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 Larry the Peruvian Llama from Peru had been elected Mayor of Chicago in Chicago by the protest vote against the innumerable local taxes. Larry accordingly arranged a conference, to take place on December 25th 1928, with the local Responsible Alcoholism Trust, which claimed tax-exemption on the grounds of being a religious community. The meeting was secretly postponed, without the IRS discovering the new date. Accordingly, on February l4th l929, an IRS Rapid Response Task Force, which had been despatched in December disguised in the uniforms of policemen who had volunteered to brave the Global Warming, Belsize-style, in their underwear, fortuitously arrived at the Conference Centre in vehicles mischievously registered in the name of the Chief of Police, Vito ‘Sticky Fingers’ Karadzic. When Don Alfonso of Cicero belatedly arrived he discovered that his fellow independent non-executive directors had opted for early retirement.. But for the enterprise of Sir Al, the IRS would have been facing a Goldenlay Goose Impairment occasioned by an unpredictable global slowdown of market growth of 2.7 Lurgi Units precipitated by an unavoidable lapse in cosmic confidence beyond their control Saint Alfonso picked up the IRS Auto-Tommyatic Machine (ATM) that had been left abandoned amid the carnage and, leading the Trust through seven successive public flotations, engineered the reconstruction of the Charity. Following the Decommissioning Treaty, however, the Saint donated the ATM to the Responsible Numbers Racket Charity Shop. There Mrs. Edwina Kelly, whose husband Ned had an ambition to be a Hard Rock Star, dropped in for a game of Bingo, handled over her twenty dollars per head and chose the ATM, supposing that the case contained a guitar, as her prize. The ATM eventually passed down to Ned’s great-grandson, Ned ‘Machine Gun’ Kelly IVth.,who found himself reduced to using the ATM for its originally intended purpose - the provision of a staccato background to his recitations of the J. Arthur Rank Company Song, the Lay of the Last Minstrel, while performing as a Rap Artist at Rock Hard Casinos, promoting World Hunger Year.. or, in the Royaumes Unies, the Responsibility in Gambling Trust. Cynics, however, suggested that the Horsemen of the Apocalypse were quite capable of looking after themselves, even without the assistance of J. Arthur. 





Ned ‘Machine Gun’ Kelly IVth has never actually killed anyone. That would be contrary to the hitman’s code of honour. But he has been a respected member of his profession, has at one time made a comfortable living and has even earned the odd bonus in silence money when various Middle-Eastern alleged targets have entirely without his assistance mysteriously evaporated. But recent years have been pivotal in the restructuring of the company, an exciting new phase in corporate evolution in the face of an increasingly competitive marketplace and worldwide deceleration of economic growth. Photographs on the wall of his diminutive and very expensive one room .. or half a room .. modern flat show him in the company of President Stalin of the CCCP, President Eden of the R.U., President Kennedy of the Etats Unies, President Corleone of Sicily and even Mr. Big himself. Heads of State nowadays, however, are irresponsible wimps who wouldn’t be seen dead anywhere near an assassin. Just a few responsible statesmen remain – President Walker Blow Johnson of the Etats Unies, the Brigand Tung of Pilkington, Toby Liar of the Etats Unies… 





But as Ned was sitting on the sofa that occupied a third of the area of his apartment polishing the interior surface of the barrel of his ATM the Presidents WBJ and Toby appeared on the TV Screen to market their Responsible Terrorism Declaration. 





“Folk are entitled to their own opinions, however ridiculous they may be - if they can get away with it! Some say that we have made mistakes. Some say we are a pair of murderous robbers. We ourselves may have described the Brigand Tung, the most highly respected democratic statesman of the twenty first century, in somewhat similar terms. Maybe we were. Maybe we did. Maybe we weren’t. Maybe we didn’t. Maybe he was. Maybe he wasn’t. But if so – and none of it ever happened anyway – We could hardly have been so stupid – that is all in the past! Now we are the nice guys! We unilaterally denounce terrorism! We will decommission our weapons at the earliest opportunity. Our good friend the Brigand Tung says so too!. Now kindly cast your votes in our favour! Otherwise we may have to take matters into our own hands!” 





And to make matters worse a clip was shown from the Free Colombian Trade Federation Foreign Service, supposedly the Brigand Tung in Person: “We will not annihilate the Etats Unies nor anyone else unless they annihilate us first!”. 


Ned’s heart sank. In this political climate, how could pay his council tax? Ned turned on his computer to access the Blue Square Virtual Betting Shop with the aim of putting on a bet that Manchester United would beat Chelsea. But a great flood of drop-downs and rogue websites flooded the screen 





“Casino! Casino! Casino! Poker! Poker! Poker! Our boobies are bigger than Ladbroke’s! Our strategy of migrating customers from on-line sports betting to on-line gaming is proving successful! Our strategy to migrate customers from sportsbook to gaming has been central to our business transformation!...”. 





“ Stuff your Business Transformation!”, yelled Mr. Kelly.. who then set forth and walked over to the Blue Square Actual Betting Shop. 





