07130CRI. GLY From Ms Minerva Miniskirt, Minister of Truth, Free Colombian Trade Federation, c/o Palais d’Orleans, Port aux Bicyclettes, Isle de Belsize.


 


The Subacute Combined Degeneracy Code 





Unfortunately Ms Miniskirt continues to be much delayed in the promulgation of the news.. though admittedly, despite these delays, we find ourselves still even years ahead of the foreign press in our release of information. Ms Miniskirt has been much plagued by her colleagues with the allegation that she omitted to explain the failure, unique in the world, of the Belsize Stock Exchange to impose upon its clients the Subacute Combined Degeneracy Code. Part of the objective of this code is that companies should not be under the control of shareholders or individuals, or for that matter governments or nations, but under the thumb of pundits who hold shares on behalf of the individuals and plunder the companies for their own benefit.. and, in the Royaumes Unies.. for the benefit of Toby Liar’s exchequer. The Belsize-registered Poncho Bolero International Pharmaceuticals Corporation of Colombia happens to be owned by Uncle Boris.. and most of,,or all..the minority shareholding by his relatives.. 





Our office prepared some eight month ago the report concerning the Subacute Combined Degeneracy Code. After Uncle Boris yields on this issue to his spouse, Pandora ‘Moma Doc’ Nikodemopoulos, he agrees also to the institution of the Pandora’s Box trophy for corporate irresponsibility, with, as judges, naturally, Pandora herself and Mme Georgina Whipcane, the Dean of the recently opened Business School on Montmandie. Ms Whipcane was selected for this office because the main purpose of the School is to extract fees from the fathers of thick Royaumes Unies Public School Boys. The major globilised corporations were very anxious to compete for this coveted award and the report then moves onto to the interview by the two judges of Mr Ricketts, the representative of the BG Corporation. We believe that we eventually sent out a different version of the BG interview and omitted the report regarding the SCDC. 





We are doing our best to clear the backlog and here deliver what we believe to be the neglected text regarding the SCDC. We have added also what we believe to be the final part of the report of the opening of the Business School at which Milor Halifax was awarded an honorary degree.. or it may have been an MBA. Both of these items were omitted because of the length of the eventually published reports. We also felt maybe that the presentation of the reference to a proposal attributed to Milor Halifax in the Annual Report written by Ms Fatima Patel was inadequately presented. Milor proposed that ATMs which charged fees should have flashing red lights.


 


Unfortunately, these press circulars are getting forever longer. This is not entirely our fault. We are summarising a great volume of data. We present here, as part of the long delayed clear-up exercise, these two previously omitted items ..or we think they have been omitted.. but have excised the original version of the BG report. To a certain degree the SCDC is explained in the text. A further item is in the pipeline to update punters on the SCDC and the Pandora’s Box Corporate Irresponsibility Award. 





The former Pommie aircraft carrier Ark Royal, as is well known, has now been converted into Mr. Nikodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikodemopoulos’s amphibious nuclear hoveryacht Nikodemos - which is a more ambitious title for an airship because it means ‘conqueror of the world’. In former days, the flying Leviathan was regularly parked in the Loch Skegness in the view of the Palais d’Orleans. Belsixe is inaccessible to surface vessels and the Nikodemos would arrive over the mountains before descending into the lake and then Uncle Boris would fall off the yacht and swim the thirty miles to the shore. Gloria however then objected to the racket which, she claimed, disturbed Skegnessie, her pet Ichthiosaur, and since then , in the interests of responsible governance, the carrier has kept its distance from the islands. 





