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Famous Cromer Landmark Vandalised: Korean Lawyer Cashes In 





This circular establishes preliminaries to further discussion of Ms. Gloria Goldenlay’s recent Domestic Market – the dire difficulties facing Royaumes Unies Pension Funds, that the predators, having ransacked Toriland have been turning their attentions to the Northern Danelaw and that the RU is now entirely covered with buildings and hard surfaces.                                                                                           


                                                                                                                                                                          





The Viking usurer Northern Rock is named after one of our smaller islets – on the surrounding Rogger Bank of which the pirate Sven Goran Erikson experienced a shipwreck.  Mr. Rock’s business, the Don Duke Gnome Junior assures us, depends on Mr. Rock borrowing money at what is, compared with the duration of mortgages, inevitably very much short term.  The pundits now refuse to cough up unless Mr. Rock makes them a present of his corporation.





All we know about this is that the nice Dr. Ridley, Mr Rock’s Senechal, wrote to us that he was going to pay us next year a very generous dividend but not as much as he had promised, though more than we were expecting.  We did think that Mr. Rock had by the pundits been talked into being overambitious.  Next thing the pundits responded to this prudent ‘profit warning’ by putting up the interest rates.  So Mr. Rock sought a cheap loan from the bank of Pommiland.  But the Don found out and alerted Mr. Aleistair Crowlink, the friend of pundits and hammer of punters.  Mr. Crowlink intervened and ordered the Milor Cromer, El Presidente of the Banco di Pommiland, to withhold payment unless Mr. Rock sacked his hard headed prudent Viking directors and replaced them with the sell-out brigade (known in the trade as the Turner-Round Pundits.. in honour of our famed Tum Tum).





If Mr. Rock had told us more then we might know more than that.  But we still have not received Mr. Rock’s supposedly published recent figures and accounts.  Accordingly Ms. Goldenlay, at the forthcoming EGM, is going to vote against the ‘reappointment’ of Mr. Crowlink’s Directors and for the naughty Hedge Funds’ proposals curtailing the Directors’ facilities to plunder the company without seeking approval at any further general meeting.





Ms Minerva Miniskirt, these days, is so behind in her duties that she cannot get anything right.   Press circulars already prepared pile up unpromulgated while she tries to work out what has already been sent… and, of course, the Ministry of Information does not concern itself  solely with press circulars .. though it has some unavoidable duties in this direction, even if unavoidable duties remain unperformed.   On this occasion Ms Miniskirt was asked to supply a routine report on Ms. Gloria Goldenlay’s monthly Domestic Market, a reception for foreign industrial pundits held at the Palais d’Orleans, and was asked indeed, to concentrate on just one item, the alleged delinquencies of the Northern Pommie Sirdar Corporation, famed for woolly junmpers but famed for woolly jumpers no more.  Then she was asked to append the report on the unsuccessful bid by Philestine Freedom Figher Mr. Abu Nissan to purchase Mr. Solomon Gideon-Samson’s Nye Nye Hypermarkets – pommie financier Milor Nathan Rotschild proving unexpectedly reluctant to cough up with the money.  She was specificially told to keep off the Northern Rock Corporation other than to add some comments not in other circulars, published and unpublished, that were expected to fit in with the tale of the  hypermarkets.                                                                                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                                                


Then Ms. Lila po Lune arrived.   Ms, Lila po Lune is the most popular and populist personality in the Maltesas, favourite niece of  Uncle Boris Nikodemoulos, friend of  Ms. Gloria Goldenlay, our finance minister…. Ms. Miniskirt would not wish to argue with Ms. po Lune even if inclined to do so.   Well..   She does argue, of course.   We all argue in the Federation.   Lila insisted that there was some topical urgency regarding the unfortunate but brief detention of  pommie journalist and scientist,  the Don Marmaduke Gnome Junior, at Alcatraz  Bay.   This sort of thing does keep on happening… There was the unfortunate incident some years ago involving the Princess Camilla.   The Pommies might expect some explanation.   The Lila went on, as she always does, about Global Worming and the honkie Presidents using their banks to buy the votes of the irresponsible at the expense of the responsible and all that and insisted on writing a selection of introductory comments.    It all piled up ..and additional space is needed because of pommie reception machines eliminating line-spaces.                                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                                          


