City with an environment.  There was a discussion amongst the Mounties .. and from those that chose the Pommie Lingo or its variants it emerged  that Glasgow had dubbed itself ‘Europe’s First Environment City’ …and Scunthorpe was ‘The World’s First Environment City’ … and Beaumont Leys was ‘Merciavostok’s First Environment City’.  The Ceremony consisted of the removal and conversion to chipboard of a diseased walnut tree that had formerly belonged to Cardinal Wolsey, former owner of much of  the County Borough as then supposedly it was, an avenue of  dangerous Maples, planted by Jean de Ghent, Compte de Lester, another former owner .. and a particularly threatening specimen marked ‘Tulip Tree, planted by His Honour Captain Thomas Cook, to commemorate the Queen Mother’s hundredth birthday’.





A helicopter of the Royal Merciavostok Mounted Police duly arrived – fitted with shoes upon which it landed on the River Sewer.  Out stepped 14 year old Ms. Fatima Patel, who had been summoned from Belsize,  She was joined by her Uncle Ram, who owns a shop some four hundred metres thence on the Melton Road.  Ms. Gloria and Ms. Lila stepped in to commence the first leg – to Milton Keynes – where the Tardis would be waiting – of their journey back to Belsize.  The visitors were then invited to inspect the nearby abandoned Frears and Black bakery and unabandoned Abbey Lane bus depot.





It was Uncle Ram who had originally sent Fatima to Belsize when she was six years old and who, at first, had provided the fees that enabled his niece to be awarded her Ph.D.in Sociology by the University of Delmonte three years later.  Although there is no citizenship in the usual sense on Belsize, this was effectively granted when Fatima became housekeeper to her supervisor at the University, Ms. Lila po Lune, the Professor of Pommie Social History, after which, as an accepted native Inca, she was no longer required to pay the fees.  





It emerged that according to Merciavostok reference books the Princess Goldenlay, in the absence of  a Chief Ponchobolero, was Head of State of  Belsize.  Protocol demanded therefore that the Princess be overnight guest of King Lear of Merciavostok at Nottingham Castle.  So the Gondola sailed up to Leicester’s railway station – the last two hundred yards being traversed by road.  Marksmen of the Royal Mounted Antiterrorist Squad were perched on the rooftops with hundreds of Mounties, on foot and on horseback or watching from within their armoured vehicles, casting their protective eyes on the assembled crowds.  The Commemorative Edition of the Leicester Mercury was on sale outside the station: ‘Ten Million Illegal Immigrants Welcome Queen Coconuts’ .. and, indeed, some thirty thousand illegal immigrants, waving the tricoleur with superimposed dracula bat and ichthiosaurus rampants, were cheering at the windows of the eighty five storey Elizabeth House, which windows had to be removed to make this possible – which seriously threatened the stability of the building.  The Somalian Boys Choir was singing the Marseillaise, according to local reference books the National Anthem of Belsize. The Town Crier, still wearily shaking his bell, had for last two hours been announcing, in his native Yardie, the Queen of Sheba’s imminent arrival.  The procession was led by an Arriva Bus, driven by the Civic Busdriver, with Mayor Cook aboard and sixty members of the Royal Corps of  Interpreters armed with mobile phones through which they conveyed to the Princess, in the language of General de Gaulle, the meanings of the various exhortations on the banners that everywhere adorned the buildings and floated over the roads.  As if  she didn’t already know better!  Both Leicester and Belsize are polyglot communities.. with the difference that on Belsize everyone is polyglot and in Leicester all speak different languages.  The hands had been removed from the station clock as a civic improvement scheme in the hope of confusing Nu Laeba terrorists.