The Nikodemos was now three hundred miles from the nearest land. Aircraft of various descriptions had been coming and going all day. Boris had invited the world’s ten richest men.. the ‘Cardinals’ as they were called, of the Influential International Intspectre Organisation, which enforces democracy, modernisation, economic reform and globilisation across the universe, to celebrate the selection of his son Nicky to the Free Colombian Trade Federation World Cup Football Team. At any rate, Uncle Boris, invited the other nine, whose combined fortune did not compare with his own. Cardinals do tend to be families or committees rather than individuals and Dr No, for instance, was accompanied by a retinue which included his three daughters, Noddie, Nonnie and Ninnie No. It might have been embarrassing had Dr. No, arriving in his own transport, been unrecognised and accidentally diverted to the Bermuda Triangle. Hence the convoluted ceremony. The guests, after routine security vetting on the Nikodemos, were flown on, in Uncle Boris’s fleet of independent non-executive jets, to an unknown destination, to wit Uncle Boris’s amphibious hoveryacht Pandora, formerly the aircraft carrier George Washington. This other hoveryacht bears this name, Pandora’s Box, depite that being a translation of the name ‘Ark Royal’. 








Mme. Pandora ‘Moma Doc’ Nikodemopoulos, Chairman of the Belsize Stock Exchange, was wandering over the deck of the hoveryacht named in her honour when she discovered on a table a box and in the box a wad of leaflets – one of which she pulled out and read. 





"Rule One: The function of the Management Committee is to run the company. The function of the Board of Directors is to plunder the company or the assets that the company has borrowed 





"Rule Two: A director shall, in the context of these regulations, be termed ‘independent’ if he or she has no function within the company and represents no interests other than his or her own. The term ‘non-executive’ shall be deemed synonymous with ‘independent’. 





"Rule Three: There shall be on the Board and on each of its subcommittees a majority of independent non-executive directors.


 


"Rule Four: The Directors, in their own name and that of the corporate person they non-direct, shall compose and approve a declaration that they are Jolly Good Fellows (JGFs). 





"Rule Five: The Directors shall set up sub-committees, consisting of JGF Independent Directors, that shall be empowered to advertise the directors’ Jolly Good Fellowship in its various constituent aspects (see Schedule 1A)……. 





"Rule Six: The nomenclature for Bribery, which shall be conducted in accordance with local conventions and through the beneficial butterment up of the relevant natives, shall be consistent with JGFellowship………. 





Rule Seven: … 





"What exactly is the meaning of this?", snapped Moma Doc.





"Nothing, Dear!", stammered Mr Nikodemopoulos, "Nothing at all! Just conserving expense on serviettes … recyclable paper! I don’t know what might have been the previous use of the serviettes… maybe some students’ project at the R.U.’s University of Buckingham….."


 


But then Ms. Gloria Goldenlay approached, accompanied by fourteen year old Ms. Fatima Patel. 


"Maybe you can tell me!", railed Ms. Pandora, brandishing an alleged serviette, "What exactly is all this?…Rule 1, Rule 2…."


 


"Oh that!", Ms. Fatima blurted out, "It’s the new Subacute Combined Degeneration Code which is being imposed upon stock exchanges throughout the world…the SCDC.." 





"Is that so, Niko? The SCDC!"


 


"Well…It’s nothing…. Well, Yes! … It’s our new SCDC …Nothing to worry about… er.. Let me try to explain!.." 


"I’d like to hear you try!"


 


Ms. Lila po Lune had just joined the fray.


 


"Indeed so, Uncle Boris! Why don’t you try!"


 


"Well, Dear! With the modernisation and globilisation of industry and with corporations being controlled neither by governments nor shareholders……. Well, these companies… say in the Royaumes Unies… they were formerly regarded by folk outside the RU .. or outside Pommieland… as the instruments of colonialism.. the instruments of the colonialist government of the R.U….The natives of these countries… India, Nigeria, Iran or whatever… might suppose that the same companies or similar are still the instruments of imperialism.. and when they discover that governments no longer are in control, they might accuse us, the JGFs, of being the imperialists…"


 


"Which would be very misguided of them?", asked Ms. po Lune. 