“Ten Pommie Pfunt on Manchester United to beat Chelsea!”. 





“Thankyou very much, Sir!” 





…But then Ned was siezed by six young ladies from Prague and another six young ladies from Thighland and dragged into an antechamber and deposited in a comfy chair that overlooked a table upon which rested a keyboard and screen. 





“Have a fag!”, suggested a Thighland Beauty, pulling a packet out of her panties. “There’s nothing to be afraid of! Mr. Biggish just wants us to secure a rise in the handle-per-head!” 


Ned looked enviously. But everyone knew that in Scotland smoking in a betting shop was prohibited by Law unless the transgressor parted with a hefty licence fee. This must be a set-up! Ned reluctantly declined. 





“It’s O.K.!”, a Praguish Beauty reassured him, in as much as her rudimentary knowledge of the Scottish language would permit, “Mr. Biggish has arranged for this to be an annex of the Iranian Embassy. Scottish Law does not apply!” 





“Its hard to resist!”, Mr. Kelly admitted, “But I’ve heard one or two things about Iranian Law. I don’t know whether they allow gambling, fags or handles-per-head but from what I hear the Ayatollah might not altogether approve of your outfits.. and he might declare a Vendetta or whatever it is called or chop off….” 





“Mr. Biggish can’t afford to dress us in more than these little bikini things – which, when we go out into the frigid Scottish anemonovectorial global warming and the downpours of Scottish water shortage, prove adversely cryogenic. Mr. Biggish is short of cash because of the increase in minimum wage – which obliges him to accept an anti-inflationary incentive augmentation, though he doesn’t actually have to pay it to us – and the reduction of handle-per-head that comes with the healthy resurgence in admissions – what you call the Law of Diminishing Returns – and with President Toby’s taxes.. the increased operating costs in energy procurement, the withdrawal of the VAT-exempt status of Section 21 Gaming Machines which may wipe £P5m off next year’s profits …and the aborted licence application in Pennsylvania – as advertised on TV - and the rest... What you say about the Ayatollah is correct.. but, if he finds out, we escape the Vendetta because we are registered Infidels. It is here on our Illegal Immigrant Identity Cards.. See!.. G for ‘gaiour’. But for you, without an IID card, without proof of infidelity…it could be the chop! 





“Its all a matter of money. With more money Mr. Biggish can dress us in the manner to which the Ayatollah is accustomed. So we have to up the handle-per-head, leverage the strength of the brand in the international hotels and gaming markets and redirect you from gambling on sport to online poker! So..if you don’t want the Ayatollah to discover what’s been going on.. we suggest you have a poke! Or you could try the bingo.. the machine connects to our mega-game at the Rock Hard Palace in Florida and you can play no less than seventy two cards simultaneously.. We firmly advise you to do that!....In fact, you can play one hundred and forty four simultaneously. To make it easy ..press here and you will be allocated random numbers. That way, since no more than one of the hundred and forty four will win, you will be winning your own money….” 





So, naturally, Mr. Kelly was faced with an offer he could not refuse and found that his handle-per-head outstripped his handle-in-pocket. It might seem that in such a situation it might have been wiser to keep the handle in the pocket and refrain from ambitions with the poker. But the young ladies were very persuasive. This led to an interview with Mr. Biggish himself ..who had recognised Ned Kelly on the CCTV pictures in the control room. To avoid the retribution of the Ayatollah, Ned Kelly had to go on a mission on behalf of Mr. Biggish... 


It had been decided by someone bigger than Mr. Biggish – not exactly Mr. Big, but the Board of the Rank Organisation, the Pommie-registered outfit that owns the Blue Square – that the shares belonging to holders in the Etats Unies were to be confiscated. This was necessary to reduce the number of shareholders in the Etats Unies below three hundred.. which would enable the company to deregister from the U.S. Securities Exchange Commission. Only the two hundred and ninety nine largest holdings, all presumed to be controlled by friendly fund-managers, would be permitted to remain! It had been explained to Rank shareholders who had been conned into voting for this Tom Fool Idea that President WBJ would be jumping with joy at the prospect of a foreign outfit to which his countrymen were not allowed to belong muscling in on the territory of his home-grown Mafia. It had to be made clear that if the punters did not part with their holdings of their free will, then they would find themselves doing so voluntarily. Two or three shares appeared to be owned by the Poncho Bolero International Pharmaceuticals Corporation of Colombia Pension Fund.. possibly both Etats Unies and Royaumes Unies shares.. since the Pension Fund had offshoots both in the R.U. and in Florida. At any rate, the Directors wanted the shares and Mr. Biggish was going to oblige. The shares,.the Directors suspected, were in the vaults of the Banco Belsize Cayman International at Billirici on the Island of Knossos (or, more accurately, on the Banco Islet, five hundred kilometres off coast from Billirici). After all, Ms. Gloria Goldenlay was Manager of the Pension Fund and Ms. Goldenlay was a Director of BBCI. The President of the BBCI was Mr. Osama bin Ladin. Ned’s job was to persuade Mr. Bin Ladin to part with the shares by singing a romantic melody to the accompaniment of his ATM. 





