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Motorway Dreamer is an Electronic Printed Fanzine. The
Electronic version is available at eFanzines.com by the grace
of Bodhisattva Bill Burns. That is also where all the previous
issues live. If you are holding in your hands a printed copy
this is because:

You have Locced

You have contributed  to this or past issues

You are a fellow faned. Salutations from the great beyond of ish future!

You have asked for a copy ( Its up to you now)

Johnny thinks you are a lovely person and should have one anyway (He's fickle,
though)

Roy Kettle insists you should have an opportunity to admire his finely crafted
prose.

EDITORIAL
Brothers and Sisters, my text today comes from BANANA WINGS #28 Page 2 and lo, Mark Plummer
sayeth “BANANA WINGS is a science fiction fanzine....”.

MOTORWAY DREAMER is emphatically not a science fiction fanzine. It is a fanzine which contains
writing by and for science fiction and any other type of interested fans, and wherein any subject
possible in the Universe including science fiction might be written about, but probably wont be.

No matter what Graham “ Cartiledge” Charnock might say, it is not the case that I will print absolutely
anything anyone sends me. After three issues, I feel I ought to state what MOTORWAY DREAMER is
about, though I might have hoped it was obvious. Its about (1) Me and (2) You, the reader. You have
the biggest part to play- you have to both read and contribute. I only get to be the genial host, getting
a soapbox for my own nonsense and introducing the acts you really want to hear, the price of which
privilege is that I do the leg work in actually producing it.

In short, this is what used to be called in my former life, a “ fannish” fanzine. I know that term might
conjure the ghosts of SCOTTISHE or WADEZINE, but then what was  MAYA  or any fanzine by Greg
Pickersgill, if not a fannish zine? MOTORWAY DREAMER  aspires to that tradition. If you are thinking
of writing something ( and I really hope you are) please bear that in mind.

Here endeth the lesson.
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MY

LEGACY
Tony Blair’s visions of the future

and revisions of the past

By

Roy Kettle

Celebrity prime minister, Tony Blair, jet
setting furiously towards his retirement, is
having to think about the rest of his life.  His

first three priorities will, of course, be
“money, money, money” though he hopes to continue telling people what they are doing wrong (i.e.
doing differently from him) and being generally indispensable to God.  

Central to his ambitions will be a four part autobiography (working titles currently with publishers
are “How I Saved the Labour Party”, ”How I Saved Britain”, “How Me and God Won Wars”, and
“Gordon is a Moron”.)  Sorting out his papers has proved time-consuming.  Obviously, he couldn’t
keep everything and, about a year ago, he threw a lot of stuff away.  It happened to find its way into
the pockets of a rubbish operative with a low bribe threshold.

In line with the Government’s long-standing and deeply held environmental policies, the papers
were to have been transferred from the very real dustbin of history outside No 10 to one of Britain’s
traditional and well-loved landfill sites which are always situated so inconveniently far from MPs’
houses.  But, bearing in mind the Government’s equally long-standing and deeply held approach to
transparent policy development and freedom of information, we felt that these documents would be
better shared with the nation.  So, here, untouched by human hand, are some of the documents that
the Prime Minister seems to have felt didn’t quite represent the legacy he intended.  

All proceeds from the sale of this fanzine will go to an account in the same bank that many of our
leading charities use.  
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Characters
(some are more actively involved than others)

A guide for those not utterly attuned to the British political theatre – a salutary
reminder for the rest of us.

Jennifer Aniston Rachel in “Friends”, a popular sitcom.

Paddy Ashdown (Jeremy John Durham Ashdown, Baron Ashdown of Norton-sub-
Hamdon, GCMG, KBE, PC) Leader of Liberal Democrats 1988 – 1999.  His secret
meetings with TB about possible coalition Government in the event of a hung
Parliament were rather blown out of the water by New Labour winning landslide
victory in 1997.

Cherie Blair (alias Cherie Booth). Celebrity Prime Ministerial spouse alias highly
paid human rights lawyer.  Devout Roman Catholic and supposedly more left wing
than husband.  Passion for freebies (including holidays with fairly extreme right
wingers), expensive hair stylists, bonkers new age mud and crystal rituals,
expensive after dinner speaking and accumulating property sometimes using a
convicted Australian conman (I know conman is tautology here but let’s go with it
for now).  

