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Let me introduce to you a small country with a problem.


The country is Mongollen, little heard of and unknown to most, save for the neighbouring country of Inner Mongolia, an autonomous region of China, whose influence is overriding.


In contrast to its neighbours Mongollen enjoys a mildish, temperate climate, brought about by the generous sized hills which shelter it from the more extremes in weather in those parts and as such is fortunate indeed. For example, in the Inner Mongolian capital of Hohhot, a matter of 50 miles north of the Mongollen border, summer can be warm but short (say 2 or 3 months from July, when temperatures tend to be 16 to 27 centigrade, although peaks of 30 are not unknown). This is considerably improved on in Mongollen, first in the much longer summer season, and in the less rigorous winter months when Hohhot can average -12 through November to January, and -1 to +9 by April. These values are significantly bettered in Mongollen and the skies are likely to be sunny with high pressure dominating. Rainfall is generally moderate – up to 15 inches annually.


Mongollen is an Oligarchy, governed by the family O’Gollens of Irish extraction. Patrick O’Gollen 1st was the self-anointed King back in the early 1800’s, Cogollen is the capital, Gollenese the people. How the Irish came here in the mists of time is a mystery which cannot be ascribed to the Potato Famine in Ireland from 1844 on which led to mass emigration westwards, but not eastwards so far as is known. In any event it seems likely that the Irish incursion pre dates that as history in the region records pre blight potatoes being grown, presumably introduced by the Irish who brought with them a staple in their accustomed diet, and a feed for livestock.


It is interesting to speculate as to the manner of their welcome by the Inner Mongolians and, more importantly, the Chinese.


There is a similarity here to the settling in 1865 by the Welsh emigrants to Patagonia in southern Argentina. This was brought about with the full agreement of the Argentine Government who allowed the settlement of the Chubut valley by the Welsh, driven to this by the desire not to be subsumed by the English culture which threatened their way of life. This has been successfully achieved in Y Wladfa, the Welsh colony. Today we see a population of 120000 in the largest town of Trelew, and probably ½ million overall. A small proportion are of purely Welsh origin, but at least ½ have Welsh blood in their veins, and there is a strong sense of Welsh roots throughout. Patagonian Welsh is the dialect spoken by a substantial part of the population.


The Irish story echoes the Welsh but in fact preceded it, so it can be taken to have encouraged the Welsh settlement in South America. In the same way the Mongollen enterprise can surely be ascribed to the example of the Quakers on the Mayflower in their heroic adventure in 1620 to colonise the Eastern seaboard of the New World. What, one wonders, does this say about the English who precipitated 3 evacuations prompted for cultural reasons?


It seems that the Irish felt much the same as the Welsh in that their identity could be stripped over time by the English influences, and as an alternative to the more drastic measures to come with the Troubles (which have gone on to the recent past) possibly the O’Gollens and their kith and kin felt it worthwhile to make overtures to the Chinese with a view to establishing an Irish conclave south of Inner Mongolia. There is no evidence of a formal agreement by the Chinese to this now de facto situation, but nor has there been any indication of objection, and relations, although not close are friendly.


Of course it must be said that the O’Gollen’s incursion was a long time before Mao Tse Tung’s era and the rather surprising mixture now of Capitalism and Communism which seems successful. In the early 1800’s China was a tangled web of disparate regions and it is likely that at that time the arrival of an Irish dimension was barely noticed.


And so the O’Gollens have been accepted, and more surprisingly, the oligarchy became a Kingdom. I think that tacit acceptance by the Chinese is due to their sense of humour which takes a perverse pleasure in seeing the absolute contradiction between the largest Communist State and the smallest Kingdom on the planet living in harmony side by side. I think they also take pleasure in cocking a snook at the English who have caused them difficulties over the years, as with the Welsh and the Irish.


As with most Irish families the O’Gollens are a large brood; indeed a goodly number of the population of Mongollen are named O’Gollen and speak a dialect of Mongolese/Gaelic largely unintelligible to their neighbours, particularly when spiked with a plethora of Begorrahs which is the Irish way of stressing the importance of their point.


This does cause some difficulties in communication with Inner Mongolia and China, but as King Patrick suggested, it may be too taxing for the Gollenese to learn Mandarin, and as interaction with immediate neighbours was relatively infrequent was not considered a great trial.


Currently we now see a King Patrick 3rd aged about 50 with a considerable following of Princes and Princesses. His number one son is named Seamus and so we see the mould being broken, at least in so far as the Monarch’s name is concerned, but it is a good Irish name and is welcomed as such.


I won’t go into the immediate family of O’Gollen by name; suffice it to say that the family is so extended that the Oligarchy is assured for the foreseeable future. Much though depends on their ability to find a solution to the PROBLEM.


I said at the outset that this was a small country, but it has grown since inception. To the extent that at the last census numbers came out around 500000 or so souls, half of whom lived in the capital Cogollen and its surrounds, the rest in scattered villages and small towns.