So the original press circular devoted to the Sirdar Corporation dramatically expanded ..and went on expanding.  The previously published Press Circular 07C13SHS.GLY was long enough.. but there is an even longer version 07C13SJS.GLY, which has now been revised, on Gloria’s  website.  That dealt with the arrest of  Don Duke Gnome Jnr., his sympathy for taxpayers and the reported end of the Capitalist System.   The record of events and  conversations in the longer version is more in accord with the original shorthand notes and tape recordings forwarded by Ms. Lila and Ms. Fatima and others.  Not everything in the short version reappears in the long.  The present circular introduces the report on the Domestic Market but still does not get round to Sirdar.   It establishes – as will be relevent to the Sirdar affair – that pommiland is entirely covered with buildings and hard surfaces.                                                                                                                                                      


                                                                                                                                                                                                 


We still keep on getting these missives from the pommie Northern Rock Corporation.   On Christmas Eve, as you call it, no less than three arrived at the Press Office.  One informed Ms. Goldenlay that she will get 0.5% interest reward if she keeps her money in the Northern Rock.  We are not aware that we have any.. but Gloria informs me that 0.5% is per se three times as much as Vendredi receives for some RU Halifax Account.  Also, it turns out, ‘recent industry-wide reforms’ ordain that cheques are now regarded as cleared after two days following receipt.                                                                     


                                                                                                                                                                                              


Pommie-watchers may recall photographs of  long queues of  Punters… presumably all journalists from their Evening Standard and their BBC …with a few thousand Polish gentlemen who just happened to be in the vicinity and wanted to join in the fun… outside the Northern Rock branch in Golders Green in San Maggiburg… supposedly intent on withdrawing their cash.   In the RU, wherever there is a queue, passers-by inevitably join it.   Even, it appears, in Golders Green.  We now suspect that these journalists were actually depositing cheques, intent on withdrawing the supposed funds two days later.  Maybe that is how Mr. Rock ran out of  cash flow….                     


                                                                                                                                                                                                


However there was also a notification of an ‘Extraordinary General Meeting’.  I showed this to Gloria.  At first she said she had considerable sympathy for this Dr. Ridley, their Chairman.  He had been a fool… had allowed himself to be drawn along by the Toriland Pundits ..with the absurdly overambitious LTIP stipulations, with the consequent excessive expansion and ‘profits’ and lemming-like pursuit of the ‘market share’.  But it was against his better judgement… He did not have sufficient self-confidence or Karadzicesque mule-like stupidity.  He had learnt his lesson and could now be trusted to trust himself and to ignore the pundits.   Gloria did not want to undermine Ridley’s plans but did not know whether that meant voting for or against the proposals.                                                                                                                                                                       


                                                                                                                                                                                               


But then Gloria noticed: “The Directors recommend you to vote thus.  This is very important.”   There accompanied a picture of a completed voting paper.  “That settles it!”, Gloria exclaimed,  “Whatever the Directors recommend, I vote against it!”.  “Re-appointment of Directors”… Gloria was recommended to vote in favour.  “They have never been appointed.   The fund managers hounded out the real Directors and replaced them with this crowd to sell the company…and to dish out billions of taxpayers’ money to the salesmen.”   Then it turned out that even Mr. Ridley had ‘resigned’.   Now they are having a ‘strategic review’.  ‘Strategic review’ is a concept well-known to readers of these press circulars!  ‘Strategic Review’ means directors who can’t direct handing their responsibilities to Fatima’s three year old sister who then makes obvious and stupid recommendations which the directors slavishly follow… Two ‘hedge funds’ wish to reduce the Directors’ powers to manufacture shares and to give away the company.  The Directors naturally advise ‘Vote against.  If this is approved ‘tis great calamity’.  “They should never have had these powers in the first place.  The fund managers invariably vote for these powers and the punters are not adequately organised.   If the Directors want to sell the company, issue new shares or whatsoever, then they can call an EGM specifically for the purpose.   They should not be given in advance a carte blanche.  These Directors do not need, as they claim” – Gloria is always saying all this – “depend on their ‘biggest creditor’, the Bank of Pommiland.  They need to .. and the other RU usurers need to.. cut themselves down to the size they were before the honkie Presidents lit the fuse to this inflationary debt-mountain.. back to the time they were a comparatively unambitious hard-headed Viking mutual with piles of funds…”                                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                                