Tony Blair (Anthony Charles Lynton Blair MP, Prime Minister of the United
Kingdom 1997 to date, First Lord of the Treasury, Minister for the Civil Service
and Leader of the Labour Party).   Scottish toff privately educated at Fettes
College.  Non-practising barrister.  Keener to be PM than member of any
particular party but happened to choose Labour and then espoused Third Way
politics.  Believer in teachings of Christ as and when they are useful to him.
Practising protestant but aspiring to Catholicism as more glamorous with a better
chance of last minute forgiveness for wide range of sins.  Famous for “man of the
people” speech patterns who counts right wing press barons and right wing foreign
dictators as closest friends  - fully reciprocated when his help is needed.
Architect of New Labour’s war-warmongering policies (started more wars than
any British PM since WWII) as means of keeping in with his international chums
and assisting British arms companies. (And what’s wrong with helping your
mates?).  Initially extraordinarily popular PM but now slightly less so.  “Second-
rate mind with a first-rate temperament” Lord Jenkins.  Famous quotes include
“Mine is the first generation able to contemplate the possibility that we may live
our entire lives without going to war or sending our children to war” and “Now is
not the time for sound-bites.  I can feel the hand of history on my shoulder.”
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David Blunkett New Labour MP and twice sacked/resigned Minister.  Overcame
significant challenges as blind student during less enlightened times to become
education and employment Secretary (with responsibility for equal opportunities
policies) and hard line Home Secretary.  Was paid £400,000 for his memoirs by
Harry Potter publishers but has sold fewer than 5,000 copies.

Betty Boothroyd (Baroness Boothroyd of Sandwell, OM, PC).  Ex-Labour MP and
first female speaker of House of Commons.  One-time Tiller girl, now paraglides.

Gordon Brown (Gordon Brown MP, Chancellor of the Exchequer 1997 to date).
Best of friends with TB until his unsuccessful rivalry for position of Prime
Minister completely soured their relationship briefly for the first 10 years of the
10 year New Labour Government.  Nevertheless, the two men are next door
neighbours which must call their judgement into question.  Scottish Presbyterian
from Kirkcaldy.  Architect of Labour’s economic success by use of chief economic
tools:  luck, selling public sector to big business and getting someone else to take
decisions on interest rates.  Architect of Labour’s key and reasonably successful
social policies.  Dour micro-manager about whom an ex-girlfriend (Princess
Margarita, the eldest daughter of exiled King Michael of Romania) said:  “It was
politics, politics, politics, and I needed nurturing”.  Has “psychological flaws”
according to Alistair Campbell TB’s ex-spin doctor, but then he would say that
wouldn’t he?

Desmond Browne (Desmond Henry Browne MP Secretary of State for Defence
2006 to date)  Scottish New Labour Minister with a high-profile job, otherwise
obscure.

George Bush (George Walker Bush, President of the US 2001 to date).  Rare
example of ex-alcoholic drug-taking criminal to win this office though becoming a
born-again Christian obviously helped.  Believes in sanctity of life for foetuses but
not the 131 slightly more adult prisoners executed when he was Governor of
Texas nor the thousands of soldiers and civilians killed in Iraq.  Missed out on
opportunity to personally kill people in Vietnam by getting Texas-based duties
while father was Texas Congressman.  Policies include several Taking from the
Poor and Giving to the Rich Acts,  a vastly expensive war to maintain cheap road
and air travel and frightening curbs on freedom aimed at keeping America free.
Uncommonly divisive, inarticulate and unpopular President.  Looks after his friends
– or people he hopes will be his friends.  (And what’s wrong with looking after your
mates?)  Best chum of TBs (when he remembers who he is).  Famous quotes
include: “Oh, no, we're not going to have any casualties [in Iraq]”; on being asked
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what the White House is like, “It is white”; and the choice pairing "The most
important thing is for us to find Osama bin Laden. It is our number one priority
and we will not rest until we find him" with "I don't know where bin Laden is. I
have no idea and really don't care. It's not that important. It's not our priority."