"Maybe and maybe not! But the subtle point is that the natives of the RU are now in exactly the same position as the allegedly colonialised former natives of the other countries.. with no control over the globilised corporate personae… and when they cotton on…"


 


"So you have to portray the Jolly Good Fellows as the Friends of the People.. as Jolly Good Fellows",concluded Ms. po Lune.


 


"I wouldn’t bother about the RU", advised Ms. Goldenlay, "As far as they are concerned, despite your Honorary Peerage, you are a foreigner. You can never be one of their JGFs… look what happened to Uncle Bob, the jollygoodest of all jollygood fellows… They always pick on the foreigners as the scapegoats…As matters stand nobody in the RU has ever heard of you.. other than as the generous owner of successful football teams.. But accidents do happen and if one of your teams has a bad season, there could be prying busibodies…"


 


"It’s not entirely a matter of being a foreigner", Uncle Boris explained. "In the RU all depends on socio-economic status and S.E.S. is obtained through money.. through the parents buying their stupid children qualifications, as they call them, and buying them jobs… what they call the ‘professions’, the league of dimwits…." 





"So you are against nepotism ?", purred Ms. po Lune 





"Rule Nine", Moma Doc quoted, "Independent Directors shall not be relatives of, married to or amorous partners of other directors".


 


"No, we don’t mean it that way!", Uncle Boris explained. "There has been a great deal of complaint.. particularly in Germany…where their companies operate as if they were controlled by the government..regulated by an anarchic populace. They can’t move without first consulting the local politicians, the national politicians, the trade unions, the environmental commission, the regulator for this and that.. it becomes a great public debate.. and we have had to find a means of ensuring more rapid and transparent decision-making. We have therefore opted for a self-regulation, for the useless directors to make the decisions, or supposedly so.. and when things go wrong they can get the blame. Because Pandora, Gloria and Lila are relatives of mine or because Osama or I have lent Clever Dick money.. that does not mean they are not independent. If they support my interests they are also supporting their own interests – which is the definition of independent."


 


"All that is obvious!", purred Ms. Lila, "So nepotism is OK" 





"It can be", conceded Uncle Boris, "The grocer’s son or daughter usually knows what it takes to a grocer… even if he or she understands nothing else. So the grocer’s daughter becomes a grocer.. or else she becomes a lawyer and Prime Minister…" 





"And owls from Liverpool back to Athens..", suggested Ms. po Lune, referring to the origins of Uncle Boris’s entrepreneurial career. 





"Yes, owls, anything I could lay my hands on… I saved up the money I earned picking limes for a farmer outside Nikosia and bought a second hand rowing boat, mended the leaks myself .. Nobody gave me or lent me any money. Paddling all the way from Cyprus to Londinium…I had to be content with poverty and to work myself up little by little… In the RU they start with the money and live like millionaires from day one… They don’t need any talent. Its all on a plate…So they set up their private club of incompetents and keep everyone else out. It so happens that the only people who have had to make their own way, who have had to pass any test, are the foreigners…The sons and daughters of these more creative elements, what they call the entrepreneurs, are not necessarily incompetent in their parents’ field… though they will be if they are trained to be like the master-race, sent to Public School, to the Upper Class YTS Scheme of Oxford University – or is it Buckingham University? . and are transformed into lawyers…."


 


"The rowing boat and the olives", remarked Ms. po Lune, "is one story I’ve heard. I’ve heard others." 





"All lies…", stammered Uncle Boris.


 


"We are not having any Subacute Combined Degeneration at the Belsize Stock Exchange!", snapped Moma Doc. 





"Aunt Pandora is quite right!, Uncle Boris!", Ms. Goldenlay confirmed. "Rules and regulations are the responsibility of government. On Belsize we let ourselves be guided by moral principles and therefore we don’t have any laws. We are not going to have some other organisation making laws on our behalf… and Subacute Combined Code of Degeneracy does sound very much likes rules and regulations or laws…."


 


"It’s not that!", protested Uncle Boris, "It’s self-regulation, avoidance of laws!" 