There followed the Earl Simon de Montfort and the Princess Camilla in an open carriage provided by the Royal Fire Service.  Then, in another open carriage, surmounted by an elevated  brightly multicoloured umbrella,  reclined the broad, muscular, dusky figure of the Princess Goldenlay, dressed in the compulsory grass skirt ..  or, at any rate, banana leaves of differing hues stitched together at the top so as to surround the upper regions of her massive quadricipes femoris ..with gleaming copper domes over the Imperial Melons, on her head a golden tiara in which were set the famous Knossos Amethysts, bedecked with beads and waving at the fans  with, in her hand… a mobile phone disguised as a fan.  The Princess disembarked onto a red carpet surmounted by umbrellas held by colonnades of  Illegal Immigrants and was greeted by King Lear, who accompanied her to the Royal Train that had been waiting at the platform for the last three hours.





But it was all a diversion to mislead Nu Laeba terrorists.  The Queen of Sheba was actually Sargeant Atwal Singh of the Royal Mounted Antiterrorist Squad.  Earl Simon and the Princess Camilla and even King Lear and the Royal Busdriver were disguided mounties – as, indeed, were the Mayor and Interpreters.  Only the Town Crier was real!  As all this was going on the Princess Goldenlay was unobtrusively departing on the Royal Bulletproof Eurobus, a present to King Lear from President Goran Erikson of Sweden, a descendant of the famous Viking explorer.   They headed not to  Nottingham Castle but to Hardwick House, in Derbyshire, so named because it was formerly inhabited by Everard the Brewer.  On the roof of the bus were batteries of rocket launchers together with their Mountie operatives.  The entire upper deck was occupied by Mounties with their rifles poking through apertures in the bulletproof windows.  The Princess was to discover that on the ground floor there remained a dearth of seating.  This could partly be explained by this being a Eurobus with, therefore, spaces for three wheelchairs.  A modern wheelchair, complete with rocket launchers and television set, however, could hardly have reached the spaces along the corridor from the door which was obstructed by an upright rod keeping up the ceiling.  The Model which President Erikson had donated to Dr. David Livingstone, President of Thatchograd, as a matter of fact, had an additional and larger door on the side.. though this meant even less seating .. and nobody seriously anticipated anyone ever travelling on a bus on a wheelchair.  A modern Eurowheelchair could travel from one side of Leicester to the other in less time than it took an ambulant citizen to board a bus.





Robin and Marion found a couple of seats for snogging at the back.  Fatima immediately bagged the seat reserved for the driver’s girlfriend.  That left only one seat available to the Princess Goldenlay .. immediately behind Fatima (and to the right).  EU regulations stipulate that at least one member of the rapid action antiterrorist squad must be registered as severely disabled.  The double seats of Eurobuses are, in any case, hardly wide enough to seat two adult males.  Most of the seat available to the Princess was already occupied by Sergeant Higgins.  We do not know whether the sergeant was severely disabled on account of his bulk or whether he had accumulated the bulk because he was severely disabled.. but, in either case, the bulk occupied most of the allegedly double seat.  Added to that were the sergeant’s two electronic crutches, wedged between himself and the bulletproof window, which occupied by another twenty five centimetres’ breadth of seating.  There was space available for the support only of the outer rim of the Princess’s  left buttock.





The Princess was thus desperately clinging with one hand to the single seat in front of her and to the left, the one occupied by Fatima, as the Eurobus sped, unobtrusively, at 140 kilometres an hour, with wailing sirens, followed by an army of Mounties disguised as paperacci on motorcycles, .through the suburb known as the City of Beaumont Leys (or, in the local vernacular, ‘Tesco’).    Sargeant Higgins was fuming with irritation that he had not been allowed his full double seat.  That the Princess had encroached upon his space was most unreasonable.  There was no chance of conversing with the Sargeant.. though the Princess was so preoccupied with maintaining her own balance that she too was hardly inclined to converse.  Fatima, however, somehow managed to conduct a discourse with the Royal Busdriver.  They were passing now, the driver informed her, through Leicester’s winning entry into the Ugliest Euroestate Contest.  Fatima noticed the names on the long neglected street signs… Strasbourg Boulevard …  Krefeld Boulevard. 