Ned was to discover that it was possible to travel from Glasgow Airport, and from anywhere else, direct to Knossos. But it was not possible to discover with any certainty the times of services to Knossos. There was no guarantee that a seat would be available and, if one was offered, this was conditional on the passenger handing over one thousand million Belsize Euros. This was returned, minus the cost of groceries supplied by Morrisons on Billirici and other services rendered, when the visitor departed from Knossos. Nevertheless, a thousand million Belsize Euros is a sizeable amount. The direct route, in practice, was restricted to residents of Knossos or Belsize. There was however an entirely free service provided by Simon Legree, Human Resources International, whose lorries ran with some frequency between Glasgow and Milton Keynes and who operated a shuttle between Milton Keynes Airport and Vesuvius Island in the Maltesas. FCTF aircraft are sometimes described as flying a ‘flag of inconvenience’ because passengers on such free services are expected to defecate and vomit through a hole in the fuselage – though the Federal President’s Relief Fund has for many years been promising to provide seats over the holes and to wall them off into cubicles. 





Ned therefore, since he had no choice in the matter, was airshipped together with several hundred other tightly packed passengers to the world’s largest airport on Vesuvius Island. The airport is bordered on the West by a giant glacier-like river of lava which flows into the sea, emitting copious steam, which is condensed in apparatus erected by the Vesuvius Water Corporation, bottled and transported to London in aircraft of Nikodemos Nikodemopoulos’s Avion-Bo Corporation. To the East there is the typical rock and shark infested sea of the Maltesas Archipelago. To the North there are swamps inhabited by ferocious alligators and anacondas and to the South is the notorious V.I. Reception Centre and a little village inhabited by Screws and Tum Tums. Security is often described as lax on Vesuvius Island (and in the Federation in general). But Ned was wondering whether this reputation was ill-deserved. While a Human Resources Officer of the Knossos Foodless Non-fattening Sawdustburger Corporation with a tape measure was recording young ladies’ and quasi-ladies’ chest measurements, the passengers were marched in single file by a cohort of heavily armed but not overdressed Tum Tum Narcoutes to a tent labelled Illegal Immigrant Welcome Station. The other passengers just showed their Illegal Immigrant ID Cards and after some exchange of words were let through. 





“Have you anything to declare?” 





“Only a packet of Marlborough Cigarettes.. and I can smoke them before I leave the airport…” 


“A funny guy! I was referring to the machine-gun in your luggage bag. This isn’t the Etats Unies! You can either hand it over or surrender it voluntarily.” 





Ned calculated that the seven Tum Tums surrounding him had the advantage and handed it over. 





“That will be valued at five thousand million Federal Dong.” The Tum Tum behind the desk handed him a receipt quoting that amount. 





“Where is your Illegal Immigrant Identity Card?.. You appear not to have paid your dues…The Tommy gun only covers a fraction…” 


“I am not an Illegal Immigrant. That is a Boss-branded electric guitar...I don’t have an IID Card!.. and the flight was advertised and guaranteed as free of charge.” 





“A stowaway! The flight, as you say, is free. Then there is the one thousand million Dong fuel surcharge.... Here’s a magnifying glass...See! At the bottom of the page... ‘at the discretion of Sardine Airways’..or the appropriate authority... Then the flight insurance – which, if you hadn’t arrived, of course, you wouldn’t have needed - five thousand million Dong! There is the embarkation charge of three thousand million Dong. The Environmental Surcharge of Five Thousand Million Dong. The transportation fee of five thousand million Dong. The Administration Charge of Ten Million Dong. You have to pay for the breakfast at the Reception Centre. That’s fifty thousand million Dong a day. If you were a bona fide Illegal Immigrant this would paid by your President Toby. He would finance your Illegal Immigrant Unemployment Pension for the first six months of your stay here… We do not pay you any dole. International Illegal Immigration Treaty... We do the same for our I.I.s in the R.U....If a legitimate Illegal Immigrant has or gets a job here or the Human Resources Officer of one our constituent nations choses to buy you off Legree, your earnings will be, within the Federation, subject to money-laundering regulations...but you can send them back to the RU by moneygram. That stops President Toby nationalising our extensive holdings in the RU - Not that there is any chance of that.. But it’s an international convention. Uncle Boris’s orders! The required sums due prior to your employment in the Federation are paid by President Toby via the IID Card, which is just an ordinary International Debit Card ..or by your sponsor in the Federation.. We are not bothered where it comes from. Stowaways are classed as refugees or economic migrants. They have also been known as asylum seekers though the Federal Government has decided that term is now to be used as synonymous with legitimate I.I.s. We can’t just shove you onto the market and transfer your status to Illegal Immigrant if some Human Resources Officer chooses to buy you! There are millions born here in the Federation who would love to be I.I.s. But they can’t! It is a strictly regulated business. The Colonel will have to interview you prior to determination of the manner of your disposal.”. 