"Nevertheless", Ms. po Lune declared, "We are not having it! It’s dishonesty and a sham!" 





"I never suggested that the Combined Code be imposed upon the Belsize Exchange…", stammered Mr. Nikodemopoulos.


 


"I should think not!", exclaimed Ms. Penelope. "If the Very Rev.Dr. Lesbia Funkie-Gibbon, the Primate of Belsize, or the Imam Idi Amin .. or even the Brigund Tung.. choose to preach, that is their job! It is not our job! Our stock exchange exists to buy and sell stocks and shares! We are not Ministers of Religion. On the other hand, we are capable of telling right from wrong.. and if we choose not to deal in a particular share that is our own affair. We don’t have to nannied by some self-appointed hypocrite…Besides that this Combined Degeneration goes much further than preaching morality or demanding self-declarations of virtue… It tells us that we have to set up this committee or that committee…It tells us how to run our affairs. Every company in the world has to act in exactly the same way and to produce an identical Speech Day Programme written by Ms. Patel here… What happens if everyone on earth has been doing things your way and your way turns out to be wrong…."


 


"Its not just that!", added Ms. Goldenlay, "speaking now as a Director of the Stock Exchange… these companies who are informed of this Combined Degeneracy Code will suppose that we have imposed it. If so, then it follows that we have imposed it to further our own interests, to feather our own nests.. that we are a load of lawyers, accountants, management consultants and sundry pundits and we are trying to arrange for ourselves or our kind to have unrestricted facility to plunder the companies. It is a case of the Prime Suspects being appointed to take over responsibilities that belong to the shareholders…." 





"You may be able to think up some answer to that, Niko", Moma Doc continued, "But I’m not budging. There isn’t going to be any Subacute Combined Degeneration at the Belsize Stock Exchange! We are in the business of buying and selling stocks and shares, not of insisting that our clients waste their time with meaningless pretences. A business has to comply with the requirements of its clients..not vice versa…"


 


"But", blurted Uncle Boris, "I thought I was President of the Stock Exchange… and that its Directors were all living in Villas I have provided for them on Knossos…."


 


"So you are , Dear! And so we are!"


 


."The code", Fatima volunteered, "is also intended to assist in getting rid of the shareholders.."


 


"Why do we want to get rid of ourselves?"


 


"Yes.", Fatima continued. "That is reason for Combined Degeneration not being considered applicable to Belsize. In other parts of the world public companies used to be under the control of the shareholders. The shareholders controlled the company and the non-executive directors, in those days, represented the shareholders. In the modern conception, the Neddies represent the pundits. In a sense Fund Managers can be considered both shareholders and pundits. But the actual shareholders are the punters whose funds the managers supposedly manage. The Fund Managers use their votes in their stead and do so for their own benefits. They have to ensure a sufficient income to keep themselves in the manner to which they are accustomed and also have maybe to render to the actual shareholders the pretence of an income. The Fund Managers drive the stock prices to such high levels that the actual income from dividends doesn’t cover the tax on the management fees. The Fund Managers interests are short term.. not long term, as in the case of the punters or actual shareholders. The Fund Managers therefore co-operate with the other pundits in plundering the company.. 





"There is a danger, however, that real shareholders might object to this. They might, for instance, see no purpose in the continuous reorganisations and mergers which are necessary when the directors otherwise would not qualify for their Long Term Incentive Payments.. that is to say, Short Term Incentive Payments.. The job of the pundits is to ensure that the company’s money or the money it borrows .. or imaginary money.. goes into the direction of pundits. There is a danger that punters would object to this. We have since the 1980s been consolidating measures whereby the punters holding shares in their own name and voting in their own interests are no longer a significant moiety. We have outlawed the practice where not merely do actual shareholders have control but there might be a single controlling shareholder or controlling family or organisation which is in a position to block the mergers and reorganisations and the schemes of the Management Consultants and the other plunders and activities of the pundit. When we say that Neddies must be ‘independent’ we mean that they represent themselves or the pundits, not the punters or shareholders".