Ms. Gloria’s mood was in now way improved by the appearance on the Northern Rock Literature of the Escutcheon of the Etats Unies-based North Korean Lawyer, Mr. Georgie Sun lllrd.    Gloria’s RU fund failed to be paid its compensation.. when her grandmother was still fund manager.. for the confiscation of East Midland Electricity.   When Gloria asks for this money – which is hers and in a bank account on her behalf… letters arrive from Georgie Sun – whose affair it seems not to be though he is  in cahoots with registrars - offering the original sum without payment of interest and minus hundreds of  Pfund in transaction fee.   When recently her shares in TXU were confiscated one third of the compensation in inflationary dollari was without explanation ‘withheld’ and the Escutcheon of the Korean again appeared on the parchments.  Now this escutcheon appears in what Gloria describes as a conspiracy by ‘criminal elements’ to foist upon this Northern Rock directors supposedly chosen by the pundits’ club to carpetbag the company…   Were Mr. Georgie lllrd to arrive at Gloria’s Domestic Market, the chances are that none of us would even notice Dr. Karadzic dragging him off to Alcatraz Bay.   All Uncle Boris’s plans, moreover have been led astray, because this new pundit, Chairman Sanderson, is a neddy of the Durham Cricket Club and was formerly director of the Sunderland Football Club – to say nothing about the Learning and Skills Council ..and..                                                                                                                                                              


                                                                                                                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                                        





                                                                                                                                                                                    Ms.Gloria Goldenlay, our finance minister, hosts the monthly  Domestic Market held at the Palais d’Orleans or, as a matter of fact, unless there is an exceptionally powerful hurricane that might blow our hats off, or, at any rate, the hats of our guests,  the representatives of various honkie industrial and commercial corporations, on the roof of the Palais and, behind the Palais, on the shore of the Loch Skegness.  But Ms Gloria Goldenlay is also manager of the Belsize-Registered Poncho Bolero International Pharmaceutical Corporation of Colombia’s Pension Fund.  This is intended to provide Nikodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikodemopoulos and his friends and relatives, such as Gloria herself and Ms. Lila po Lune, with an income, should they need it, in various part of the world, or all parts or any part of the world.   Thus the fund also has an offshoot in the Royaumes Unies.                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                             


Ms Gloria has for years, if not decades, been expressing anxieties over her Royaumes Unies pension fund.  Her holdings are being compulsorily purchased to nothingness by the Private Equity Carpetbaggers and the Hispaniards.   The taxation regime of  President Gorgo, the Pensioners’ Friend, encourages locusts of varied ilks, including the obnoxious Private Equity and Buy to Let variants.  Legislation introduced by the previous President Toby Liar’s mother foisted the Directors’ LTIPs (Long Term Incentive Plans) and other perquisites, the terms of  which, as Gloria has explained in the course of  her recent Lewd Greed Oration, have numerous unfortunate consequences.  The ‘incentives’ or (competitive) targets upon which the LTIPs depend are rarely reached and may be overambitious even in the absence of  the competitive element.  Nevertheless, irrespective of circumstances, the Directors get their perquisites automatically if the company is sold off – which provides incentive to spindoctor the company downwards and sell it cheaply to themselves or some other locust.  Panic sell-offs can also arise from the need to doctor the accounts in three year cycles that correspond with the periods covered by the LTIPs.  There have thus been numerous confiscations – with very little left.  Some of these confiscations are blatant frauds.  On other occasions the compensation paid may even seem at first sight generous.  But the takeovers are themselves inflationary.  Private Equity companies exist only to borrow unlimited sums off banks in order to outprice all potential rivals or the free market – and, in the end, somebody has to pay.   What is Gloria supposed to do with the inflationary pommie pfunt?.   There is no more stock available on the pommie markets other than bogus and overpriced companies….                                                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                              


Dr. Eugene Karadzic, our Minister of the Interior, trades on the pretence that he is an ignorant and stupid policeman.   A Chief of  Police is expected to be ignorant and stupid.  It is down as a job requirement in the application form.  This act recently proved an embarrassment when Eugene transported ace pommie financial journalist, Hon Don Duke Milor Gnome Junior, to Alcatraz Bay, with the objective of  discovering the nature and location of some mythical weapon of mass destruction, the Human Gnome.   Eugene’s ignorance and stupidity can be equally convenient at the Domestic Market.  The rest of us have some aversion to being proved stupid or ignorant.  We would not therefore readily admit that we know no more about the Human Gnome than does Dr. Karadzic and if we get the impression that there is something wrong with these documents and accounts which we get off the guests at the Domestic Markets (even though they are in any case all written by our fourteen year old Ms. Fatima Patel – on behalf of  Mr. Clever Dick, who is commissioned by the honkie directors’ for this purpose) we keep quiet about it – just in case we end up proving our stupidity or ignorance.   But Eugene blurts it straight out.  Not, as the Don Gnome or a pundit would be obliged to do, with authority, but more fumbling, inquiring rather than stating.   Then we can pretend that Eugene has pronounced ex cathedra, that he assume he has spoken a fact.. and can join in!                          