 “Boulevards!”, exclaimed Ms. Fatima.





The word means Posh and Pretty Broad Road.. as in ‘Boulevarde des Champs d’Elysee’.  ..and is the  French equivalent of the Pommie ‘Mall’.  These Malls, she remarked, must have seen better days!  Who were this Krefeld and Strasbourg?  Were they perhaps former hosiery barons – great benefactors of the City?





The driver thought not.  Benefactors normally donated their names to streets upon which their factories were sited.. as with Kruppstrasse in Essen, or Player Street or Blalock Street in Nottingham or Corah Street in Leicester.  In their Boulevarde days these Malls had more been in the countryside.. nowhere near any factory.  It was more likely that this Strasbourg and Krefeld were obscure places on the European continent with which Leicester had been ‘twinned’ as part of some former make-friends- with-Europe campaign intended to soften the insult to the RU’s dignity occasioned by it joining the E.U..





“I hope and assume, however,”, remarked the driver, “that these places are not in France or Germany!”.





Fatima reassured him.  Krefeld meant ‘field of the ravens’, or, possibly, ‘the cliffs’, and must therefore be in Kosovo Polya, which means ‘field of the scythes’.  Strasbourg is the Castle of the Holy Ras and, therefore, in Ethiopia.  The twinning had no doubt taken place to butter up Leicester’s numerous Rastafarians.





On arrival at Hardwick Hall, the party were met by the Princess Gonerilla.  Gonerilla was amongst the shepherd’s of  Derbyshire considered a lamia or witch and believed to have been responsible for the formerly endemic goitre, known elsewhere as Derbyshire Neck, but locally, in accordance with the folklore of  witchcraft, as Gonerill’s Tits.  It was hence generally supposed that she was named Gonerilla because she was really a prehistoric lizard.  As a matter of fact her name appeared on the birth certificate because the computer had mistakenly sent the notification to the local VD clinic instead of the registrar.  Gonerilla had not expected so many Mounties and had hastily to reorganise the domestic arrangements and Dame Agatha Christie had to rapidly reconstruct the plot of the murder game with which the visitors were to be entertained before retiring to bed.  To make room, Robin and Marion volunteered to sleep in a tree house in a nearby oak tree.





Amid the commotion, the Princess Goldenlay  and Ms. Fatima  accompanied the famous criminologist to the library.  A girl in jodhpurs who sitting on the carpet eating crisps quickly laid herself flat, with limbs outstretched.  Fatima drooled over the photograph of  Nicky Nikodemopoulos.. which was unnecessary, since, his being the friend of  Vendredi Goldenlay, he was well known to her anyway.   Dame Agatha glanced through the remaining faxed pages of Billiricaya Bufera that Fatima had deposited on the table. 





“That gives me an idea!”, Dame Agatha exclaimed, “I see that the notorious vampire is dead!”





“I don’t know about any notorious vampire”, muttered the puzzled Princess Goldenlay.





“Probably not!”, answered the criminologist, “Vampires tend to be dead and this one couldn’t have been very notorious.  It took four hundred years for her to be Found Out!”





“Oh!  A vampiress!  There’s dozens of them on the Gulag!  But I didn’t think that was news!  I know nothing about it…”





“Oh, yes you do!”, exclaimed Ms. Fatima, “Don’t you remember?  We all got a letter!  It was a big joke and we all invented these stories we could have told the Tum Tums.  Have you got an internet machine?….I’ll try to get a copy…”.   Fatima went over to such a machine on the other side of the room and shortly returned with a handful of printouts.





Could this be the letter? -, Fatima asked herself.





‘Ministry of the Interior, Department of Internal Revenue, Isle d’Alcatrass… Dear Beloved Brother/Sister  ..  Sorry to hear you have been robbed, raped, murdered….  Your name has been forwarded to the Friends of Victims of Crime who would be able to provide counselling, were you to ask for any and if the Friends of  Victims of Crime actually existed.