David Cameron (David William Donald Cameron, MP and Leader of Tory party
2005 to date).  English toff privately educated at Eton.  Denies being a
Thatcherite but nevertheless has described himself as “heir to Blair”.  Best other
joke “I’m a modern compassionate conservative”.   Famous for espousing green
policies including riding to Parliament on his bike while an official car travelled
behind him with his papers. Likes to be known as Dave with friends but probably
“Prime Minister” in more intimate moments.

Alastair Campbell (Alastair John Campbell).  TB’s ex-director of communications
and strategy.   Unelected architect of New Labour with great preference for spin
over openness.  Instrumental in creating “dodgy dossier” which helped mislead
MPs and public over existence of weapons of mass destruction in Iraq.  Wrote
“people’s princess” description for TB after death of Diana.  Not actually Scottish
but plays bagpipes.  Briefly wrote for sex-mag Forum as “Riviera Gigolo”.

Carole Caplin  Ex “life coach” to Cherie Blair and ex-partner to convicted
Australian conman.

Jacques Chirac (Jacques René Chirac ex- President of France 2005-2007 and co-
Prince of Andorra).  Famous quote after London beat Paris for 2012 Olympics
“The only thing [the English] have ever done for European agriculture is mad cow.”
Perhaps it works better in French.

Charles Clarke (Charles Rodway Clarke MP) Ex-Home Secretary sacked by TB
because of Department’s blunders in foreign prisoner policies to make way for
John Reid who has developed even better blunders.  Currently one of the failed
front-runners in the Stop Gordon Brown From Becoming PM Although We Can’t
Actually Think of Anyone Better campaign.  Needs good razor for Christmas. 

Ken Clarke (Kenneth Harry Clarke, QC, MP).  Ambitious Tory MP and Minister who
helped bring about Thatcher’s resignation and then failed to succeed her.  Likes
smoking, drinking and jazz.

Edwina Curry (Edwina Currie Jones) Former Tory MP.  See John Major

Alistair Darling (Alistair Maclean Darling MP). Long-serving Scottish New Labour
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Minister with incongrous black eyebrows and grey hair.  Voted Britain’s most
boring politician two years running.  Nuff said.

Clement Freud (Sir Clement Raphael Freud).  Writer, broadcaster and ex-Liberal
MP.  Does TV adverts.

Lord Goldsmith (Peter Henry Goldsmith, Baron Goldsmith, Attorney General).
Gave definitive legal OK to TB for war with Iraq after secretly giving him
somewhat more equivocal advice which was later leaked.  Currently responsible for
deciding if a criminal prosecution might be brought against TB, who appointed him,
or colleagues for allegations of selling honours.  (And what’s wrong with looking
after your mates?)

Michael Heseltine (Michael Ray Dibdin Heseltine, Baron Heseltine, CH, PC).
Ambitious ex- Tory MP and Minister with a significant role in ending Margaret
Thatcher’s premiership but failed to cash in and get the job himself.  Successful
entrepeneur who grows trees for a hobby.

Patricia Hewitt (Patricia Hope Hewitt, Secretary of State for Health 2005 to
date).  Australian New Labour Minister currently struggling to correct previous
Health Ministers’ disastrously cost-ineffective decisions while following their
example.  Ex –general secretary of National Council for Civil Liberties who
supports Government’s approach on restricting civil liberties. 

Dave Hill  Lead guitarist and backing vocalist of Slade.  No sorry, wrong one.
TB’s director of communications after Alastair Campbell.

Saddam Hussein (Saddam Hussein Abd al-Majid al-Tikriti)  Dead ex-President of
Iraq 1979 – 2003 and mass murderer.  One time business partner of Dick Cheney,
Vice President of the USA, he pretended to have weapons of mass destruction to
help justify USA attacking Iraq. (And what’s wrong with looking after your
mates?)  Somewhat misjudged mutuality of this relationship, however, and was
executed after being captured by US troops.  

Derry Irvine (Alexander Andrew Mackay Irvine, Baron Irvine of Lairg, PC, QC).
Scottish head of legal chambers in which TB and Cherie Blair worked and who TB
then appointed Lord Chancellor complete with wig and stockings. (And what’s
wrong with looking after your mates?)  Liked trappings of office.  Redecorated
apartment at £500,000 cost to taxpayer.  Nice wallpaper.