                                                                                                                                                                                                  


But Eugene nevertheless does possess the eye of the vulture or whatever the term is… the wisdom and vision of the hoolet..doesn’t miss anything, gets straight to the point.   Unfortunate though the Don Gnome’s arrest may have been.. except for the Don, who did very well out of it… the Don was not overlooked on his arrival at Vesuvius Island.  This contrasts with Eugene’s opposite number in the Royaumes Unies.  Mr. Osama bin Ladin, President of the Banco Belsize Cayman International, landed recently at the RU’s Heathrow – via ordinary commercial flight.  Ozzy, surely, in the RU is a celebrity who relieved their President Gorgo of the gold which was cluttering up the taxpayers’ space in the basement of the Banco di Pommiland which could have been used as a bar or converted to flats for illegal immigrants.  Was there a red carpet out for Ozzie?  Some chap insisted that he prove his identity by producing his ‘international driving licence’.  Ozzie said he didn’t have one because we don’t have motor cars in the Federation .. and their Tum Tums said that Ozzie therefore did not exist and sent him back again!


                                                                                                                                                                                               


                                                                                                                                                                                            


In the past Eugene would follow Ms. Gloria Goldenlay’s advice  to turn immediately to the figure for change in shareholders’ funds, that this revealed the true loss or profit.  Companies would boast large profits and Eugene would point out that there had been a drop in ‘shareholders’ funds’ and then search and identify the concealed losses.   There might be a distortion also in the sense of  income or assets per share supposedly rising in the presence of losses because of the ‘cancellation’ of large numbers of shares or change in their denominations on account of the ‘capital payments’ (the voluntary windfall tax paid, out of borrowed money, to the fund managers as a bribe).  But he has not been flummoxed by the fact that in modern honkey accountancy this no longer applies.  When you are doing well you always choose the least favourable criterion of assessment.  As you become more and more desperate your assessments become more liberal and you more clutch at straws.   The honkie shareholders funds can now be misleading in at least three respects.  They rise and fall with the actuarial assessment of the pension funds (that is to say, of the alleged shortfall or surplus in the pension funds) , with the price of  millions of shares which the company has bought for itself and the current estimate of property values, even projected future estimates of  property values.                                                                                                                                        


                                                                                                                                                                                              


  Ponchobolero would never buy shares in Ponchobolero.   Uncle Boris might buy any shares he did not already own out of his own funds and for himself and if he wished to present Gloria with shares he would do so by transferring his own.  The buying of own shares was legalised in the RU by Toby’s mother.  Actually it was their Treaty of  Rome or Transatlantic Alliance or Globilised Conspiracy or whatever they call it.  They reckon that their plebs is too stupid for democracy and their Presidents get together with their own secret international government (as directed by Uncle Boris and Instspectre).  The Presidents are all lawyers and understand nothing and so they do whatever the spindoctors or pundits tell them   Buying of own shares illustrates the point previously made regarding not wishing to be exposed as stupid.   The buying of own shares, described as enhancing the shareholders assets per share, is an absurd practice which involves borrowing funds to buy the shares at a higher rate of interest than the ratio of dividend to price of share.  Although it is obviously absurd, nobody dares criticise the practice lest the pundits, after all, can prove themselves right – which, of course, they can’t.  Gloria told these Northern Rock and other directors not to buy these expensive own shares –even though artificial jacking up of the share price feeds the LTIPs and they might need the shares to give to the Directors.. and generous assessment of the value of these bought shares, not cancelled butheld in the Directorial Slush Fund, can temporally boost the assessment of  ‘shareholders’ funds’.  But when the prices go down – which they do when a company is spindoctored downwards – the losses that are revealed can be colossal,  though we feel that the lowest estimates should have been considered appropriate in the first place.                                                                                                   


