From Ms Minerva Miniskirt, Minister of Information, Free Colombian Trade Federation, Palais d,Orleans, Port aux Bicycletts, Isle de Belsize





British Genontocracy Cultivates RU Fuel Costs








The Pommie BG Company – not to be confused with British Gas –is  one of the numerous offshoots of the former Pommie National Gas and  supplies six per cent of the gas consumed in the RU.  BG  is promoting its claim for a prestigious award with the allegations that it has increased its charges to Royaumes Unies customers by 61.35%, compared with an international increase of 26.34% and that it maintains  R.U. Prices at 35.5% above international levels.  The company also claims to pay its non-executive directors c£3000 per hour of non-work and to be intent on squandering £3bn on buying back its own shares…





‘You can lead a horse to water but cannot make it drink’ – applies apparently to Mannesmann-Vodafone but not to BG and Tamswasser.





Ms. Minerva Miniskirt, because of the space-shortage shortage, has been forced to postpone publication of the report that relates how Mme. Pandora ‘Mama Doc’ Nikodemopoulos came to be Chief Judge in the award of the prestigious Pandora’s Box Corporate Irresponsibility Trophy.  Briefly - Mme Doc, who is Chairman of the Belsize Bourse, refused to impose upon clients the obligation to sign the  Subacute Combined Degeneration Code which Mr. Nikodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikodemopoulos, President of the influential international Intspectre Organisation, has composed for the Stock Markets of the World.  Mme. Doc and her fellow independent directors considered that they could determine for themselves whether or not they wished to deal in a particular security, that rules and regulations were the job of government and that the code was hypocritical and could be seen as an attempt to feather the nests of Jolly Good Fellows such as accountants and lawyers.. such as the Stock Exchange itself  might be seen to represent.  The regulations also interfered with the manner in which a company was organised and were therefore within neither the powers nor the responsibilities of a stock exchange.  Ms. Lila po Lune, independent director of the Bourse, declared that modern governance, with the company directors and their pals, the Fund Managers, out of the control of shareholders or government, plundering the company’s assets and borrowings, was incurably corrupt and that  the SCDC sought to reinforce the Jolly Good Fellows who were the instruments of corruption while decorating them in expensive designer sheeps’ clothing.  To placate his wife, Uncle Boris agreed not merely to the exemption of the Belsize Exchange but persuaded  the Banco Belsize Cayman International to institute the Prized Corporate Irresponsibility Award with Mrs Nikodemopoulos  as Chief Judge.





Recent press coverage has focussed on two candidates.  The entry from the Vodafone company as a matter of fact has not yet been received but the reports by Ms. Miniskirt that Germans had suspicions about the manner of the takeover of their Mannesmann company and were deserting to Telemobil and the formerly RU but now Spanish Oh! Tu Quoque Brute Company proved justified and there has been a massive write off… to which record paper loss the company has responded by buttering up the Fund Managers with increased dividends and a ‘return of capital’ – while the borrowing has increased by two hundred million £P.   Nevertheless, there may not have been so great a loss.. since the Mannesman Company was bought with overvalued Vodafone shares.  It is the sellers then who were the losers (for which the Judges award Bonus Points).  There have also been strong supporters of the claims of Thames Water, now part of the West German Krupp Corporation.  This has excelled itself by discovering previously unsuspected theories surrounding Water Shortage.  It now has revealed that it knew about these unsuspected theories five years in advance and, for that reason, has planned and now applying to erect a desalination plant in central London. The usually highly educated Germans have confused the Royaumes Unies with Dubai.  Further points are awarded to Thames Water for their leading pundits into the trap of becoming obsessed with the company’s alleged leakages of water .. which plays into the hands of  Toby Liar and the water companies which have for many years been eager to introduce water meters and higher prices. The present report, however, reviews the merits of the BG Corporation.





The Directors of the BG Company were anxious to respond to Ms. Gloria Goldenlay’s invitation to her Domestic Market at the Palais d’Orleans on the Isle de Belsize since they assumed this would improve their chances of winning the coveted Pandora’s Box Prize for Corporate Irresponsibility.   The Board of BG is on the average twenty years older than the Management Committee..B.G. stands for British Gerontocracy.., but the Board decided to be accompanied by one of their youngest manager, one Stefan Ricketts, present the company’s case for the award.  The intending travellers were told by their Locations Bureau that they would have to take the Gas Train to Elba Island.





Everyone knows that when the Emperor Napoleon came before the Risk Committee, consisting entirely of old regime aristocracy, for mislaying a massive army, much of it French, he pleaded anxiously: -





“Please! Please! Whatever you do, don’t send me into exile!”