Neil Kinnock (Neil Gordon Kinnock, Baron Kinnockof Bedwellty, PC). Welsh ex-MP
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and leader of Old Labour whose party policies paved the way for New Labour.  Led
triumphalist political rally in 1992 just before narrowing failing to win winnable
election.  Picked by TB to be European Union Transport Commissioner.  (And
what’s wrong with looking after your mates?)

Ken Livingstone (Kenneth Robert Livingstone, Mayor of London 2000 to date)
Outspoken ex-left wing Labour MP.  Known as “Red Ken” and hated by TB but now
wooed by New Labour due to some significant policy successes in London.  Possibly
only MP to perform on Blur album.  Signifies “with-it” credentials by publicising
himself as “Mayor of LondOn”.

John  Major (Sir John Major, KG, CH, PCF ex Prime Minister 1990 – 1997 and ex
Leader of the Tory party).  Typical Labour Party background  - left school at 16
with weedy qualifications, failed to get a job as a bus conductor and worked for a
garden gnome business.  In as perverse a reversal of social background as TB he
became a Tory local councillor.  Had experience of all three major Government
jobs, though for little more than a few weeks each.  Surprisingly took over from
Margaret Thatcher following coup by other leading Tories.  Surprisingly won
subsequent general election (following Labour party snatching defeat from jaws
of victory) and ruled excitingly with occasional majority of 1 after many sex and
sleaze scandals during his unfortunately timed moral crusade, “back to basics”,
which led to resignation or death by erotic asphyxiation of many Tory MPs. His
own amusing sex scandal with pantomime Tory MP Edwina Curry went undiscovered
until she wrote about it.  Unsurprisingly Tony Blair won enormous majority at next
general election.  A "decent and honourable man" said Paddy Ashdown, Leader of
the Liberal Democrats, after his own five month affair with his own secretary.  

Norma Major (Dame Norma Major or Norma, Lady Major) Loyal wife of John
Major despite his sexual escapades and failure to get a job on the buses.  Not
keen on life at 10 Downing Street but wrote book about Prime Minister’s vast
country residence, Chequers, called “Chequers”. 

Peter Mandelson (Peter Benjamin Mandelson).  Twice sacked/resigned New
Labour Minister.  Ex-MP for Hartlepool which also famously elected someone
posing as a monkey to be mayor. Grandson of Herbert Morrison, old time socialist
Labour Minister, who has asserted his own strong working class credentials by
pointing to mushy peas in a chip shop and asking for some of that “guacomole dip”.
Strong ally and ex-spin doctor of TB and key architect of New Labour and
Blairism (or Old Thatcherism as some call it).  Genuinely creepy.  Responsible for
failure of Millenium Dome and non-existent sport “surfball”.Picked by TB to be
highly paid European Union Trade Commissioner.  (And what’s wrong with looking
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following which he was knighted.  Good name for a fictional spy.

Harold Wilson (James Harold Wilson, Baron Wilson of Rievaulx, KG, OBE, FRS).
Dead Old Labour Prime Minister who won more General Elections than any other
Prime Minister last (or this) century.  One of the last socialist Labour PMs.  Liked
smoking a pipe and worrying about wide range of plots against him.  Established
ban on foreign Scientologists from entering the UK (hurrah) until Margaret
Thatcher overturned it (boo).

While at university, Tony Blair sang in a band called Ugly Rumours.  Several pages of what appear
to be lyrics for their songs were found crumpled at the bottom of the bin.  Some of them seem
almost familiar, but what do I know?  Here are a couple in young Blair’s own handwriting.