                                                                                                                                                                                            The vultures formerly directed their attention to the Kingdoms within the RU South of Merciavostok – to Toriland rather than Denmark.  The better managed Northern or Norse concerns, the hard-headed prudent vikings, at one time spared the burden of the approved club of Toriland Neddies, escaped the management consultants and the vultures.  But more recently the predators have eaten all there is in Toriland and have transferred their attention to the North.   Culprits from the North of Pommiland encountered some rudeness at the recent Domestic Market.   They are unlikely to have objected.  They were given the opportunity to enjoy our climate ..though they were denied the benefits of a hurricane.. and to meet the administrators of the world’s most advanced economy without demand for bribes or party donations.  Also, though there is little chance of foreigners buying or selling anything at the Domestic Market, there is keen rivalry for award of the Pandora’s Box Trophy for Corporate Irresponsibility.  The Market is attended by the judges, Madamme Pandora ‘Moma Doc’ Nikodemopoulos and Madamme Georgina Whipcane.  Nevertheless Ms. Gloria is these days fully occupied with state affairs and, although she regularly converses with the guests, they may hear more from less diplomatic tongues – such of those of Lila po Lune and Dr. Eugene Karadzic.                                                                                                                                                 


                                                                                                                                                                                               


One of the victims of Lila’s invective was one Herr Wienerberger.  When he introduced himself most of us supposed that he must be Austrian and that a  Wienerburger is the same thing as a Berliner or Doughnut.  Lila insisted however on addressing him as Gospodin Karparov.  Gloria’s fund had owned shares in a small pommie outfit called Baggeridge Brick.  Baggeridge Bricks were formerly little known but became popular with RU builders in the last year.  Their London Bricks, of Bedford, were acquired by Hanson and appear to have evaporated even before Hanson, in which Gloria also had shares, were eaten by some German.   Bricks are for the pommie management consultants too expensive – but not  Wienerberger Bricks.  Lila assures us that when she recently paid a lightning visit to the Princess Rogan in Merciavostok that she found piles of Baggeridge Bricks replaced by Wienerberger Bricks and that these, though small, consist of three large cylindrical holes surrounded by a film of fragile porous pottery…even more fragile than the water-pipes now being planted in the pommie holes in the road.





Mr. Wienerburger pointed out that it was possible to produce bricks with square holes with the sides parallel to the sides of the brick and that these were less obviously fragile.  Gloria did, in fact, verify this, with Karate chops,  on bricks which Mr Wienerberger had in his sample bag .  Where there are cylindrical holes a relatively weak though appropriately directed blow is required.  Mr. Weinberberger claimed that the builders were expected to fill up the holes with mortar or concrete.  The buildings were really concrete with brick as reinforcement.  Such explanations were far from convincing and we retained the notion that the holes were there to raise the cash required to repay the loan that purchased Baggeridge Brick.    Lila insists that Kasparov sells round holes and that they are filled in, if with anything at all, with square pegs of concrete.                                                                                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                              


Pommiland, Lila assured us, was now entirely covered with buildings and hard surfaces.  To prove this she produced a series of Valentine Cards she has been receiving, at all times of year,  from the Princess Rogan, regent of Merciavostok.  The Valentine cards all sport photographs of the Hotel de Paris, in Cromer.   Rogan and Lila once stayed overnight, while attending some rodeo gala, at the Hotel de Paris in Cromer, which is on the Litus Saxonis, a kingdom ruled by Rogan’ s grandmother, the Queen Hors, known to the Italians sometimes as Horsa.  The hotel proprietor, the Duke of Fayed, has put a plaque up: ‘By appointment to HRH the Princess Regana…’. Another plaque records that pommie pirate Admiral Nilson once shagged Miladi Hamilton in the hotel and Lila has a card on which Miladi is reclining on the field on the cliff next to the hotel… on the Southern side and therefore sunny side.. overlooking the sea and pier.  Miladi Hamilton is wearing seventeen dresses, one on top of the other, while a maid wearing maybe only five of these ankle-length skirts, is standing over Miladi clutching a parasol.  Another maid is lying next to Miladi daringly flashing no less than ten of these dresses.   This must have been tedious both for Miladi and Milor Nielson.. but as  time progresses, the photographs on the Valentine cards demonstrate,  the Pommies gradually assume more rational garb.   But they still end up overdressed – the ladies clad in the costumes they named after the Isle de Bikini after the middle part of their garments was molten away by an atomic explosion.  Then however they start wearing the ridiculous pommie below the knee shorts.,   Something of the kind was worn previously by pommie boys in the 1920s because it absolved the mothers from buying new shorts as they grew older – but not in l957 as recently portrayed in a supposedly autobiographical account by one of their so-called historians on their TV.  On the most recent card there is no more  field.  It has been replaced by grotesque Prezza Hutches.. or, rather, Prezza Chicken Batteries ..that will generate the council taxes of some seventy thousand Polish illegal immigrants..erected by King Baskerville of the Vandals …  and piles of  Wienerberger Bricks!  This, since it was adjunct to the polyphotographed hotel patronised by royalty and Miladi Hamilton,  was the most protected field in pommiland.    This proves that nothing in the RU now escapes the predations of  King Baskerville.  If the Pommies see anywhere a patch of grass or an open space they cover it with Prezza-hutches or concrete.   The famous status of Nick Leeson, erected by the Milor Cromer, Presidente of the Banco of Pommiland, has of course, been demolished too – though it has been replaced by the equally famous statue commissioned by Milor Gnome, Rodin’s Explosives Expert.                                                                                                          