Rest assured that your fate distresses us greatly and that we have shed may tears.





                                             Yours, with fullest sympathy,





                                              Eugene Karadic,


                                 Minister of the Interior and Chief of Police’








Now that was not it! Ah! This was the letter! Fatima handed it to the Princess Goldenlay.


  


‘Dear Princess Goldenlay,’ the letter read,





‘We understand that you visited the Island of  Salome in the Gulag Archipelago between February 23rd and February 25th 1605.  Would you please notify Colonel Turner-Round of the Federal Inland Revenue Service of any unusual behaviour you noticed on the part of the Countess Elizabeth Bathori, governess of Chief Evil de Ville’s Tribal Orphanage.





‘We are acting in concert with with Mr Alois Panzenfuhrer, senior partner of  Liar, Liar, Liar, Lodj, Liar and Panzenfuhrer, Attorneys at Law, who estimate that the Federal Compensation Fund will pay out two thousand Belsize Euros apiece to victims.  A free counselling service for victims is currently being provided by the Gulagapos Institute of Psychotherapy and Hypnosis.’





“The kids on the Gulag all live in orphanages”,  Fatima explained, “on a diet of tranquillisers and electroconvulsive therapy.  They need the psychotherapy to restore their memories.”





“Were you in Salome, wherever that is, in 1605?”,  Dame Agatha Christie asked the Princess.





“I’ve been to Salome.. but not in 1605 … Nobody in Salome has ever seen a Belsize Euro.  The whole island isn’t worth one Belsize Euro.  Two thousand Belsize Euros is more money than there has ever been in Fort Knox…In theory that would be enough to provide medication to the entire Salome population for the next million years .. and, in theory, I suppose, to keep down the crime rate.. but it doesn’t work out like that…”





“The Tum Tums”, Fatima explained, “will have discovered that somebody called Princess Goldenlay visited Salome in 1605.  For thousands of years there have always been several Princess Gloria Goldenlays on Belsize.  There are four of them now – the Princess, Gloria, Gloria’s mum and young Vendredi.  This will have been the Princess’s great great great however many greats grandmother.  The Tum Tums wouldn’t know the difference…Its all done by computer …”





Dame Agatha had now read through the article written by the great journalist Arsula Undress herself.





“It doesn’t tell us a lot”, remarked the criminologist, “It was an eight year old girl on this island of  Salome – It is an island, you say – who was alerted to the vampire’s guilt.  The witch’s familiar, a dracula bat… That is a sort of vampire bat, is it?… confessed to her in a dream.  The Tum Tums were informed ..They are your tax collectors apparently.. and this Tum Tum Turner-Round was put in charge of the ‘intensive investigations’  which unearthed dozens of victims who, out of fear or loss of memory, had for hundreds years remained silent and, because of their adverse experiences at the Vampire’s hands, had developed serious mental illnesses, such as Chronic Confabulatory Munchausen’s Syndrome.





“It turned out that the witch had made a  habit of eating babies – to which has been attributed her longevity.  It’s like what we used to call eating monkey glands  ..Conan Doyle wrote a story about it -  though babies are presumably better than monkeys.  The witch would lure the babies into her hut by allowing them to watch the World Cup on her television set and to play with her model electric train.  She bought the parents’ silence .. or bought the babies.. by giving them free washing machines and mobile phones.  The Countess was arrested in her coffin.. Vampires rest in coffins during the daylight hours.. and put on trial and, in face of the overwhelming evidence, inevitably found guilty.  On arrival at the Alcatrass Reception Centre  ..That’s Alcatrass South of Cuba.. ..she was during the preliminary medical examination found to be dead.