Ned was frogmarched to an alcove to await the interview - with a Tum Tum who introduced himself as Colonel Turner-Round. 





“What brings you to the Maltesas, Pommie Spy?”, inquired Tum Tum Turner-Round.” 





“I am not a spy! I don’t suppose that there’s anything in your Federation worth spying! I’m not a Pommie!” 





“Then you are a Limey!” 





“What’s Limey?” 





“According to your railway engineer, Robert Stevenson, your cabin-girls were called Les Pommes because they evaded their duties by hiding in the apple-barrel ..but apples rot whereas lemons don’t..or only the skin..So you are also called Limeys!” 





“I am not a cabin girl!” 





“All that is true..or it will be after you have paid your fees .. But, if you are not a spy .. and decidedly you are not a cabin girl, decidedly you are not built to serve in the Fast Unfood Restaurant...what exactly are you?” 





“I am an international terrorist!”. 





“In that case a Human Resources Officer from the Isle de Pilkington might be prepared to make a bid for you. But there is nothing in the records about any international terrorists arriving on this flight, no record of any illegal immigrants to be transported to Pilkington and there is no HRO from Pilkington at present on Vesuvius.. But even if they are prepared to have you on Pilkington, you still need proper documentation as an Illegal Immigrant....” 





“I’m intending to travel to Knossos!” 





“And I’m the queen of the fairies! What are you? A personal friend of Uncle Boris … stowing away on a slave ship?” 





“I am trying to make contact with Osama bin Ladin, the President of the Banco Belsize Cayman International.” 


“I would like to make contact with your Princess Camilla.. But how can such a thing be arranged?” 





“It would be possible…” 





“It would? In that case… we might be able to arrange for you to be returned to Milton Keynes upon payment of the outstanding immediate fees.. that comes to eight hundred thousand million Dong. The matter of contact with Osama bin Ladin.. that would have to be referred to my superior, General Karadzic. That would increase the fees to 1.6 million million Dong... If you are not Toby Liar’s spy.. then, surely you must be somebody’s spy..You are not freelance, are you?” 





“I am acting on behalf of Mr. Biggish of the Rank Organisation, owners of the Blue Square Betting Shop..."” 





“I’ll try to seek advice from Dr. Karadzic.”, ..Tum Tum Turner-Round fiddled with some knobs. The visage of General Karadzic came up on the screen….” 





“My apologies for bothering you, Your Generalship. ..Colonel Turner-Round, Vesuvius Island. You may want to know about this…We’ve got a stowaway from Milton Keynes.. may be acting for someone called ..what is it?.. J.Arthur Rank… says he wants to speak with Osama bin Ladin…” 





“How much can be get out of him?” 





“This J. Arthur Rank might cough up.. whoever he is… I’ve heard the name somewhere.. I reckon there might be something in it for us…” 





“I’ll make some inquiries via the designated channels and get in touch with you later. .. Hey! Bin! Good shot! That’s forty-thirty! Some chap looking for you ..a Mr. Biggish.. belongs to a J. Arthur Rank.. Some such name…” 





“J.Arthur Rank..”, Osama bin Ladin repeated, “that strikes a gong at the back of my mind…Was he the chap with the holiday camps…? Oh, of course! J RtR Rnk… the R’s ..as in BoysRuss - are really Cyrillic yas. J RtR produced cinematograph films and built up a chain of biographs. The biograph used to be known as the ‘magic lantern’. He went into partnership with my father, Al Ladin. J RtR was never a Don or Milor.. It must have been the name. In the RU, when you exploit a malfunction of the roulette wheel at the Monte Carlo Casino that’s still called Beefing the J RtR… 





But J RtR retired… I suppose he must have gone back to Omsk…Was it Omsk? A whole lot of Dons and Milors started running his company… Well, not exactly running it… Dons and Milors .. if they were suicide bombers, they’d only succeed in blowing themselves up! They couldn’t blow up the company.. or, anyway, only gradually, because it had a fifty per cent share in an Etats Unies outfit called Xerox.. and the Dons and Milors just got the dividend and weren’t allowed to mess with this Xerox .. which made sort of magic lanterns on wheels for use in offices. The J RtR OrgRnisation even had this chap as chief executive who was not only a Don but President of their CBI and may even have been a cabinet minister ..and the company gave money to their Conservative Party and if anything went wrong.. which it always did.. the Don would blame the government. He was one of the original Fat Twats, as they called them. The King of the Fat Twats. Toby Liar’s mother was President of the Royaumes Unies and she upped the tax on the Fat Twats to ninety per cent.. So the Fat Twats, to make up for it, paid themselves ten times as much.. and, although Toby’s mother soon relented, the Fat Twats kept their pay increases and paid themselves forever more and more .. not, as it happens, without encouragement from Toby’s mother. She had a soft spot for Fat Twats…It must have been the influence of Toby’s dad… The FTs have been bleeding RU companies ever since… 