“Les judges avont cela considerees tres carefully, Monsieur Napoleon.  Nous n’avons pas d’alternatif  to sending vous into exile…!”





“Well, … if I don’t appeal against that… Please! Please! Don’t send me to Elba!”





“Les judges avont considerees tres carefully, Monsieur Napoleon, tous les alternatifs.  C’est one alone  vacancie.. sur L’Isle d’ Elba ..wherever that is..!”





Exiling Napoleon to Elba was akin to exiling Neil Kinnock to Abergavenny.





So the Directors boarded the Gas Train to Italy.  But then, when they were halfway there, they received  a phone call that in order to thwart the terrorist ambitions of the Brigand Tung of Pilkington, Elba had been translocated to halfway between Troy and Geneva , West of Cairo and East of Andalusia.. and so they redirected to the Gas Train to Sebastopol.. only then to be told that Elba Island had now shifted to the Mexican Gulf, off the cost of Alabama.  So they took the Elba Express in that direction, to discover on arrival that Elba Island, rented by BG from the El Paso Corporation, was four thousand kilometres from the Isle de Belsize…Then they were flown by a company plane to the Isle d’Elba in the Maltesas Archelago, and thence by one of  Uncle Boris’s fleet of non-executive jets to Uncle Boris’s amphibious hoveryacht Nikodemos, the former aircraft carrier Ark Royal, and thence by helicopter to the roof of the Palais d’ Orleans at Port aux Bicyclettes on the Isle de Belsize.  





A company needs a corporate image.. and that of BG currently was one of happiness.  Although at their age, except for Mr. Ricketts and Mr. Almanza, the finance chief, this was not that easily done, they were dressed in ballet costumes, joyfully dancing.  “This is an exciting time to be in the gas industry!” they cheerfully chanted.





“With growing long term insecurity of energy supplies!”, sang the equally joyful welcoming delegation of Tum Tum Narcoutes, the Smartest Tum Tums ever, dressed in accordance with the climatic requirements – and on the roof it was even hotter than on the shore below – but heavily armed and brandishing charitable collection boxes:  ‘President’s Relief Fund.  Give Generously! President Mussolini personally will add an amount equal to your donation.’  President Mussolini had already anticipated their generosity by donating his entire income to the fund.. and of this moieties could be set aside retrospectively as BGOF donations.  Nevertheless the Directors felt that their chances of winning the prize would be enhanced by their generosity.





“Demand for gas is rising”, sang the Tum Tums, “when indigenous energy supplies are in decline…”





“We are entering the Age of Gas!”, chanted the BG delegation.





Hurricane wheels and solar thermocouples surrounded… and there were the portable hydro generators scattered on the shore below…but the Age of Gas was not currently evident.  It is not that the Federation has no sewage farms, nor has their been any threat of exhaustion of local methane availability.... but as matters presently appeared, if there had ever been an Age of Gas on Belsize, the island had anticipated the rest of the world by overtaking it.





Once the pockets were emptied, the Tum Tums led the visiting delegation to the side of the roof, where they were required to slide down ropes.  The Tum Tums explained that this was an anti-terrorist exercise.. not that any uninvited terrorist had much chance of approaching the Isle de Belsize… and there were special harnesses for wheelchairs ..though the visitors, as a matter of fact, didn’t have any.. 





Ms. Fatima Patel was waiting at the base of the rope down which the agile Mr. Ricketts was sliding… He arrived while his fellow delegates were still struggling a hundred metres above … He explained his mission and she led him Ms. Goldenlay. .who was patting the snouts of the Ichthiosaurus Skegnessie and a companion of the same species..





“Guten Tag, Herr Stefan!”, exclaimed Ms. Goldenlay, “As a matter of fact, I am not only Chief Minister of Belsize and Federal Finance Minister but the fully independent manager of the Poncho Bolero International of Colombia Pharmaceuticals Corporation Pension Fund.. as my mother and grandmother were before me…when you were still a little boy.. That was not so long ago.. Also the fund’s subsidiary in the RU…All your pundits in the Royaumes Unies were trying to persuade me to sell my shares in your BG Company… I think it had hedged itself by signing contracts to buy expensive gas in a falling market… and to buy shares in Vodafone!  If I was one of  your own RU Fund Managers .. if Uncle Boris didn’t give me a free hand.. I might have felt myself pressurised into complying.  Today, I expect, you come to boast about your profits…”





“I don’t know what happened in ancient times..My memory doesn’t go that far back…That must have been in the days of … John Major!  But, surely, a couple of billion here or there means nothing to your Uncle Boris…”