 


"And", added Ms Lila, "the pundits have to make a show of being Jolly Good Fellows.."


 


"Uncle Boris asked me to compose this Degeneracy Code", Fatima continued, "on the basis of the principles I have explained. The Cardinals raised no objections. I was unaware that the formulation was unsatisfactory.. .."





 


"Where a company is controlled by personae gratae", interjected Ms Lydia Lodj, Federal Attorney General, "we assume that they are are independent .. are furthering their own interests or are bona fide pundits and are acting within the regulations…" 





"The new code ensures that companies are under the control of personae gratae..", stammered Unle Boris. 


"In other words", snapped Ms Lila po Lune, "complete idiots".


 


"We ensure that companies, just like national governments, are under our control or that of our nominees or representatives. They act also as tax collectors for our governments.. They are our tax-collectors. You always have to bribe tax-collectors.. as with Dr Karadzic Tum Tums…" 





"Even where a company is protected by a majority shareholding", Ms Goldenlay remarked, "it is possible for the major shareholder to become temporarily inconvenienced and for the pundits to take over and plunder.. as happened in the case of Uncle Bob…"


 


"The personae gratae", added Ms Lydia, "have numerous legitimate ways of disguising their holdings. Uncle Boris, for instance, could put his shares into the Responsible Drug Addiction Trust….I think he has already done so… and Uncle Boris owns the Responsible Drug Addiction Trust…He would not even need a majority holding. If the trust owns 60 per cent of Poncho Bolero shares, then 60 per cent of the shares in the Trust can be owned by the Responsible Addiction Federation and 60 per cent of the shares in that by the Carbon Dioxide foundation .. and 60 per cent of that by the Pension Fund ..and on top of the pyramid Uncle Boris owns sixty per cent of whatever is on top.. or Uncle Boris could operate via nominees.. You can ask Mr Dick about that.. There are all manner of tricks…" 


"I don’t use nominees and I own everything…."


 


"Even with these trusts which are set up to protect companies", Lila objected, "the trustees end up being bribed into selling out.. whether it is legal or not. Boris’s governments and judges just invent new laws…" 





"The Cardinals themselves" Ms Goldenlay added, "in the main own private rather than public companies.. and although Poncho Bolero and our other holdings are nominally public, Belsize is really our own private stock exchange. The new code.. and similar measures which have preceded it have been received with delight by the average pundit-ridden corporation but from the more responsible concerns run more on the lines of Poncho Bolero… whether big or small.. there have been complaints.. and, in fact, this is adversely affecting the Stock Exchange’s Business. One effect of the control by pundits is that companies more and more, via a succession of reorganisations, are drifting into the hands of the Cardinals as sections of their private companies. Then all the lucrative transactions stop. Also, not only are new companies not registering but there is a progressive withdrawal of those already registered. In fact, our Stock Exchange, in common with others, has had to promote its Unofficial Market and its Black Market to persuade clients to remain… That is true, isn’t it, Fatima?.. The world over. In fact, we know it is true…."


 


"Yes", Fatima agreed, "when writing the reports of companies whose managers manage rather than seconding their responsiblities to pundits, I have been regularly asked not to adopt the standard formulation. The directors regularly ask me to declare, as politely as possible, that the new ceremonies are a waste of time and that responsible managers are occupied with matters other than silly games. Mainly the smaller companies.. but also the larger, even apparently pundit ridden, megaliths which comply with the regulations. In general I am asked to compose the pages and pages of standard bumf and eyewash while the directors in private take very little notice of it or ignore it altogether. Also, the Stock Exchange is less and less regarded as a market for selling shares. It is a device for maintaining stock prices and thereby facilitating borrowing from banks. Companies which can finance themselves or are operating at a profit tend nowadays to withdraw their registrations…Also, more and more are withdrawing simply because they reckon that quotation is too costly…"