“But then the FTs decided to sell their stake in Xerox. Xerox, of course, is an amalgamation of the Greek ‘Xeros’ meaning ‘hard’ and the Pommie word ‘rock’ meaning ‘stony outcrop’. They kept the patent on the name ‘Rock Hard’ ..which they now use for hotels, pubs and casinos… but sold the actual Xerox. In a sense it might have been a good idea… eggs in one basket and the massive wheelabout office magic lanterns ..as big as an X-ray scanner .. much the same thing, as a matter of fact .. were getting a bit dated…But it did mean that the Dons, Milors and Pundits were landed with relying on their own devices.. or the brainwaves of their highly rewarded fellow self-styled pundits… They came up with this hare-brained scheme to turn several square kilometres of California into a great park full of hotels, casinos and heliports and statues of Marilyn Monroe and Snow White. The pundits told them that all the Japanese businessmen who had taken early retirement would flock over to pay their respects to J RtR and Snow White… with the emphasis on ‘pay’.. and to make it easier for the sacked businessmen there was to be another facsimile fun park in Tokyo and there were to be franchises for lots of others… The pundits assured the Dons that they would be exploiting the ‘leisure boom’ and produced statistics.. Twice as many Japanese businessmen had been sacked this year as last year and therefore four times as many would be sacked the year after that and eight times as many the following year.. and they would all have a fetish for Snow White. And of course there would be lots and lots more of this leisure.. not just in Japan.. and there were a great many Dons, Milors and Pundits in the RU for were no good for anything besides paying their respects to J RtR all lusting after Snow White…Yes.. Paramount Studios it was called… though the Studios themselves had been closed down. But if one pundit in one place had a stupid idea you were guaranteed that the same idea would be shared by every other pundit everywhere else .. and there was hardly a City in the RU that was not planning to knock down all its inner-city houses and replace them with a Casino, Hotel and Heliport Snow White Fun Park. 





“Well.. yes, Xerox was a lot of eggs in one basket.. and in the sense that it was the only source income immune to sabotage by RU Pundits it was the only basket. But, in another sense, the JR OrgRnisation was an amalgamation of many baskets or many OrgRni… If you or I or anyone with a little bit of sense.. well, I do you an injustice perhaps… were responsible for this J RtR Conglomerate we would say to ourselves: “We have a many headed hydra… One year one head maybe might get a bit of headache and another year another.. but two heads are better than one and thirty heads are better than two.. The ones currently without a headache carry those currently with.. This is a recipe for survival, even if not for ever-escalating Fat Twattage.. and why gamble that all away, the proceeds from Xerox, the living heads that already existed plus a borrowing of half the universe besides.. on the dream of a Snow White Rock Hard Holiday Park? 





“You and I and everyone on earth except the RU Pundits also know that if you are trapped into a bad idea you have to make the best of it. The Holiday Parks for the Unemployed Japanese Rock Hard Snow White Casino Enthusiasts, sure enough, were a stupid idea and so, after all the boasting and rejoicing, they rapidly proved to be! But once you are landed with it… Well, the Casinos, the Hotels, the Snow Whites, the Heliports… It’s not that stupid an idea.. There is some mileage in it.. not a Fat Twattage, maybe, but still .. you can think it out: “How am I going the make the best of this?”.. Sure enough maybe only one luxury hotel on the holiday park and only one casino and maybe you have to grow strawberries on the rest and maybe your clients are going to be African Americans without even a couple of dollars to rub together .. maybe this and maybe that.. but the losses were a fait accompli and they could have made the best use even if not at Fat Twat level of the capital that remained…But, as Pundits always do, they panicked and it was ‘Sell! Sell! Sell!’ and of course ‘Borrow! Borrow! Borrow!’ 


“The ordinary shareholders who used to speak at their Annual Speechday had got the right idea. Gloria herself turned up a couple of times.. though she is really a sort of pundit and could back herself with the facts and figures rather more than the average punter .. and they all agreed with her. But they were cursed with pundits, with fund managers and Dons and Milors and eminent members of the Club… Gloria has told us often enough how they behave and why… But as their Milors have come to me over the past decades begging for money.. I have gotten the idea that it must be more than that. There seems to be a curse on the inheritance of J RtR Rnk. Whatever they do.. it is the same story over and over again… It is as if they are flagellating themselves for some sin committed in the distant past.. Maybe Professor Freud has some explanation. Was J RtR the father? Did the sons murder the father? Is it retribution for the glorification of the adulterous family or the knickerless miniskirt or the sins of the seven dwarves? Is that why Hurricane Katrina decided to knock over the Rock Hard condo-hotel being built in San Diego, California …? 