“The only motto you have in the RU is ‘Sell! Sell! Sell!”.. The latest casualty is your Airports Authority  .. andI have just had this cheque from your Scottish Power… Your pundits think that the job of the directors is the asset-stripping of companies to satisfy the short term needs of  their fund managers!  With the hyperinflation in the RU..what am I to with these Pommie Pfunt? ..Into what can I reinvest that is not overpriced or worthless?  But I I thought you had previously another proverb in the RU – Look after the billions and the centimes will look after themselves! ..  Uncle Boris is a moralist… His island of Knossos may have the largest per capita wealth and income in the universe.. but if you dropped half a matchstick on the pavement it would end up being recycled…..a bit like Die Schweitz I suppose..  Is that in your Honkey Federation?    You will be wanting to speak to my Auntie Pan.  On this occasion she has enrolled Mme Whipcane as accomplice … the famous society hostess and biographer… who is Dean of Leadership Training at our University of  Delmonte…”





“Your anti-terrorist precautions”, Mr. Stefan observed, “are a bit… hairy!”





“Oh it’s just a bit of amusement which Dr. Karadzic, our police chief, has thought up.  There is no danger really.. If you fell off, Skegnessie would catch you in her mouth…and the Tumm Tum’s don’t use real bullets during antiterrorist exercises ..”





 Mrs.Pandora ‘Moma Doc’ Nikodemopoulos and Mme Georgina Whipcane, adorned in great sun hats but nothing else, were sitting at a table upon which was perched a replica of the the Pandara Box that was to be displayed permanently in the foyer of the Non-Executive hotel at Billirici on Knossos, in full view of the Tum Tum  Help Desk… There had been no need to manufacture the original since that was scheduled to be permanently held in a vault on Belsize… and, since it was never to be taken out of the vault, it would make no difference were it not actually there or were it not to exist at all…





Mme Whipcane stuck Mr. Rickets on the buttocks with a bamboo rod..





“Sit down!”, she ordered.  Mr. Rickets complied.





“The ..ouch!..volatility …ouch!” Mr. Rickets began, “Could I have a chair without the nails…”





“If you so wish!”.  Mme Whipcane signalled to a Tum Tum.





“The volatility of international gas prices has adverse implications for the industy’s competitiveness and, combined with security concerns…”





“Shut up!”, snapped Ms. Whipcane and rapped his knuckles with a plastic ruler. “We have read your Corporate Irresponsibility Report.. and, of course, this 153 page Annual Speech Day Programme composed for you by Ms. Fatima Patel… She’s the fourteen year old girl who welcomed you earlier.. as she would!”. Ms. Whipcane banged the Annual Report onto the table. “Recyclable! With Forest Stewardship Council Certification!”





“On the front cover”, she continued, “we do not read ‘Providing gas responsibly to the world’ – which would make me vomit.. which would improve your chances of winning this particular prize..  but there is written instead ‘Delivering outstanding value to shareholders’.  Good!  Good! But banal and hackneyed!  It is excellent business practice to rely on conformity with the bandwaggon of expert consensus.. but, since this hackneyed banality is common to all, it provides you with no competitive advantage when applying for this award.   We do require some originality!”





“It might be supposed” Ms Whipcane continued  “that a corporate person has a responsibility to a variety of victims – to the employees, the customers, the shareholders, the world, the universe.. but it has no responsibility, other than in so far as they belong to other categories, to the independent non-executive directors or the pundits or the Jolly Good Fellows (JGFs).  Matters are simplified because the only companies accepted to compete for this award provide some service of sufficiently universal import for the long term interests of all categories to coincide.  The long term provisional of affordable fuel is more important to shareholder than the dividend and more important to the director than the perk.  It can be reasonably expected that the long term function of the company is more important to the jolly good fellows than their private plunder.  In our assessments, however, we expect the Neddies to be too stupid to realise this and also expect the fox that kills the Goldenlay Goose to amass sufficient eggs through his piracy to persuade himself that his own personal future assured.  In making our judgements we do not assume that the JGFs are themselves aware of the interpretations that can be put on their pronouncements, their actions or consequences thereof.”





“Precisely so!”, Moma Doc agreed, “But nevertheless we are primarily searching for demonstrations of the Principle of Lip Service – that a declaration of virtue absolves the corporate entity or the JGFs from compliance with the virtue..”





“How can we prove ourselves guilty?”, asked the lawyer.





“The PLS can be identified”, Ms Whipcane explained, “in the form of other principles that automatically follow… such as the principle of ambiguity and the principle of shifted responsibility (SR).  An ambigued  statement has at least one possible meaning which can be taken to be a goodie-do-goodie declaration and at least one which reflects internationally accepted business practice.  The committee system naturally has SR inbuilt.  The pundits utter pious self-righteous goodness and institute irrelevant and counterproductive witch hunts and rules and regulations, preferably not merely irrelevant but impossible to enact.. so that the underling is automatically guilty… and training courses that generate money for the pundits.  But also SR is achieved by the local warlord owning the gas-mine and the company collecting a dividend…





“You do present a prima facie case.  On page 6 we have ‘connect high value markets to competitively priced resources..’ and again on page 4   ‘Strategy for Success’ – very good that, very Bucksuniversityish… ‘Our core strategy is to secure’.. new line.. ‘competitively priced gas and connect it to customers in high value markets’.”