 


"We have instructed our governments", Uncle Boris muttered, "to impose sanctions upon companies that don’t comply..to impose extra taxes or to refuse them contracts…"


 


"The contracts depend on the kickbacks", Ms po Lune interjected, " That’s a different issue…" 





"The prophet is never recognised at home!", wailed Uncle Boris, "But we will compromise. The code was not intended for Belsize. It was intended for third world economies such as the Royaumes Unies. No Combined Code for Belsize.. but, instead, we will persuade Osama Bin Ladin, President of the Banco Belsize Cayman International, to provide an International Prize for Corporate Irresponsibility…."


 


"Why should we agree to that?", asked Mr Osmama bin Ladin


 


"It is a trivial matter", Ms Gloria Goldenlay explained, "I can deal with it within my allocation as Independent Non-Executive Director of the Bank without telling you and compromising your principles. It is really to show our respect for the Degeneration Code. It can be convenient at times to show respect. The award is really for ingenious compliances with the code and its Jolly Good Fellow Principles. It won’t cost anything. There will be a replica of the trophy .. the Panora’s Box… on display at Mr Clever Dick’s Excelsior Hotel on Billirici.. in the foyer, within sight of the Tum Tum Booth… The original will be in a vault on Belsize.. in a cave in one of the mountains… guarded by Skegnessie… Nobody is ever going to look into the vault.. So there does not have to be an original. We’ll enrol Mme Georgina Whipcane to assist Pandora with the judging…”


 


What follows may have been omitted from (the end of) our report of the opening of the Institute of Business Studies on Montmandie:= 





Whatever might be the motive, Milor Halifax then sneaked to the back of the hall, where Mr Clever Dick and his assistant Ms Direct Debbie Dixon were enjoying a game of backgammon. 





"You won’t get anywhere with him", confided the new Headmistress, Ms. Georgina Whipcane, "It needs a firm hand. I know how to deal with the Public School. They always need someone to TUHTDOJ. [Telling You How to Do Your Job – one of the amusing abbreviations generated by the Combined Degeneracy Code. Every company was required to invent its own title for its Corporate Responsibility Policy – in the case of Milor Halifax WWDB, the Way we Do Business, a reference to the executive water closets]. That’s why Toby [Toby Liar, President of the Royaumes Unies] dogs the footsteps of W.W.N.B.J…[Walker Blow Jackson, President of the Etats Unies] That’s why their Directors always have to have a supposedly supervising board of Milors and Sirs paid a fortune for something they know nothing about.. and why the Board of Idiots always has to have a conman to TUHTDOJ.. who, of course, conspires with them in the plunder…"


 


"Yes", conceded Ms. Goldenlay, "Clearly you are the man for the job. But I have never understood why their Directors pay themselves as much as the Chairman of one of our Federation conglomerates. Surely, they don’t have that sort of money in the R.U. .. and there are so many of them.. Everyone in the RU is Pfunt Millionaire or lives like one…"


 


"That is perfectly true.", agreed Madam Whipcane, "The streets of Thatchograd are paved with Fools’ Gold. Your Uncle Boris was going to buy this bookmaker’s shop on their Brick Lane and sent me on a scouting mission. The first chap informed me: "I am the richest Old Etonian in the RU. So you have to pay me a million Pfunt a week.- and a company car, and health assurance and provide me with a secretary with an I.Q. of 308 and big tits"





. " O.K. What about you?" "I am the richest Old Etonian in the world. So you have to pay me two million Pfunt a week".





 "OK. What about you?". "I am the richest Old Etonian in the Universe. You have to pay me three million Pfunt a week."





 "OK. And you?"


 "I am the richest Old Etonian on Brick Lane. You have to pay me five million Pfunt a week."