“Also, I am afraid that I personally have to take a moralistic view… a hypocritical view if you so choose so to regard it… We do not have to meddle with whatever the Scarlet Lady does in her own back yard. .. and at my head office I only have to look out of the window for a view of the back yard.. with a pair of binoculars, maybe. But we don’t have to be part of it. I cannot see how the poor will be enriched by their homes being demolished to make way for Casinos for my personal amusement. I cannot see how anyone is going to be better off if I embezzle the bank’s funds and dump them onto a roulette wheel or allow some seductive unclad temptress to lead me to the internet poker salon… and the R.U. bingo halls with the spend of £P13.38 per head…and the accompanying ‘strategy to drive spend per head’..If Fatima in her spare time wants to earn a living through the glorified prostitution of the clip joint, I am not going to stand in her way ..nor is the Imam Idi Amin.. and I don’t suppose the Brigand Tung is going to blow up any Rock Hard Casinos, whether Fatima is inside them or not.. I wish the Rnk OrRnisation no ill.. but I do not have have any part in it. 





“It is Gloria’s pension funds which own these shares in the J RtR, not my bank. She is a Director of the Bank.. even an Independent Director! If she thinks the bank should bail out these pundits in order to protect her shares… that is up to her! She can deal with it… but I will have no part in the decision. The bank will be prepared to make available to her a facility of up to fifty million Belsize Euros.” 





“Thankyou for the vote of confidence!” quoth Gloria Goldenlay, “You took rather a long time to get round to it! I don’t know why this chap Kelly tried to approach you in the first place. He’s some of international terrorist, isn’t he? Is he Nu Laeba?” 





“Well, yes and no!”, answered Dr. Karadzic, “We know about him, of course ..but not Nu Laeba. More a relic of the Suez era! 008 of the Morse Intelligence Department… named after some RU Police Inspector. ..Chief Inspector… Ned must be well past the retirement age for an international terrorist…” 





“And this Mr. Biggish.. Who is he?” 





“Oh, some minor gangster in their numbers racket. He belongs to a Mr Bigger.. who belongs to a Mr. Evens-Bigger who belongs to a Mr. Bigger-Odds who belongs to a Mr. Big… Do you know this Mr. Big, Clever?” 





“I know several Mr. Bigs”, answered Mr. Clever Dick, “There’s Ronnie Biggs… and Mr. Lie-Big…” 





“You mean Toby Liar?”, suggested Ms. Goldenlay. 





“No, Lie-Big isn’t a lawyer.. He invented Bovril…Uncle Boris is known in the R.U. as Mr. Big. It’s a nickname for a financier whom nobody knows and nobody has ever seen… Osama could be Mr. Big!” 





“That’s what I thought.”, answered Gloria Goldenlay, “..This Mr. Kelly doesn’t know what he is talking about… I’ve read through this latest fax from Vesuvius.. Something about the company buying back its shares at their current market-quoted price .. and this Mr. Kelly works for some person who doesn’t exist..this Mr.Biggs! If it was a case of value for money, I suppose I ought to jump at the offer. But what can our pension fund pick up in the RU with the proceeds that isn’t a dead loss?” 





“So shall we dump him into Alcatrass Bay and forget about him?”, asked General Karadzic, “Its far from obvious that this JR is going to cough up!” 





“Well… if you dump him into Alcatrass Bay… I wouldn’t know anything about that… I am only Federal Minister of Finance… But we can play their game too! When he’s dumped, we can use him as a magnet … Maybe, Clever, you could offer the Directors of this J RtR a free holiday at the Excelsior Hotel.” 


“That’s routine police procedure”, added Dr. Karadzic, “They should be arriving any minute now. Their Chairman is named after some place in Glasgow.. Henry Gorbals… ‘who led the Avis Company through two succesful flotations’…” 





“Only two?”, asked Ms. Goldenlay, “but I am more intrigued by their latest Chief Executive.. an Ian Burke… Burke is Pommie Slang for ‘to discover the prisoner to be dead from unknown causes’. This refers to the Pommie Health Club Holmes Place… of which Mr. Burke is a former Managing Director. Perhaps he could tell us what happened to our shares in that outfit and what the Directors did with them? He is also a former Chief Executive of Thistle Hotels which, as Osama would put it, seems to strike a gong.. As matters stand, I feel inclined to authorise a Burke-Kelly exchange scheme…” 





The tranquillity of the scene was interrupted by the arrival of the Rank Organisation Directors, sporting the compulsory dark spectacles and T-shirts humbly inscribed ‘Save the World’ – thereby rising to heights of corporate social responsibility that could not be bettered by their rivals. ..except for Mr. Burke, who wore a ‘Save the Universe’ shirt. They were singing the company song –as heard yearly at the close of the company Speech Day:- 





“Havn’t we done well! 


Sell! Sell! Sell! Sell!” 





The vanity of the opaque spectacles, however proved to be their undoing. They sell, sell, sell, sold straight into the hotel swimming bath. Since the rest of the Board were thus temporally burked, their spokesman who alone remained turned out to be a John Sunderland. 





“We hear you are President of the CBI!”, quipped Ms. Lila po Lune and the gathering dissolved in mirth. 





“What’s funny about that?” 





“Oh, nothing! It’s private joke!”, answered Ms. Goldenlay, “I suppose then you must be a Don!” 