“That might mean”, interjected Mme Penelope, “the extraordinarily high priced Royaumes Unies market…”





“Furthermore”, continued Ms Whipcane, “on page 6 we have also ‘technical, commercial and gas-chain skills to deliver projects at low cost whilst maximising the sales value of hydrocarbons…’ or on page eight ‘STRATEGY: … focussed on securing competitively priced gas and bringing that gas to high-value markets.’.. and then on page 22 we have ‘increased realisations achieved… including the benefit of redirecting 31 cargoes (2004  18 cargoes) to higher value markets..’…





“How does this gas-umping operate? If President Walker Blow Johnson of the Etats Unies lowers his interest rates and Toby Liar does not lower his..so that the dollar falls relative to the Pfunt.. Do you then send all the gas trains to the Etat Unies because the price has gone up.. or do you redirect to the RU because you have already agreed a  fixed price in the EU and this fixed price is now worth less?”





“How does that help us win the award?”, asked the lawyer “It’s just buying and selling at the most favourable prices...”





“Not entirely!”, answered Moma Doc, “It could be said that fuel is required by everyone.. at an affordable price…and that it is your job to provide it..  You say you are getting the gas as cheaply as possible and then selling it only to the rich.. charging them such prices that nobody else can afford the fuel…”





“That just enables us to avert the exhaustion of international supplies”, whined the lawyer.





“Good! Very Good!”, Moma Doc exclaimed, “But we have to prove that it is not just philanthropy..that it is more gangsterism or what we call the free market economy .. that you are using monopoly positions and political power to effect extortion and preferably also that there is a great waste by the favoured classes at the expense of those seen as meriting voluntary euthanasia.”





“There is a further prima facie case presented”.  Moma Doc interjected, “by your data on page 22 of Fatima’s report.  We read that the average realised price of UK gas produced per therm was in the years 2003, 2004 and 2005 respectively 16.92 Pommie Pence, 19.64 Pp and 27.30 Pp, whereas the corresponding figures for ‘international gas’ are 13.67Pp, 13.95Pp and 17.27Pp.  We take this to mean that the international price has increased by 26.34 per cent whereas the price you charge the Pommies has increased by 61.35%.  Also you are charging the Pommies 35.5% above international prices”





“Yes! Pommie gas is more expensive than international gas…”





“Yes, indeed!”, Mme Whipcane conceded, “It could be that you are restricting the more expensive Pommie Gas to the Pommie market and making Pommie-style profits.  But it could be that the increased Pommie Price is not really a higher price but just a reflection of the hyperinflation which your President Toby so statistically denies… though, on the other hand, you are running out of Pommie Gas and have reversed the flow direction in the interconnector ..but you are still charging Pommie Prices for the International Gas…You will be relying on gas imported from Norway or Russia..or Liquid Natural Gas.. for which you charge more.. from elsewhere…from Egypt .. and ..Kazekhstan?”





“We will have to look into it..”, Moma Doc intervened  “But it does seem to us that BG is an RU company and that you started as a nationalised public service and that you have a corporate responsibility to the RU population and that you are abusing that responsibility.. but we do not see how your policy is consistent with the principle of bribing the local population…”





“We don’t have to bribe the local population!”, the lawyer complained, “We have to bribe Toby Liar.  He has raised the North Sea Oil Tax to fifty per cent… We reckon that for every pound the end consumer pays for the gas, Toby gets forty pommie pence.. and that doesn’t include the VAT..”





“OK.. the money goes to Toby Liar”, Moma Doc admitted, “..ultimately a great deal more than reflected in your figures. And Toby Liar needs a lot of money because of the hyperinflation he has created  with his easy money policy…”








“And”, added Ms. Penelope, “There is the related case of Northern Ireland.. where you have the Seabank gas-driven electricity generator… and have negotiated with the government to fix prices on the basis of  cost of gas… expensive North Sea Gas, presumably… and don’t you yourself produce it and fix the price…?”





“The price of North Sea gas is determined by the also above average Brent Oil Prices…”





“Ah yes!”





“There is a further prima facie case..”, added Mme Whipcane, “We have focussed here on your being primerally or in origin a Pommie Company..  and currently thirty per cent of your production is in the RU and the percentage of your sales that end up in the RU is higher… and you and fellow companies are cultivating the RU as a high price market…It is therefore good business practice to exploit or undermine the very punters whom you were originally appointed to serve..but you also have responsibilities in other countries and a responsibility to the world in general…!”





