PRUDENTIAL Vestas at Alliance and Leicester





Paperless Monkeybank Bonfire Celebration Carlton Hayes Hospital had been managed for year by the Mad Monk. But his work was undermined by a self-admiring out-of-touch committee of Public School Boys. The hospital had to close, and, at the Monk’s suggestion, it was bought by the Alliance and Leicester. Would they make the same mistakes.. so common in the committee-ridden RU, not only in its NHS?. A couple of Calamity-Jane lookalikes descended from the helicopter which had landed some yards from a great bonfire blazing in the grounds of Carlton Park, formerly Carlton Hayes Hospital, now HQ of the Alliance and Leicester Building Society. Immediately they were surrounded by a gaggle of girls of various races, religions, colours and nationalities but not genders all carrying mini-computers..... local schoolgirls, presumably, perhaps from the Soar Valley Community College, which is sponsored by the Alliance and Leicester. “Wad! Wad! Wad", the girls chanted, “We be de Diversity Squad! ..What is the name of your favourite pet?” The slimmer of the two ladies smiled sweetly. It could be seen that no ungenerous or selfish thought could ever enter her head. She had learnt this trick as non-executive director sitting on the Corporate Responsibility Committees of many companies... “Skegnessy! Our pet Ichthiosaurus.. or one of them! Everyone knows that!” “Then you can have the money!”, chanted the girls, “How much do you want?” “What are you on about?” “That was our Second Factor Authentication intended to minimise internet fraud.. it says here.. stupid, isn’t it? .. but you have answered the question and now you get the money..How much do you want...?” “Eight million Pommie Pfunt?” “No problem! Press here to confirm that you will be purchasing property for conversion to flats valued at at least six million pounds!” “I press here, do I?”, asked the more broadly built of the two ladies, “Where’s the money?” “There isn’t actually any money... Well, that’s it being thrown on the bonfire. money is obsolete... We are the Paperless Bank!” No sooner had the Diversity Squad departed whooping and yelling in the direction of another intended victim “What’s the name of your favourite pet? How much money do you want?” than a squad of young boys arrived making similar noises. “We are the Partners. We share in the loot!” By the time the two ladies had traversed another three yards in the direction of the bonfire they had amassed another twenty five billion Pommie Pfunt. The boys and girls also offered the Calamity Janes a ‘derivative’. ‘We the partners will pay you, in five years’ time, interest proportional to the interim house price inflation or, failing that, we will keep the capital invested. The purpose of this was that if the janes’ investment in flats didn’t pay off and they couldn’t pay back the loan.. the building society or, at any rate, the Partners, were hedged. There then approached a smartly-dressed gentleman flanked by two of the Indian girls with minicomputers, who proved to be Soroya and Saraya. “What’s the name of your favourite pet? How much do you want?” By this time the two ladies were getting fed up with being offered loans of their own money. The broader lady pulled out wheel-like object from a pocket in her jeans. “New type of hand grenade?”, asked the gent. “I.D.”, she explained, “Identity Disc...” “Don’t worry about that! You are a foreigner, arn’t you? You get the money automatically..”. “It says on this disc..’C..D’... that is, Corps Diplomatique... or, at any rate, Lila is... She’s an international arms control inspector... Ms. Lila po Lune....I’m Gloria Goldenlay, Minister of Finance of the Free Colombian Trade Federation.. in the Royaumes Unies on a state visit... to attend the official opening of a Hole in the Road by Captain Thomas Cook, Executive Mayor of Leicester...” “ Don Derek Higgs at your service, Chairman of the Company...” “Of the Paperless Bank?” “Yes.. that and the Monkeyback Bank”. “I see!”, confessed Ms. po Lune, “A famous Pommie Don! Almost a Milor...being paid to go on display at the AGM...” “That’s right. It’s later today. But I am not important enough to be invited to the opening of a Hole in the Road! But I still don’t see why you won’t take our money. In R.U.banking circles that is regarded as a faux pas...” “The point was..”, continued Ms. Goldenlay, “It says in the Annual Report composed on your behalf by our charlady, fourteen year old Ms. Fatima Patel ... 'We do not lend money to people with spent criminal convictions or diplomatic immunity..” “In your case, Ms. Goldenlay...You are, are you not, one of our major institutional shareholders...” “I am manager of the Poncho Bolero International Pharmaceuticals Corporation of Colombia Pension Fund... Not as major as the Alliance and Leicester..which, I understand, is its own largest shareholder... Alliance and Leicester Sharesafe Ltd,...12%...that’s your Directors’ Perks Fund, isn’t it?” “Yes, one of them!”, agreed Ms. Saroya. Ms. Goldenlay grabbed something from the bonfire. “Pretending to be St. Paul?”, asked Ms.po Lune. “Dr.Darwin assured me that no adder had been reported in these parts in the last fifty years.. and before that they were not very ferocious.... No! I’ve rescued an envelope...” “Don’t worry!”, Don Higgs reassured Ms. Goldenlay, “Everything goes on