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4 Money troubles

The Leader was worried again. The flurry of sympathy and consequently the additional
funding that had flowed in as a result of Mr Mandius’ unfortunate demise and the collapse of
the e-ligion project had dried up. The financial position was looking poor.

He did not have any idea what to do next and as usual knew he would have to leave it to
others. Leading from behind was always a good policy, he thought, since then you don't
need to worry about whether anyone is following you or whether they have turned tail and
fled while your back is turned. No, staying in the base camp giving vague instructions is
always the best thing. That way when it succeeds you can claim the credit and if it goes
wrong you can blame others for misunderstanding what you wanted. After all, that's how
Stalin got success.

That and not taking no for an answer. That and being totally unpredictable and endlessly
ruthless.

Without Mandius he felt a bit lost. Arbuthnot was all right in his way but despite obvious
intelligence he refused to become obsessive.

He sighed.

The door opened and Mandius sidled in. Or was it merely Arbuthnot putting on a brave
face and a serious demeanour to play the part? Either way he didn't care. It was a welcome
sight — the man who would come in and solve his problem.

“Are you still alive?”

“Let us just say that news of my death was much exaggerated.”

The Leader was still unsure. Since he had seen Mandius' charred remains he was loath
to believe that he was still alive. On the other hand, he had never seen Arbuthnot wear quite
such a sharp uncrumpled suit. A man can change his appearance in many ways but the way
a man wears a suit is instinctive and highly personal, and it is impossible to forge that any
more than you can change your fingerprints.

He decided to live with the uncertainty. Negative capability had always been one of his
great strengths.

“OK. So now you're here, what shall we do? The government say they have given us a
5% increase in funding. Boast about it in the papers. But. in fact with inflation at 3% and a
10% increase in the target for student numbers for next year to get even the basic funding,
we are in effect substantially worse off — and as you know, last year was bad enough.”

His visitor spoke. (If it was Mandius he must have been brought back by the power of the
imagination, the mysteries of fictional gullibility -- but more likely it was Arbuthnot.) “So, what
have you done so far?”

“Well, | phoned the Funders -- spoke to Callum Caeruleum - you remember him — looks
about 15 — slight amount of bum-fluff down on his cheeks, but basically beardless (and
chinless) — recent graduate from one of Scotland's older universities -- degree in some fine
liberal arts. He's now been promoted to be Under-Vice-Depute Assistant to the Senior-
Depute-Chief Policy Adviser to the Second-Depute Regional Strategy Officer (North-East
Region).”

“Good Lord. Meteoric rise.”

“Yes. Still clueless though.”

“Who did he replace?”

“Mo-one. It's a new post — part of a new tier of posts designed to take the pressure off the
Vice-Depute-Assistants who apparently are run ragged with the sheer complexity of their
duties.”