“There is no such a thing as a Pommie Company!”, the lawyer corrected Mme Whipcane’s “Everything in Pommieland is being sold abroad! ..”





“Don’t we know it!”, exclaimed Mme Whipcane, “and in that the companies are earning points for the award.. It is being done for the pockets of the independent directors and their friends at the expense of their country.  Pommieland is going to end up as a nonentity that has taken early retirement… But my point here is that there are local responsibilities, not just in the RU, but also more general international responsibilities…”





“And we with others contribute 20% to the gas production in Thighland…”





“In your literature the need to conserve gas supplies is nowhere mentioned.. and you are really expected to declare conformity with a virtue before transgressing it…”





“But could we not claim to have effected a misdirection.. discouraged focus from one virtue by throwing emphasis on another?”





“Yes!”, Ms. Whipcane conceded, “That is correct!  In this case we find that the RU is running out of gas.. albeit, expensive gas.. and your President Toby, you say, is co-operating with you by charging taxes so high that it is not economical to extract further gas… and the Etats Unie even is running out of gas…”





“.. which..”, the lawyer pointed out, “leads to another point… The Western Powers have become increasingly dependent on and vulnerable to our more belligerent international colleagues.. and, in fact, the RU, if it fell out with the Brigand Tung, would not last five minutes…”





“And you claim to be assisting the RU in this demise by encouraging its dependence on foreign fuel…?”





“Yes, I suppose so!  But what I was really saying is that Fatima’s Report might reveal important national secrets…”





“Yes.. all this is in your favour”, asserted Moma Doc, “but what we have particularly in mind is.. have you been encouraging waste of a valuable commodity in limited supply?  In particular, not only is gas being used to produce electricity but you yourselves operate gas-fuelled electrical generating stations…”





“We would have liked to make an issue of that”, the lawyer admitted, “but unfortunately, not only is gas more abundant than gas, as it is called in the Etats Unies, but gas creates less pollution than rival fuels.  Gaseous hydrocarbons contain a higher percentage of hydrogen than liquid petrol… and the hydrogen burns into vapourised water shortage and not carbon dioxide…”





“We don’t take carbon dioxide emission scares very seriously in the Federation”, Moma Doc replied, “But for argument’s sake we can say that it matters.. that anything which increases Toby’s Taxes ..and carbon dioxide generates taxes..is in your favour… In that case you could provide data that you are not only extracting… methane, ethane, propane, butane.. from the ground but releasing it into the air.  These molecules, in your greenhouse gas language, have  higher carbon dioxide equivalents than carbon dioxide.”





“This surely represents”, Ms. Whipcane added, “a clear case for claiming misdirection.. that the pollution argument does not really stand up.  If you use up the gas, then you have to use the other fuels.  ..”





“We will assume that you pursue that point!”, Moma Doc continued, “Furthermore, gas is already a fuel.  It does not therefore need necessarily to be converted, for subsequent use, to electricity.  The conversion is bound to involve a loss of energy.. The loss – known as the Second Law of Thermodynamics or some such thing -  was formerly considered to be at least forty per cent ..though you claim you now also have uses for the global warming that exudes in addition to the electricity…The punters do need educating into minimising their use of electrical devices … You write that you are encouraging the consumption of fuel by the rich… but then, if you can make further profit from the thus increased prices ..you encourage the poor also to live like the rich rather than tipping off the rich that it might be wiser for them to act in the manner of the poor…those who consume less, anyway, not necessarily the official poor…”





“So we have established some achievements that qualify you for entry”, snapped Mme Whipcane, “Have you anything else to add?”





“You say that we can get no competitive advantage through achievements which we have in common with everyone else…”





You have employed Towers Perrin as an outside party to whip up directors’ perks .. and you have an LTIP and you pressurise employs into contributing to charities by means of buy one get one free top offers from the company.. and you produce some corporate gibberish.. and all the degeneracy code committees and stupidities.and pompous declarations …the buying of own shares.. the Dons on committees…You pay a fortune to your Neddies to do nothing except attend a few beanos…the platitudes and self-praise and muscle flexing for show and the training.. and the rest.. But everyone does these things…”





“But, surely, we can claim that our achievements differ in degree, that they are bigger and better!”