the fire. We are a paperless bank...” “Paperless, maybe... But this envelope is full of uncashed cheques...from Fatima’s Uncle Ram, who owns a shop on your Melton Road...being sent to... what does it say on the envelope.. ‘Alliance and Leicester Commercial Bank, Boodle’...Where’s that?” “Bootle”, explained Ms Soraya, “is another name for Liverpool...World City of Culture 2008...It’s about a hundred miles up North. We are one of the biggest employers in the area..or maybe not for long...with the voluntary redundancies impingent upon the creation of a Paperless Bank..” “I see”, answered Ms. Goldenlay, “So Uncle Ram should have handed the cheques into his local branch...Where is your pay-in desk?” “There’s a table behind that bush...There should be Nigerian girl sitting there.. if it isn’t her teabreak...” “That’s very odd!”, exclaimed Ms.po Lune, “I have been, in the last ten minutes, approached by no less than four hundred and two salespersons trying to force money upon me.. and then, when I have got it, there is only one lady to receive the deposit returned to the bank...” “We are modernising our utilisation of floorspace. Our intended customers will have to rely on self-service technology and the internet. We increase sales capacity by positioning a greater proportion of staff on the customer side of the counter. More efficient self-service options as well as increased space for consultations. Call centre staff..greater proportion of customers’ inquiries..”, explained Ms.Soroya. “You have to put the envelope in the Postbox. Our Commercial Bank used to be the government Girobank..It was supposed to be the People’s Bank..but the way they do with the People’s Everything..as ordered by your Uncle Boris..they sold it to us”, added Ms.Saraya. “The Post Office..yes..., added Ms.Soroya, The Paperless Bank is trying to devise ways of obviating the inefficiency and expense of the Post Office.. sending cheques by letter..but this new fashion was another of your uncle Boris’s edicts...Banks put up the postal account interest rates to entice postal customers.. but, of course, they have put them down again.” “At least”, Saraya droned on, “The Girobank that was is still in Royaumes Unies hands. We are an entirely internal Royaumes Unies outfit. No exploitation of foreign child labour...” “If a girl is fourteen years old”, snapped Ms. po Lune, “She is old enough to get married and old enough to be a licensed hooligan.. She should also have the right to earn a living. The RU imports millions of illegal immigrants when those born here are refused a job...” “There is nothing to stop them emigrating to Fouchette”, chided Ms. Soroya, “Because we are entirely R. U. we don’t have to worry about discrimination and human rights.. There is no discrimination and human rights abuse in the RU.” But it turned out that the Alliance and Leicester had a Calamity Jane of their own. Such a person trundled up, rotating her six-shooter round her little finger:- “I’m Ma Barker. Non-executive director and token woman. My own company is reinsurance agent to lloyds of llondon. I chair the Open University audit committee and used to be Finance Director of our Stock Exchange... You must be Lila po Lune... Perhaps we should be comparing notes...”. The two sneaked off behind a rhodadendron bush to discuss business. But Ms. Goldenlay did not have to fret for long. She was accosted by Dick Banks, former goal keeper to the Alliance and Leicester team, after whom the bank was originally named, by Cecil Rhodes, former premier of South Africa, and by Red Duke and Mike McTight, non-executive directors. They sneaked behind another rhodadendron bush. Various little girls with minicomputers followed behind the rhodadendron bushes to render technical assistance.. “Glad you’ve come!”, commented Ma Barker, “We don’t get a word in edgeways...” “We?” “Yes...We!” “And in your case your own company, Equitas, gets your fee as a Neddy. .. but I suppose it is your company and that’s almost as good as a real fee....” “It’s tradition if your also an exec.. Our Mr. Pym is only allowed to keep one extraneous Neddy Fee.. He Neds in our company’s time.. for which he gets paid a .. competitive salary... Though not as competitive as some...” “If it’s we whom we are talking about...We have been under the impression that R.U. banks, in their anxiety to give money away and to outlend competitors, have been dishing out imaginary cash to cats, dogs and budgerigars...” “Cats, dogs... maybe so!”, remarked Ms. Saraya, “but nevertheless, it is not so easy for people. We have a Money Laundering Enforcement Officer...” “Money-laundering... That’s your word for tax-evasion.”, remarked Ms. Lila, “That applies to so-called RU citizens... but not to cats, dogs and what we call Illegal Immigrants. It is practically impossible for RU natives to open a bank account... But that does not apply to borrowing money...” “Banks don’t really want depositors... and that only to the extent that they provide low-interest loans to aid us in the giving away. Bank accounts we see mainly as a route to giving away money...It says here in Ms. Fatima’s report: ‘We opened 254,000 new accounts in 2005, most of which were salary funded’. People with wages automatically borrow several times that on top .. pensioners don’t borrow. They pay! ..” “And”, added Ms. Saraya, “the proportion of unsecured