At the heart of the country lies Lake Titigollen, beautifully situated in the valley below the protective hills. Round about is good agricultural land providing grazing for sheep and cattle, and arable land whose main crops are wheat, potatoes (an Irish speciality of course) vegetables and most importantly for Mongollen, the oats and barley destined to provide the life enhancing brown porter devised by the Irish in the distant past. This is spiked up to a large degree with an Inner Mongolian concoction which is known as mare’s milk wine or airag which defies most taste buds and the overall result can lead to the mother and father of a hangover. This, despite the fact that airag is not fiercely alcoholic by itself, but when injected into the black stuff, results in a formidable mixture. Fortuitously the likely outcome seems to escape most Gollenese whose ancestry has long been famous for the ability to make light of strong liquor, a trait echoed in the fabled Irish capacity in this area.


To a large extent the country is self-sufficient and agricultural produce forms 90% of GDP. The rest comes from various articles of native art, producing pottery etc. (much of which takes the form of ceramic Lephrechauns doing what Lephrechauns do). It is surprising that some of the export items from Mongollen can command good prices in the more sophisticated countries in the West, and this can only be explained by the fact that few collectors have ever heard of Mongollen, and so, to possess an item marked “a present from Mongollen” initiates unbounded interest in those lucky enough to have secured it.


This, incidentally, will have been difficult to bring about because the ins and outs of Import/Export finance is a closed book to the Gollenese and is largely accomplished by a system of barter and haggling. In this the Gollenese are a superior force to most. Indeed it is true that the Moroccon Souk traders have expressed their admiration for their haggling expertise, which came to their notice when one of their number took a wrong flight, intending to go from Marrakesh to Delhi (to visit family members) and ended up in Hohhot at the time of a Trade Fair where Mongollen had an exhibition of its native art. This did not impress the visitor so much as the ability to close out a sale in the most advantageous manner for the Mongollen sales team, whether by barter or hard cash, simply by refusing to meet anyone half or even 9/10th way. It was subsequently agreed that a delegation from Marrakesh should visit Mongollen to sharpen their technique.


My experience of shopping in Marrakesh Souks is a nightmare which should not be heightened further but the wish of the Moroccons to learn more underlines the expertise the Gollenese possess in this system of trading.


All is well in Mongollen then?


No, I am afraid not.


Lake Titigollen is the trouble. Over many years the waters in this tranquil spot have been polluted to a high degree by effluent emanating from livestock and from mankind. It is fair to say that over many decades Lake Titigollen has been an en-suite toilet with absolutely no system of flushing.


It reached the stage whereby the lake was at its highest level, and it would be a very short time before its dangerous toxic waters washed over the verdant plains surrounding. The result was highly predictable, leading, as it surely would, to the ruination of the arable land over a large part of the plains so beneficial to the well-being of the country. This has provided the main subject of debate throughout the Government comprised in the main by the O’Gollen family, although in fairness there has been of late some move on the part of the Royals to introduce a more representative body. To this end King Patrick has appointed a few of the common herd to the Government benches. There is of course no Opposition Bench. Needless to say the appointees have been well vetted by the MON GSS and MON GPF (Secret Service and Police Force)


The pollution reached the point a long time ago when fresh water fish ceased to be part of the diet of the Gollenese and this has resulted in a serious diminution in the little grey cells of even the cleverest Mongollen citizens. In all honesty this was a small bunch anyway. Mental capacity was never much prized, preference being in the high regard held for manly (and womanly) physique, and of abilities in the Irish tradition of pugilism and child conception.


Solutions to the problem were not coming forward readily, and so King Patrick 3rd felt he must bring to bear his God given right to take the lead.


As to this his first thought was a recollection of sending his No 1 son Prince Seamus to the Inner Mongolian University in Hohhot on a much vaunted educational trip with nothing really in mind as an outcome. Up to date such an outcome had been fully realised. Nevertheless the intent to broaden the mind of the Prince was much admired. With this recollection The King decided that he would place the solution to the problem in the hands of Prince Seamus, then a stripling of 20 or so years.


During his curtailed stay at the seat of learning it should be said that the Prince did further his education in a number of ways, attending most of the convivial meetings in the Uni bar where he met a great number of extremely attractive female students who were little interested in his brain but overwhelmed by his Mongollen machoism which sprung from his Irish descent. This had the evident traces of an Errol Flynn (do I hear those of my younger readers muttering Errol who?) Surely with a name like that must be of the clan.


However the very evident tendency to skip serious lectures led to the realisation by the Tutors that they were banging their heads against a brick wall. This was hurting and so the curtailment mentioned was brought about by University authorities.


However Prince Seamus had, since his outside education, adopted a pensive visage as he moved amongst the people, eschewing the usual physical nature of his instincts, and impressing with his cerebral view of the world at large, and his ordained space within it. As behoves an educated man.


But now his father had put him in a spot which called for rather more than a pensive visage, and the Prince admitted to himself that he was at a loss to know how to proceed.


One particular mathematical poser was etched (ever so slightly) in his memory of his sojourn at the seat of learning. This concerned the schoolboy teaser relating to filling a bathtub with two taps turned fully on, and with the bathtub plug out, and the time which it would take to accomplish this.


The actual problem is posed thus:


If it takes 15 minutes to fill a bathtub with water, plug in and two taps full on, and it takes 20 minutes for the bathtub to empty (taps off and plug out) how long will it take to fill with two taps full on and the plug out.


We all know that 1 hour is the accepted answer, assuming fill and empty rates are constant, viz:


Fill rate 1/15 per minute


Empty rate 1/20 per minute


Net rate 1/15 - 1/20 = 1/60per minute – a difficult concept to grasp most will agree.
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