“Yes”, Moma Doc agreed, “.. we do compile measures of relative performance in the banalities..and, I suppose, an exceptional banality constitutes an originality





“You repeat the lie universally uttered by the pundits that the dishonesty and stupidity of  buying your own shares is ‘returning cash to the shareholders’ ..specifically, you intend to squander one billion Pommie Pfunt ..which you say consists of Pfunt from amongst the Usdollar 1.8 pretax receipts from the North Caspian Sea Assets.. and you describe this as ‘returning £1 billion to shareholders’   The same statement is expressed more effectively on page 4 as ‘At the end of the year we had net funds of £P253 million’ ..which does not sound too good…and then immediately .. ‘We announced plans for a £Pbillion share repurchase’ ..bigger than your entire annual investment programme..  ‘in part due to the aggregate pre-tax consideration of US dollar1.8 billion received’….so that this entire Etats Unies booty, four times your alleged net funds,  is being converted, according to you, to Pfunt and thrown away.  You claim that your entire years earnings are only 1357 million.. in this context ‘only’ – and you are wasting it all to buy up shares to give to your directors… and on page 21 we have ‘initiated a £P one billion share buy back’ (shares described as ‘kept in treasury’) ‘following the receipt of excepional pre-tax proceeds of Usdollar 1.8 billion on the sale of the groups interest in Caspian Sea PSA..’  which appears to claim that the money is an addendum created by inflation on the originally booked price of the asset..” 





 “We noted”, Mme Whipcane continued, “ that you have two Dons on your Board and one and half Milors.. and have employed at least one more Milor as an advisor..but no President of the CBI.  Dame Stella Rimington counts as a Milor and has retired.  We do not subtract the points scored immediately on retirement but amortise them over the next ten years .. but if the retired Milor is replaced by another Milor then the score of the retired Milor is cancelled., or if a Don is recruited, partially cancelled…  Demerit points are gained for lawyers, accountants and  management experts and deducted for engineers and scientists. ..”





“We have been pretty creative”, surely, the lawyer declared, “in our corporate gibberish.  We have repeated ‘gas chain’ or just ‘chain’ dozens of times.. as well as ‘gas train’ and ‘liquifaction train’ – with-it terms that rhyme with ‘food chain’ and ‘flood plane’…”





“Chain doesn’t rhyme with chain…”, declared Mme Georgina, striking the lawyer on the shoulder with the bamboo rod, “I dub thee Sir Stefanovich!… but we have noticed the gibberish.  The notion is that there is a series of events as the gas passes from under the ground to the endpoint consumer and that each point you impose further charges and Toby imposes further taxes and the locals impose further bribes… But for it to be CG you must also use the terminology indiscriminately where it does not conform with the presumed definition.  We think you pass that hurdle.  But at the same time, you have several times used the now obsolete CGs of ‘lubrication’…. no ….. ‘leverage’.. and ‘our people’..”





“We further submit to you”, the lawyer added, ‘ the vocable ‘trajectory’ or ‘growth trajectory’.





“We noticed that.  Strictly speaking, a trajectory is a trajectory and a growth trajectory is just growth.. but the word is usually used in the Pommie language for a passage downwards or upwards and then down… it is not an orbit and probably not a rocket ship which soars into outer space and vanishes… ‘drive our earnings growth trajectory’ is synonymous with ‘boost our earnings’ and you will do it ‘as a multiple of global energy demand growth’.  I take it that the multiple of demand is greater than one…which contributes towards your merit point growth trajectory…”





“I fancy ‘acreage’ or ‘exploration acreage’” injected Ms. Penelope..”You can take out the c,g and final e from ‘acreage’.  I also fancy ‘upstream’ and ‘downstream’.. Our cryptoanalysts say that if you stand at particular point in the food train, what comes before is upstream and what comes after is downstream.. but it does sound rather like ‘up’ and ‘down’ in the sense of money-making or whatever….”





“on that theme”, added Ms Georgina, “We are delighted to hear that you were absolved compliance with Neil Kinnock’s EU Gas Directive when purchasing your interest in the Berlusconi Bottling Plant.. but a ‘letter of agreement’ in Chile or the ‘Memorandum of Understanding’ in Nigeria and the whatsit in Equatorial Guinea..… I still don’t understand Contracts for Differences.... and you have various terms for ‘pie in the sky’..filed for approval by  the FERC.. 	and the rest..”





There is also pictorial gibberish, of course”, Moma Doc remarked “and we are very impressed by the diagram on page 31, with the words ‘corporate responsibility’ surrounded by a circle of four arrows labelled ‘society’, ‘environment’, ‘conduct’, and.. unfortunately, ‘our people’.  But despite that blemish.. Did you get this from the University of Buckingham? .. we have not seen anything quite so ridiculous for years!  It beats,  we think, the Northern Rock Circle of Virtuosity.