 So I gave them all a few strokes of the cat o’ nine tails and told them we’d give them twice as much as they were asking for if they took it in Costa Brava Property Bonds… Then we sent them off to a holiday island and employed (new) Illegal Immigrants in their place… 





"It’s not so good for the one per cent or so who can’t live like a Pfunt Quadrilllionaire.. but, as you know, everything over there is imaginary. The biggest Rag and Bone Merchant in the R.U. or the biggest Loanshark would, in the days of Oliver Cromwell, have been the biggest in the world. They imagine it is still like that.. Really they are just the biggest bookmaker on Brick Lane and so, to preserve the illusions, Brick Lane has to be covered with unecessary, wasteful and ecologically malicious developments.. even the Sacred Diana Kray Park … with exponentially escalating prices so that they can persuade themselves that Brick Lane contains the entire wealth of the world…"


 


"Yes", conceded Ms Goldenlay, "I know that Milor is a price escalator.. but whatever is he pulling out of the Brown Paper Envelope. It looks like a big wheelbarrow…"


 


"This", Milor explained to a disinterested Dick and Debbie. "is my ATM Machine. .."


 


"Yes, I know", said Debbie, "Automatic Toast Making Machine.."


 


"Well, if you like.. but we in the RU are a bit more sophisticated. As your Dr, Marie Antoinette would say, if they can’t have toast, give them money… They lend us their money or, if they don’t have any money for us to take off them, we give them some and then they can, when they are so inclined, retrieve their assets from one of these devices.."


 


"Why don’t they use Direct Debit?", inquired Miss Dixon , who then embarked on a spiel..


 


"Hand on a minute, Debbie", interjected Mr. Clever Dick, "the idiot may have got something here.. What sort of a printer has it got? .. Oh, I see.. Do you print your own notes or do you use Pfunt facsimiles?"


 


"We couldn’t afford to print our own notes.. We use ordinary Pommie Pfunt.."


 


"Well.. I have to give it to you.. that’s ingenious!"


 


"The point is that in the RU, if there is a Nationwide across the road, you can’t charge them for their money.. other than the standard charge for you borrowing their money or their borrowing yours… You don’t charge them directly when they get their cash… and such an ATM I have ordained, which charges nothing for the money, will bear a flashing green light. On the other hand, if there is no Nationwide within a mile or the punter is too drunk to go across the road or the girl lets it be known that she will go off with someone else if she doesn’t get the drink within the next five seconds… then the machine flashes an orange light to show it has been franchised to the Orange Mobile Phone Company. .. but here, in this remote godforsaken corner of the world.. there is no Nationwide within a hundred miles. You can have a flashing red light! That means you have to pay to retrieve your cash!"





"This is not a godforsaken corner", Direct Debbie pointed out, "but the centre of the world. But there might be some market for your red lights in the middle of the Sahara Desert…where we are currently doing great business selling real estate…" 





"I appreciate your concern", Mr. Dick added, "but I already have a flashing red light. Across the water in Billirici on Knossos.. Lot’s of flashing red lights.. and, as you see, Belsize has its own flashing red light on top of the Tour de Piffle … and its great flashing statue of Jean Pucelle … Neither the Gnomes of Knossos nor the Maids of the Palais d’ Orleans are crying out for flashing, red or light in any combination…and the Banco Belsize Cayman International, if so inclined, could swallow your Nationwide as a titbit before breakfast…"





"My flashing lights reduce carbon dioxide emissions…"


 


"Well. OK. In that case .. we might be able to negotiate a mutually beneficial arrangement.. Your ATMS, after all, do not have to dish out toast or money or whatever it is you are planning. I dare say there is a market for bird flu protectives for Pommie Tourists in the Sahara Desert. .. the red light would mean there is a vampire bat in the vicinity… Debbie might be able to fit you in for an interview within the next few weeks…." 





"Next Tuesday, 10 p.m. at the Non Executive Hotel at Billirici…" 





So Milor didn’t have too much to complain about.. with a honorary doctorate from the world’s premier university and a lucrative TUHTDOJ 
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