“ ‘One of her victims’ Arsula reports, ..no information about or name of the victim… ‘when told of the vampire’s demise, declared: “Myra Hindley was a fucking bastard.. and the Maltesas came nowhere in the 1605 World Cup and she wouldn’t give me money for the gear the bloke in the ice cream van sold outside the school gate…” …Did they have Schools in this way out island in 1605? … “So I nicked it out of her purse.  ..What else could I do?… Miss Brodie..I spit on her grave! .. Well, piss on it, anyway..or puke… said I wasn’t to get the money by selling the gear on to me mates. Yeah!  Old Mother Hubbard used to beat me with a stick when I nicked her apples… Sorry! I don’t read too good.. what does it say ? …May She Rot in Hell!   .. Well, she would, wouldn’t she, a vampire or witch or whatever   She lived in a big shoe with dozens of kids… The Chief paid her a Dong a Year for each of us as a ‘Foster Mother’… Yeah!  Let her rot!  .. or burn, anyway… They don’t rot, do they?  They stay as they are and come out at night to eat more babies.  Well, if  they don’t rot, then maybe it would have been better if she’d spent a few years being beaten up in Alcatrass.. that is what she deserves.  Said I was an ill-mannered lout who was disrupting the education of the whole class.. Yeah!  Her boy friend would beat me up when I nicked his gear!  He was a right bastard!  I suppose I’ll still get my money though… and she can’t appeal now, can she?’ ”





“That’s rather a long speech for a Gulapago!”, the Princess observed… “Yes… if you have a big family.. a well behaved, morally conscientious family..  you will have your black sheep.. There’s always somebody for whom you have to cover up… We have this Gulapagos  Archipelago.. It doesn’t even appear on our own maps.  We never mention it.  Every now and then we have to lie through our teeth when  President WBJ’s NATO forces land on one of the Gulag islands and pick up some vampire and drag him before one his International Courts.  On the Gulag .. Salome especially.. they have this cult of the Goddess Kaligula… Yes! She eats babies… They all sit around smoking hashish and hallucinating.. and the place is full of vampires!  In the rest of the Maltesas – if you count the Gulagapos as Maltesas – we have, yes, millions of  Dracula bats…but I don’t think we have ever had a vampire  ..not even in the days of  Saint Mandy.. not even in the days of Sven Goran Erikson…  Anything can happen in the Gulag.. You just have to keep away from it.. pretend it doesn’t exist.. and pray it will keep away from you!”





“What Arsula is telling us”. Fatima explained, “is that because of the psychological trauma of being bitten by vampires as babies, the Gulagapos kids all become drug-addicted criminals.. As soon as they are bitten, it starts.  They don’t want to be criminals.  It is an unavoidable consequence of vampirism.  This results in their having double personalities.. the Goodies and the Baddies.  There is no stronger law and order movement anywhere than on the Gulag.  That’s why they burn witches.  But the existence of the criminal self generates pain, ,makes them feel guilty, induces crime.  It is not fair on them, therefore, that on top of all that guilt they should be landed with the additional responsibility of having caused .. by their irrefutable evidence in Court, the death of the guilty vampire.  It is important therefore to make it clear that this vampire died of unavoidable natural causes.. excessive carbon dioxide emissions and global warming.. in the year 1606.”





Dame Agatha now had her plot.  But the players would all know in advance about the mass murderer who has been dead for four hundred years!  Anyway, everyone knew that even in the Maltesas there is a statute of limitation on vampirism.  They don’t know, however, that is always the husband or wife, or if there isn’t a husband or wife, the doctor.  Who else would profit from a murder?  But with every plot there had to be a counterplot.  To con the players along, the guilt of the vampire had to be absolutely proved.  The Countess would be caught in the act and there would be dozens of witnesses.  Hercule Poirot would then prove that the children had the wrong blood group and that therefore the vampire couldn’t be the murderer!  The Countess was merely protecting the children from the real murderer, the wicked pathologist who had appointed himself to hunt the vampire!  The pathologist had to keep up the flow of murders so that President Mussolini wouldn’t dock his research grant.





C Ms. Minerva Miniskirt 15.6.06
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