“We are also very impressed by the two pie diagrams on page 33.  The data on that page as well as elsewhere confirm that you regard the Royaumes Unies as in Europe and there is nowhere else in your classification for them to be.  In the first diagram we see that 25% of employees are ‘by location’ in the RU though the writing underneath says it is 34.08% and the next pie diagram puts only 18% of employees, by ‘region’, into Europe!”





“Isn’t in our favour”, asked the lawyer, “that our independent non-executive directors are paid at least £57,000 per annum.. with extras for service on other committees…”





“Frankly”, Mme. Georgina replied, “we were very impressed by that.  We have not yet made any intensive study of your Neddies.. but we assume that this cannot refer to more than eight board meetings per year.  We do not suppose that the span of attention of the RU JGF exceeds two hours and in fact your RU committee meetings are usually scheduled not to exceed that amount.. which makes it £3562.5 per Neddie per hour.. for doing nothing.. or engaging in silly games in conformity with the Subacute Combined Degeneracy Code and lots of goodies …and entertainment and expense awards on the side… None of the entries we have so far examined can compete with this…”





“But isn’t  in our favour”, asked the lawyer, “that we have made a profit… £P1568m in 2005 compared with £P914m the previous year and, during the year before that, £P802m…a real and not pretended profit..”





“Or you could quote even more dramatic versions of this.. such as the total recognised income attributable to shareholders, given on page 67 £P2026m (for the year), compared with £P778m the previous year and £P 792 the year before that!  Fatima has recorded on page 69 the shareholders equity for 2004 as £P4567 and for 2005 £P6182 and the corresponding retained earnings as £P2625 and £P3794.  With this possible exception, we have had no applications from any companies that claim to have made a profit which we cannot reasonably argue to have made a loss.  At first sight your profit is so enormous and the increase in profit so enormous that we can dent it or prove you have broken even but cannot prove the loss.  But consider now that you regard your actual business earnings to be £1357 ..which excludes what you claim to be profits on various sales and adjustments .. and the extra amount not here included can be challenged … and compare this with the fact that your investment programme comes to, you say, £P900 million and your recorded assets include amounts for unproved reserves.. which are written off in amortisments if they reserves are not then ‘proved’ ..and consider also that as we understand it your increased dividend will be included in the next years figures and that you are squandering one billion Pommie Pfunt  ..by which you mean a thousand million, on a share repurchase programme (these shares then to become ‘treasury shares’) .. simply throwing the money out of the window.. though I suppose it is cheaper to buy shares to give to your directors than to merely print them or to engage in the other fiddles whereby directors increase the percentage of their holdings in the company… and the directors are persuaded that these purchases will increase earnings per share and thereby entitle them to increased perks.. though this hardly ever works out.. and we are not convinced that you have used an inflation accounting that fully accounts for the RU hyperinflation.  And there is the current debt of according to you £P900m, though it may be more..But supposing that you had really made this profit or a profit.. and considering that you claim that you have earnings per share of 38.3p and, were it not for the criminality of the share purchases, you would be retaining all except a 6p dividend for the use of the company ..would this really be irresponsibility?  Don’t the companies with clearly demonstrable losses who are claiming a profit have one over you.?”.   





“You will award points, surely”, the lawyer corrected her “ where a company claims to have made a profit, particularly, an increasing profit but has really made a sizeable loss, before or after exceptionals, and is borrowing increased amounts of money, and is at the same time buying up  own shares, awarding ever increasing directors perks and dishing out further perks to the fund managers…”





“Yes!”, Georgina agreed, “that is accepted business practice…but we thought Vodafone was going to win that event!”





 “But also, points are awarded where the company profits by antisocial means.. and, therefore, bonus points if there is a very large profit…”





“The judges will have to discuss this.  It might be more favourable to make a large loss by antisocial means.. and we are not sure that it would not be more realistic to say that in your case the loss cannot be proved whereas in other cases it can… We can make a case for your breaking approximately even rather than making a large profit…”





“Don’t we get points also for stating the obvious…the groups reputation for high standards in all its activities contributes to its business success…”





“If everything that comes out of your mouth is obvious.. or such that it would be obvious were it true..”, Mme. Whipcane pointed out, “… that generates some points.. but it also means that there is no information provided to generate further merit marks… We cannot award the prize solely on the basis of transparency…But yes, standard business practice includes not only the obvious but … say, this declaration of yours ‘It is often alleged, for example, that resource wealth in developing countries leads to corruption.  That need not be the case and we will have no part in it. In fact we go further and apply the same transparent and ethical standards in our operations, regardless of where we work in the world…’  You don’t want their business, then?





“He has to say that”, Ms. Doc interposed, “and it is essential to the Principle of Lip Service..”





“Yes.. but I was using it as an illustrative point.. They would hardly be expected to say they encourage bribery… and, when they ‘go further’, they say a little too much! – and then, of course, there shortly follows ‘recognising the increasing range of cultural and social environments’...”