                                                                                                                                                                                              The victims of  Lila’s condemnations were too numerous too mention.  The Pommie companies that remain are all at it.  They all, after all, have LTIPs and the directors need takeovers to save their awards.  If the company is not taken over or is not being taken over this is not for trying.  Their banks have been so busily giving away money that they have run out of funds – though their national banks told us also that they were going to heap more money, even though they had run out,  ‘into their economy’ to prevent a ‘recession’.   It is hard not to be rude to these lunatics.  There was a chap from some company called Resolution which has not yet decided to whom to sell out.  Gloria had hoped that the successful bidder, if there had to be one, would produce some alternative of shares instead of inflationary money – but this is not to be!  Then there was a bod from their Pilkington Tiles.  This got inveigled into the modern trend and by management consultants, not being satisfied with the small niche market and planning for a cautious but viable future, gave up tiles, changed its name and has now sold out completely.  The Management Consultants told them that ‘floods’ had caused a recession in tile sales because the floors were covered with water.. and forgot to mention that when the water dried up there might be a need for new tiles… And Horror upon Horrors – a chap from their Kelda or Yorkshire Water showed his face.  There is a new formula, he declared, for the Water Company, for it to be owned not by a public corporation or limited company, but by a gang of carpetbaggers, cashing in for themselves on the licence to print money.   This Kelda used to be the pride of the RU and Northern RU economy.  Somebody has confiscated Kelda and taken it over.  They claim to be pommie but it seems to us that they are French.  There is still a pommie water company with the licence to print money that remains pommie and uncarpetbagged but the chap from Severn Trent would not give us any guarantees.  Gloria herself turned up to lambast the chap from TXU..from the Colombian mainland.  Gloria had bought shares in the RU’s Hanson and after a succession of  ‘reorganisations’ ended up with shares in Eastern Electricity and then TXU.  Gloria decided to keep the TXU shares, on the mainland, despite this being via a Pommie fund because she supposed this provided a dollar hedge.  Because of all the regulatory manoevres that destroyed industries to make money for the pundits TXU decided to divest itself of  the Pommie Eastern Electricity though Gloria remained with TXU shares.   These of course went up in price.  President Walker Blow Jobson has been buying votes with negative interest rates and his dollar cascades in value.  These shares were carpetbagged for numerous inflationary dollars.   The Directors thought they were very clever to clear out.  Now Gloria has been presented with a cheque for only half the agreed amount of devalued dollars and neither TXU nor the carpetbaggers prove willing to provide an explanation.  Mr. J.R.Ewing, of TXU, refused at the Domestic Market to reply to Gloria’s query.  We are at the point of declaring a trade embargo on the already collapsing Etats Unies.  Of course there were also amongst our guests the party from the Rank Organisation, about which we report elsewhere, with the motto from Walter Scott’s Lay of the Last Minstrel: “Sold!  Sold!  Sold!”.   Gloria in her recent Lewd Greed Oration compared the history of the pommie Rank Organisation with that of the Pommie economy.  Both have sold everything with the aim of converting to a profitable Casino.  But the pommie Casino industry is now foreign owned – except for Rank, which, because it has nothing left to sell, is expected shortly to join too.                                                                                                                                            


                                                                                                                                                                                        





The prize of the pack were the Pommie Sirdar Corporation – whose tale will be featured in the next instalment of this circular.
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