Regeneration

Porters try to put us d-down (Talking about regeneration)
I find that I can’t get around (Talking about regeneration)

Trains can leak they’re all so old (Talking about regeneration)
I hope I dry before I catch c-c-cold (Talking about regeneration) 

This is regeneration 
This is regeneration (maybe)

Why don’t unions f-fade away (Talking about regeneration)
And don’t go slow cause it won’t p-p-pay (Talking about regeneration)

I’m not trying to close my railway s-s-station (Talking about regeneration)
I’m just talking about reg-g-generation (Talking about regeneration)

This is regeneration 
This is regeneration (maybe)

Fee charging man 

Ev'rywhere I want the sound of people charging fees, boy 
'Cause future’s near and almost right for charging for your streets, boy 

Well then what can a Fettes boy do 
Except to sing for a rock 'n' roll band 

'Cause in sleepy England town 
There's just no place for a fee charging man 

Yet!
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Several letters date from the time when Tony Blair was elected on 1 May 1997.  Here are two of
them from people who younger readers might not recognise other than as puppets in Spitting Image
repeats.

10 Downing Street
London, 
SW1A 2AA

From: Rt Hon. John Major Esq MP
Dunguvnin
Huntingdon

2nd May 1997

Dear Mr Blair Esq

I fully appreciate that this is very much a busy time for you, what with picking new curtains and
making up new ways of taxing ordinary people to pay for unworkable policies, but there is a very
important issue that I must raise with you and your lady wife.  I hope that the emphasis I have
placed on the word “very” has demonstrated the seriousness of this matter and that it will receive
your full attention.

Norma and I have been not inconsiderably inconvenienced during the last few days by the loss of a
button from my favourite shirt.  It is the shirt I had intended to wear at Lords cricket ground now
that I have arranged matters so that I can spend more time with my cricket team.  Norma, who is
responsible for the upkeep of my clothing, says that it is likely to be very difficult to get an exact
match and I entirely trust her judgement on this.  Having had a privileged upbringing, you might
well not appreciate the hardship that the purchase of a new shirt can bring but I can assure you that,
as a grammar school boy from Briton with very little in the way of formal qualifications, I have
experienced the distress that such catastrophes as a broken shoelace or a custard spot on the blazer
can bring.  

We would be extremely grateful if you and Cherie could spare the time to look for this button which
I feel certain is somewhere within our old home.  It is white, about 3/8ths of an inch across, with
four holes symmetrically positioned in pairs around its centre to facilitate a balanced pattern of
thread.  I strongly suspect it was dislodged in the second largest bedroom but it could have
happened in any room apart, that is, from the small lavatory on the ground floor which Norma
insisted I never use again because of a misadventure therein of an unmentionable kind involving
quite another person.

Yours in anticipation

Rt Hon. John Major Esq MP

PS  Norma has asked me not to tell you that I have entered into a series of speaking engagements at
£20,000.00 per event which, during the course of this month alone, will produce an income slightly
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to abolish selection in education and give every child the same
great chance, then you’ll send your kids to the local Islington
school that’s only failing until our policies bite.

This should apply to junior Ministers too and, should you ever
make me one, I’ll do my bit of course.

What an example we’ll set.  Things can only get better

Unreadable signature.  
June 1997.  

[Handwritten note]:  Steve, get someone at Vodafone to stick a mobile mast in this guy’s back
garden, one of those that gives people incurable headaches. TB

Tips for Tony

Hi guys.  You know I want to start off with an open door policy – well, an open suggestion box at least! And
I’m keen that even back bencher's should have the chance to contribute to my plan for making Britain Great
again under New Labour.  I honestly want to hear what you say and see if any of it might possibly make
sense.  So fill in this form, put it in an envelope marked “Tony, make my day” and leave it with the
policeman outside the gates in Downing Street.  

Your idea is important to me.

Your Leader and Prime Minister.

____________________________________________________________________

Tony, my suggestion is:

I’ve been sending these notes for nine years and you haven’t acted
on any of them.  In fact, I get the impression that you read them
then decide on the opposite policy.  I’d have been better off
sending you the Tory Manifesto.  It’s been very depressing, quite
apart from all those accidents in my personal life.

I was doing a few calculations of some of what you owe the British
people:

Iraq war -  £6.2 billion
Unnecessary extra costs from the Public Finance Initiative - £753
million
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Unnecessary health and education bureaucracy - £532 million
Overpayment to doctors due to poorly negotiated contract - £300
million
Your salary - £1.378 million over 9 years
Unnecessary consultants -  £4.2 billion
Items gone missing from No 10 since 1997 -  £93,000
Millennium Dome - £603 million
Unnecessary visits to other countries - £1.17 million
Wasted life chances under a so-called Labour Government - £1.1
billion (I guessed at this one – so sue me)
Effects of increased terrorism and loss of freedoms due to war -
£2 billion (rounded)
Sales of public assets at marked-down prices - £883 million
Lost occupational pensions - £3.870 billion

At this point I began to lose the will to calculate.