There was further dissolution into mirth. 





“Sunderland?”, inquired Ms. po Lune, “Isn’t that the name of a Pommie Prison?” 





“No! Sunderland is a football team. You are confusing me with Mr. Oliver Stocken, who is also non-executive director of lots of other companies.. including Pilkington…” 





“You mean one of the fully independent Neddies who recommended the recent Japanese takeover?” 


More hilarity. 





“I really don’t understand…” 





“It’s just that Pilkington is the name of one of the islands in our Federation…” 





“I am really appalled by the rudeness with which we have been received at this hotel. I am a very nice person. Sales of the Bruce Springsteen Signature Series T-shirt inspired by the “Boss’s” Trademark ‘telecaster’ guitar raised more than £450,000 for World Hunger Year! Our largest Charitable Donation in the RU was £P220,000 to the 





‘Responsibility in Gambling Trust’! We received an invitation from your Mr. Clever Dick: “free travel, free accommodation, free booze, free women…” 





“Let me see..!”, asked Dr. Karadzic, “Yes, that’s right. I am only a policeman.. not a great captain of industry.. but I believe I am familiar with the meaning in the Pommie language of the word ‘free’ ..as in, for instance, Free Vodaphone…” 





“This is intolerable…!”, snapped Mr. Sunderland. 





“Yes! I agree!”, Ms. Gloria agreed, “This is no way to treat a Don President of the Pommie CBI! Let me introduce myself! I am Gloria Goldenlay … First Minister of Belsize… That’s the Island in that direction, with the flashing red light. ..” 





“Oh! I thought that was Blackpool!” 





“No! The Tour de Piffel on Montmandie! I am also Federal Finance Minister and help out over here at Knossos as Chairman of the local Parish Council. You can have your free booze and free women ..within the confines of Billirici.. that’s the tourist resort surrounding this hotel…Or, if you want to pay for them and get burked into the bargain.. you can depart to the Isle de Fouchette… Isn’t that so, Mr Dick? Here’s the wine list! Here’s the woman list and, for good measure, here’s the song list! But there is only one song.. ‘Sell! Sell! Sell!’ So, what we would really like to know is what you have to sell! There is the question of one Ned Kelly who has signed a confession in our Alcatrass Bay Reception Centre…or he will have by the time the day’s out.. and an attempt to deprive Mr. Osama bin Ladin… that’s him over there on the other side of the net …of some shares not in his possession donated to my grandmother by J RtR Rnk. So what have you got to sell?” 





“Well, now that we know who’s who, Mistress Goldenlay, you can be reassured that earnings per share have risen to 10.1pP, compared with last years’ 12.7pP. We are paying a final dividend of 10.3pP, up by 5.1%, and will continue to maintain a yearly dividend of fifty per cent of earnings. We have agreed the sale of Deluxe studios and will be returning £P200m of the £P420m proceeds to the shareholders. Aren’t you a lucky fund manager!” 





“I am only a simple-minded Minister of Finance”, Gloria, pretending to fiddle with a pocket calculator, whispered to General Karadzic, who had his hand over his face trying to conceal his amusement, “The genius of the police-force is required to cope with the arithmetic..” 





“Goody! Goody!”,she exclaimed aloud, “Can I have cash or do I have to take a cheque..?” 


“We are going to return the money by buying your shares.. well, somebody’s shares and then cancelling them .. so that there are less shares and your remaining shares therefore are worth more…assuming you have any remaining shares...” 





“So I win.. and nobody loses! A responsible gambling scenario! That explains why you are so keen on casino’s! But if you make a loss, then the loss is then concentrated amongst fewer shares and I make an even bigger loss!” 





“Oh..I’m not a mathematician… But we don’t make a loss!” 


“If you return to me my own money and pundits are employed, at their usual rate... I’m not a mathematician either... But doesn’t that mean I’m making a loss...” 





“If we turn to page 44 of Fatima’s report on your company”, Dr. Karadzic interjected, “we find that last year the ‘total shareholder’s equity’ in ‘The Grope’.. Gloria has shares in the Grope…amounted to £P391.3m whereas this year it comes to £P156.7m. This looks a bit better if we choose instead last year’s shareholders’ equity in La Companie of £P856.6 compared with this year’s £P1387.8. Nevertheless me thinks the company has made a loss and that, using your figures, for what they are worth, whereas last year the assets per share were 60.6p, this year they are 25.03p., assuming 626m shares this year and 645.7 last year…and, in fact, on page 43 of your Speech Day Programme, you do admit having made a loss for the year of £P208.5 and a loss per share of 33.5p .. compared with last year’s loss per share of 2.2p…” 





“Yes, but that is an extraordinary loss!” 





“Yes, it is, isn’t it!” snapped Ms. po Lune, “What do you say to that, Dr. Karadzic?” 