“Furthermore”, the lawyer continued, “we are increasingly seeking to focus our social programme and investments on projects that will foster sustainable development within those communities…”





“Good! Good!”, exclaimed Ms. Whipcane, “No self-sacrifice in your charity!  The acceptable face of bribery!  But hardly an unique achievement by your company!”





“Furthermore”, Stefan continued, “successful relationships with host governments and neighbouring communities contribute to good and sustainable returns for shareholders”.





“Furthermore”, continued the lawyer, “the Chairman’s Awards to encourage innovation in the drive for continuous improvement in our health, safety and environment performance…. Good ideas.. become widely known within the Group… very sad and disappointed that whilst our efforts have been made we have to report six contractors fatalities during 2005..”





“The rats!”, exclaimed Ms. Whipcane, banging the replica trophy onto the table.  The recyclable trophy buckled and a Tum Tum ran up with a replacement.





“I can reassure shareholders that the Chief Executive and his team have responded very powerfully to the three incidents involved and demanded a step change in safety performance across the Group!”





“Good for them!”, explained Mme. Whipcane.. crunching another replica.. which was equally rapidly replaced..”but then you welcome Baroness Hogg to the board, so that she can be a titled committee chairman.. but shouldn’t you really have conducted an assessment of her effectiveness and independence.. looked up her skirt to see whether she had laddered her tights…?”.





“I would like to return to the spiel about safety”,  Moma Doc interrupted, “It does say that you embarked on your refreshed approach to safety management in l998.. but you have to find some explanation for your lost time per million hours worked being in l998 a figure of 6.7, whatever that means, compared with a current figure of 0.6 in 2004 and 0.5 in 2005.. figures, though I don’t know what they mean, that do appear to be lessening …”





“But then there were six fatalities in 2005”, Lawyer Ricketts pleaded,  in three events, five in Egypt and one in Kazakhstan.  Our response was a full review of our approach to safety management throughout the group notwithstanding the progress we have made in recent years.  We have introduced a comprehensive STEP UP safety programme with an emphasis on behavioural change.  This requires all employees to reassess their behaviours and to ensure that safety is reintroduced as their highest priority.  Everyone is required to take action personally to contribute towards a heightened safety drive across the Group.  This work has been supported by significant changes to standards and management systems and a large number of employees have already participated in Behaviour Based Safety Training programmes; more will follow.  We believe thast all injuries are preventable: our group goal is zero injuries… Alongside..”





“Shut up!”, screamed Ms. Whipcane. “rapping the lawyer across the knuckles.. Yes! A similar advert follows about community relations.. and the fifteen point declaration of business principles on the internet.. and the usual do-goodie committees as per the Combined Degeneration Code and the CR workshops for the employees..it is all very good and creditable.. “





“Thankyou very much!”, Mama Doc concluded, “Your performance on the banalities is.. in general.. not exceptional.. but positive.. and there is a catalogue of evils achieved by some or even most of your rivals which you have not yet perpetrated.  By remaining an RU company, you may have lost demerit points but you enhanced your competitiveness because you still produce accessable data which the judges may consult during their deliberations.  But we cannot ignore your achievements in elevating the gas prices in the RU and your plans to make that a preferential market.. which,  subject to further review,  on the basis of the data so far presented, as currently understood, is very promising ..and your share buyback plan, with similar reservations,  is Outstanding Evil, Category One.. The concentration of Dons and Milors is creditable.. though you do not have a President of the CBI and there are suspicions that at least one of the Dons .. We know nothing about these people besides their possession of titles that are Stigmata of Incompetence… may not be a complete noodle.  The loot you pay your non-executive directors is currently a world record… Well done! A creditable performance!  We will keep your achievements in mind…”





“Stand up!” ordered Ms. Whipcane .. and, as he did so, delivered ten strokes of the bamboo rod.  She presented him with a ceremonial dunce cap. “Now go and stand in the corner..that screen counts as the corner.. with your face towards the wall and repeat after me.. The Maximisation of Shareholder Return is not inconsistent with Corporate Irresponsibility… Good!  Now you may go and rejoin your friends..”
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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. That’s why Toby dogs the footsteps of  W.W.N.B.J… 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 if they took it in Costa Brava Property Bonds… Then we sent them off to a holiday island and employed Illegal Immigrants in their place…





“It’s not so good for the one per cent or so who can’t live like a Pfunt Millionaire.. 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, unwasteful and ecological 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.  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?”





“Hand on a minute, Debbie, 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 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.. other than the 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 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… they 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!”





“I appreciate your concern”, Mr. Dick replied, “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.. 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 tomorrow ..”





“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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