So, if you include the cost of those offensively skimpy holiday
briefs which presumably came out of your Government clothes
allowance, that’s £19,120,641,017.93  

Anyway, unless I get a quick response I’m sending this note to the
Audit Commission in case they know a way of getting the money back
from you.  Maybe you could take out an even bigger mortgage.  Or
maybe you can dedicate the doubtless obscene profits from your
retirement lectures and autobiography and directorships to a trust
fund for kids stuck in what your attack dog used to call “bog-
standard comprehensives” which are still run down even after 9
years of hard Labour.  

Unreadable signature.  June 2006. 

[Handwritten note]:  Sarah, this guy sounds like a suicide bomber to me.  Have a quick word with
the Met will you? Accidents can happen, if you know what I mean. TB
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Which Blair Project?  You might well ask because there appear to be several which have escaped
the public eye.  Here are a few which seem not to have been acted upon.  Perhaps Alastair
Campbell had a worthwhile function after all.

PERSONAL

From the Prime Minister

Dated: Sept 1998

To:  Alastair Campbell

Hi Big Al 

Presentation – New Labour, New Vibes 

Well, I think I’m getting used to this memo machine.  It’s really good of you to buy it for me, so that I put my
personal ideas down as I think of them, and get them transcribed.  I’m fed up with Gordon coming up with all
the good ideas even though I sometimes get credit for them (which as Prime Minister I bloody well should).  I
really appreciate being able to rely on you to send my ideas out to be acted on without the bother of all those
really boring civil service committees.  I haven’t heard anything further on any of my suggestions yet but, hey,
I know these things can take time.  I don’t suppose we’ll even have more grammar schools until next year.
Anyway, now it’s your turn.

I can’t tell you enough how impressed I’ve been with your control of the news agenda for the New Labour
Project.  Look (and laugh) at the sex and sleaze-riddled Major years and what the press did to him, then look
at the editors and owners we’ve got.  We’ve got the newspapers absolutely in our pockets.  Tell the Guardian
we’ve got a left wing agenda and they believe it.  Tell the Telegraph we’re not going to raise taxes and they
believe it.  Tell the Daily Express anything and Dicky will be too busy with his porno to argue.  And Rupe will
print anything as long as I promise to rein in the BBC.  What can possibly go wrong?

But I am concerned about some of these new MPs.  I know they worship the water I walk on but, you know,
who the fuck are they?  I have no idea.  I see a grinning buffoon nod at me in the corridors and it could be
some demented Tory even more bonkers than when Maggie was in power or one of Betty Boothroyd’s lackeys
in civvies (incidentally, Cherie wants to know where they buy their hose and doublets for a party Derry is
giving) or one of our own creepy new bugs.  Peter says we didn’t expect most of them to get elected so we
hadn’t done the usual checks and threats.  They could be any sort of perverted three in a bed, four in a
cottage, five run away together sex freaks. 

What worries me, Al, is that they will have too much time on their hands because we have such a big
majority.  And you’ll be well aware from your time as a porno writer what idle hands can get up to,
particularly with a big majority.  (Let no-one say I can’t write my own jokes.)  Anyway, what I was thinking
was using the pagers that you’ve made them all buy.  Between the “vote this way you twit” and “subscribe to
Sky” messages we could include some subliminal stuff – quick flashes that would dampen their sex drives.
“We’ll send Peter round to chop your willy off if you wag it around too much” or “He’s fat, he’s stupid and he
wants to get into your knickers and he could even be a Tory”.  

But -  and I’ll just wave from the carriage with this one to see how much you cheer - we might simply
upgrade the pagers to make the vibrations a bit stronger.  MPs who keep the pagers in their pockets would
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get a nice thrill which would probably satisfy them for a few hours and take their minds off those horsey Tory
women who all seem to want to lie back and think of Rutland.  Not sure about how to handle any horny Blair’s
babes because they seem to keep their pagers in their bags.  Maybe we could take their minds off things with
a new frock allowance or something.  You can work on that one.