loan balances in arrears at the end of 2005 was 5.1%, reflecting the modest deterioration in the UK personal sector credit quality....The impairment charge on unsecured personal loans and current accounts increased by£35m..the number of insolvencies in the UK personal sector increased by 45%..the Retail Banking Impairment Charge was increased by£28m.......” “Precisely so! You have tightened up”, Ms.po Lune agreed. “as have your rivals.. on what you call the unsecured aspect of your lending... but only because you have had to... Our charlady, fourteen year old Ms. Fatima Patel, who writes the Annual Reports of all Royaumes Unies Public Companies, gave me a briefing. To be honest, not even Don Robert Maxwell, Professor of Accountancy at our Delmonte University, can understand Ms. Fatima’s R.U. reports, though it turns out that little differs from last year ...apart from the currently fashionable rubbish which appears in all reports..corporate responsibility, directors ‘touring the operations’, Casella Stanger assessing Environmental and Management System Development, directors assessing each others performance and getting outside agencies ton do the same, platitudinous statements on governance, risk and responsibility, fuelling inflation by decorating the fronts of businesses, the Building Research Establishment Environmental Assessment Method (BREAM), safety records, 2000 best buy recommendations in newspapers.. and so on.. “You have also recorded on environment-friendly paper: ‘All of our electricity continues to be supplied from renewable sources.. This is exempt of the climate levy and minimises carbon dioxide emissions. This just proves what a fraud President Toby’s environmental obsession is.. quite apart fro this being impossible, ‘renewable’ means ‘trees’ and their carbon burns to produce the same carbon dioxide as anyone else’s... “But your figures are much the same as last year’s.. Fatima, therefore, has not been reporting any particular chickens coming home to roost. But it does appear that you are not too happy about people paying off their mortgages.. You don’t count that as default but remortgage and, under new accounting rules that provides a long-term stability against chickens... for a few years... Ms. Patel writes: “More proactive approach to customer retention ..2005 a very succesful year.. lower mortgage redemptions than in 2004..resulting in record lending of 4.9bnPF and 5.4% market share”. But you have got mounting bad debts..and you are inviting them. ‘Our branches can now give customers an indication of the amount we will lend them within minutes..saving a lengthy initial interview process’...an interview process..aimed particularly at ‘first time buyers’.. ” “We have a risk committee to take care of that”. admitted Ma Barker. “This is part of everyday management. It doesn’t help for some committee to appoint itself the self-opinionated interfering nanny...pretending to have a function when really they understand nothing about anything..” “That is, of course, We’s opinion...Committee Control.. as we call it, corporate governance.. when it passes beyond awarding ourselves perks is apt to become destructive meddling...which was a tradition in the hospital that stood in these grounds... Their committee of madmen should have paid the Mad Monk a proper salary and let him get on with the job. That’s why we pay Dick so much money. If he fails, then we give him a golden handshake and get someone else...” “Nevertheless, there has to be a suspicion.. amongst those who already have such a suspicion.. that there are escalating bad debts.. If the company is viewed via such fashionable criteria as earnings per share or shareholders’ funds it has what we call a mathematical instability.. these statistics, which you consider critical, are minute numbers compared with the great mountain of uncertainty, the billions of assets, covered by debts, which supposedly have been lent out, still belong to the company and earn an income..” Ms. Goldenlay, meanwhile, was gossiping with the other party. “To tell you more”, she was saying, “I would first have to consult Ms. Patel, “If I have to contact you.. I can do so by phone”. “Phone?”, asked a puzzled Red Duke... “She means”, explained Soroya, “an interactive voice reponse system. They call it a ‘telephone’ or a ‘call centre’. Don Derek was imitating the crows that were hovering overhead: “Caw Four! Caw Four! Partner Four! Partner Four! Caw Four!” “Oui!”, agreed Ms. Goldenlay, “Voila un carrefour! Aupres votre M1...” “Did you know that research by Morgan Stanley reveals that our bank is more likely to be recommended to friends than any other.?” “They were right.. but it is nevertheless a stupid waste getting people to send round these questionnaires..” The usual conversations took place regarding pensions, perks and other recurrent topics which, unfortunately Ms. Minerva Miniskirt, Press Officer, does not have space to report though comments appear in other circulars. Ms.Goldenlay and Ms. Lila left slightly unreassured by the internet, the paperless bank, the holes everywhere being seen dug in the ground and the inflationary erections everywhere arising...and proceded towards the City Centre and the ceremonial opening of the First Environment City's Great Hole in the Road... Rotters News Agency, Palais d'Orleans, Isle de Belsize, 9.5.06 “