Best etc.

Tone

PS  If you still have any back issues of Forum lying around, Cherie’s asked if we could borrow them. 

VERY PERSONAL

10 Downing St

March 2004

To: The Secretary of State for Health, the Right Honourable John Reid MP

Dear John 

Modernising the Health Service – Hip Operations

I am addressing this memo to you in traditional style because I know you don’t appreciate the informal
approach that has made Labour so New and fashionably electable.  Being born in the 1940s must make it very
difficult of course, as must having a background as a communist, working for Kinnock and looking like
someone in urgent need of an Asbo, though I think we can largely blame your appearance on the 100 a day
habit. (I hope you’re managing to stick to the patches from Boots, incidentally, given the chances of getting
NHS treatment if you don’t.)  I certainly wouldn’t want to be the first to tell you these sort of unpalatable
things which is why you had an email earlier from Dave Hill giving you the gist of them.  My particular point,
of course, is that your invaluable experience of living in the past is beginning to reflect in your policies.  

What I want is for the Health Service to modernise.  By this I mean not just copy American private health
policy and pay big business to take over our hospitals, but to carry it through to what really matters to the
public – presentation.  

I’m always listening to what people tell me. (My “Get On Down with Tone” radio phone-ins were a massive
success even though the title was accidentally shortened by the BBC.)  And what people tell me is that they
want more hip operations.

So I want hot jazz played as soon as a surgeon walks into an operating theatre perhaps with a dynamic
syncopating rhythm from the heart-lung machine instead of that boring ping ping ping, cool paintings on the
walls to create a relaxing yet stimulating ambience, laid back surgical tables, and perhaps new uniforms,
maybe zoot-suits or the sort of thing George Melly wears (although better fitting and without the eye patch)  -
all according to the Paying Foreigners for It scheme that the press somehow seems to blame the Chancellor
for of course.   
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Yours aye

Tony

PS I would have spoken to you about this on the phone but to be honest I sometimes have difficulty with your
accent.  Cherie says that Carole has some bio-organic thistle and briar palate-regenerating crystal mouth
scrub that apparently works wonders on scousers’ accents and could also be of some help to you.  Only
£57.31 (inc VAT) an application. I think you might be entitled to a 5% NHS alternative medicine discount for
the aged.  

PERSONAL

From the personal desktop of the Prime Minister

October 2005

To:  David Blunkett
The Secretary of State for Work and Pensions

Blunkers old mate

Equality – don’t judge people by the colour of their bespoke blinds 

Just something I was kicking around like I do.  We need to get ”with it” in the way we present our equality
policies.  “Get down with my homos” is, I think, the “street” phrase.   It might also prevent arguments about
who wears the trousers at No 10 if Cherie and I are equal enough not to care.   

Look at that bastard Red Ken.  Mayor of London. That’s “way cool” presentation and I hate him for thinking of
it.  I was wondering about something like “Prime Minister” or “10 Downing Street” – “in” being much more
“in” than “on” if you catch my drift.  Then it hit me.  If someone comes “out of the closet” then they must be
“in” somewhere else.  Black is the new “in”, I gather.  People of all faiths are “in” education - thanks to
yours truly.  And so on.  So the equality agenda is well and truly “in”.  

I can’t for the life of me understand the difference between equality of choice, equality of opportunity, equality
of service, equality of quality, equality of mercy… (No need to write me a memo about it incidentally – I’ll
pick it up somehow.)   But that’s not the point. The point is that someone has to stand up for people in
wheelchairs and that someone is us.  We have to say “You might be an old disabled black lesbian, but you
have as much right to be a young able-bodied white man as anyone else”.   We have to “walk the walk” and
modernise equality and the causes of equality.  So basically, I want you to be in charge of our InEquality
agenda.  We want InEquality and we want it now, shall be our slogan.  And you’re obviously the right man for
the job for reasons that I’m sure you can see.

Let everyone know that we don’t care who votes for us – however limbless, conservative or uneducated (well,
as long as they can get into a polling station and put a cross in the right box).   There is nothing wrong with
being abnormal.  We might even have an advert with Jennifer Aniston saying “No more Rachel
discrimination”.   She’s so “fab”.  Anyway, just a thought.
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Let it be.

Tony

Prime Minister and First Lord of the Treasury (ha ha Gordo).  First above equals!

EXCEPTIONALLY SECRET

From the Prime Ministerial bunker

July 2005

To:  Desmond Browne
The Secretary of State for Defence

Dear Des 

Stop the war – I want to get on

My motives in attacking Iraq continue to be questioned and are preventing me from building a decent legacy.
People are saying I did it because George Bush (yes, the President of the United States of America) made me
or that I did it to keep the precious supplies of oil flowing that contribute so much to our environmental and
public transport policies or that I did it because God (yes, Him, just one down from George) told me to.
Actually, none of these are true, well they’re all true to some extent, some to a great extent in fact, some
totally so now that you’re pressing me, OK all of them are, all right?  I hope you’re satisfied!   Anyway, for
some reason  no-one seems to believe any of this. 

So it’s about time we developed a new reason that will convince people that my motives were pure and above
reproach and is consistent with the rest of my life and will go down well with the Daily Mail and The Sun.
Try pushing this one up your nose and see if anyone calls a doctor.

Who have I sacked?  Peter, who had a moustache though he’s sensibly shaved it off now because it made him
look gay.  David, who has a moustache and a beard though he hasn’t shaved them off for obvious reasons.
Charles, who has such a significant and unsightly stubble that it was either getting rid of him or calling in a
crop rotation expert. Can you see a pattern beginning to emerge?

And who did I marry?  Yes, Cherie, someone without a moustache or beard. And who is Health Secretary?
Patricia Hewitt – surprisingly whiskerless for an Australian woman.  And who did I appoint as Defence
Secretary?  Yes, you, someone clean-shaven on every chin.  

Now, let’s look at world villains.  Joseph Stalin – huge moustache.  Adolph Hitler – silly, small, but
nevertheless evil moustache.  Fu Manchu – really weird and laughable moustache but one responsible for
many millions of deaths.   Karl Marx – communist leader and mass murderer with a beard so huge and
wicked it needed a separate grave.  
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So, who is the most loathsome person in the world today?  Saddam Hussein.  And who has a huge
moustache?  Saddam Hussein.  And, indeed, who had to hide in a hole because his beard had grown so
unsightly and malevolent?  Saddam Hussein, though I appreciate that he didn’t have the beard when the war
started.  Or did he?  

Now that I’ve developed the bare bones of the new case for war, can you put some flesh on it and make it
retrospective please?  It has to be something everyone will be able to understand – even foul bearded
Guardian readers.

Peace and love etc.

Tony

PS Is Desmond really your name?  Always nice to know that someone’s parents had a sense of humour.  But
Desmond though…

PERSONAL

10 Downing St

November 2005

To: Alistair Darling
Secretary of State for Trade and Industry

The choice agenda – pushing the envelope

Just a quick note.

Cherie told me to get a cheap phone company for when we move out.  Well, after Leo had “booted up” the
computer and “logged” me onto the internit, I found out there are masses of phone companies not just good
old BT.  I don’t quite know when that happened but it’s giving people choice isn’t it?  Most of the companies
sound a bit dodgy to me though as they seem to be named after Terry in Minder.  And there’s a company that
only covers Kingston on Hull  - obviously set up to deal with the language problems up there that we’re all too
familiar with!  Anyhow, that’s not really why I’m writing to you (though you might want to consider giving
them slightly more modern names like Ring-U-Like or Telephones-R-Us).  

It occurred to me that people haven’t really got the same choice for the post.  One red pillar box every few
streets.  The same asthmatic old man on the same rusty bike coming round at the same time every day.  And
square stamps – enough said!

Well, how about this.  (Just give it chance to get to the top of the flagpole before saluting.)  Any company can
have its own pillar box in its own colour and shape wherever it wants.  Maybe 10 or 15 in a road – nice
“street furniture”, maybe a Turner prize (no, just joking on that one).  Or even one or two in people’s front
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