“As usual, the intellectuals suppose that the policeman is a complete idiot.. which may be true.. but even a complete idiot might suspect that when it is all taken apart it turns out that this.. Deluxe Film, we read in Ms. Fatima Patel’s company speech day report, ‘generated, before exceptional items, a profit of £P65.7m, compared with last year’s £P59.8m’..which compares with the ‘group operating profit’ of £127.5m ..or, after deductions, £49m…according to the balance sheet on page 43….which to the simple minded suggests that Deluxe Film contributed half the company profit! This however is concealed by reducing the Deluxe figures to a single line which …£P266.1 loss.. which looks curiously like the result of a series of adjustments to write down the value of Deluxe to the amount for which it was actually sold! A police force does have to make a profit.. so I know that if you have an enterprise that is making money you shouldn’t sell it at a loss! So not merely has the sale of this Deluxe Film Studios reduced the assets of the company to less than a half of the previous value but it has wiped out half of the profit!” 





“Well,,,er ..some of the loss comes from De Luxe Film Studies and some is a writedown of De Luxe Media Services.. which we havn’t sold….” 





“Maybe so and maybe not!”, conceded Dr. Karadzic, “though I am inclined to think not.... and I notice that your company too, or your Grope, maybe, has in common with everyone else been paying good money to somebody called Towers-Perrin for ‘advice’ on how to perk up the directors. The Federal Police Force are expected to show some private enterprise in such matters.. but you chose to pay this Mr Perkin-Warbeck to take the responsibility and he, of course, recommended that …the More Profit the More Perks or .. No Profit, No Perks! It’s a song by Bob Marley… What I cannot ascertain from your Speech Day Programme is… do the perks depend on the profit before the so-called extraordinary items which are to be found in the accounts of every RU company every year.. or do they depend on the loss following the directors’ triumphs in market transaction?” 





“It hardly matters!”, purred Ms. po Lune…”If they don’t earn their perks they can sell the company or buy it for themselves and then they are awarded the perks regardless…But what else Dr.Karadzic?” 





“I would wish to know whether the original book value of these Luxus Disc Studios was the price originally paid for them..in which case..does the selling price cover the money borrowed to buy them in the first place? We are forwarned that dividends are to be maintained at fifty per cent of earnings per share..if any...which sounds like cheaper capital than the loans not being paid off with the £P200 million used to buy up shares... which in turn might be an irresponsible bribe to the fund managers to keep the directors in office...” 


“Whether or not there be substance in policemanly paranoia”, continued Ms. Goldenlay,” as far as our National Bank is concerned a loss is a loss. It says on Ms. Fatima’s page 73 that you have an ‘undrawn borrowing facility of £P86.1m’ … hardly enough to sustain your directors’ economic miracles… If we are going to lend you money to bail you out, Mr. Pentonville…” 





“You are mistaken.. We have undrawn facilities amounting to over £P650m…” 





“But for argument’s sake.. let’s assume they are £P86.1m.. or £P650m for all the difference it makes .. and that my daughter’s friend Nicky, who happens to be the designer of the innumerable R.U. on-line poker-sites ..which differ only in marginal variations in the dimensions of the actresses’ nipples ... hacks into your internet poker and you don’t even have that…86.1 or 650 or whatever... to bail you out, I need some security! But then with your royalties from Titanic, James Bond, Carry on Casino, Casino Royale, Monte Casino....” 





“We have divested ourselves of all that...” 





“Di- Vested!” exclaimed das Fraulein Glora Goldenlag, “Wie die Foolish Virgin! Doch der Herr Branson macht mit den Di-Vestment viel Geld! Diene Aktien in Xerox.. Sind sie auch Di-Vested?” 





“Di-Vested!” 





“Der Dumkopf hat, wie sie sagen in die Vereinigten Konigschaften, auf den Kasino die Veste verloren... My grandmother tells me that when she was a little girl she visited her cousin Lila in the RU and they went to play skittles in your bowling alleys. So what about die Tinpin Allays?” 





“We’ve sold them!” 





“OK. You’ve sold them! But then Mr. Osama Bin Ladin over there.. his father, when he was a little boy, during his visits to the RU used to play the organ in your Odeon Cinemas.. How many cinemas can you offer us in security for our money?” 





“We’ve sold them! Cinemas are obsolete…Except for multiplexes…” 





“So sitting in the dark with your hand up your girlfriend’s skirt”, purred Lila po Lune “ is in the RU not entirely obsolete.. and the pubs are full of TV screens because nobody can afford the licence fee… and the programmes on your TV are so dismal that your production companies can’t have any competition… and you still have these multiplexes…” 





“No, we havn’t got any!” 





“Not even a Duplex – a Duplicity?” asked Ms. Goldenlay, “Our Arsula Undress.. only the other day she travelled over to the RU to star in an educational film produced in your Pinewood Studios.” 





“We sold that long ago!” 





“Rank Taylor Hobson.. the lens manufacturers… are they yours?” 





“If they ever were, they aren’t now!” 





“OK! So we can’t have any of them! But I happen to know that Osama over there was not in his youth such a paragon of virtue and that he went for a good time to your Butlin’s holiday camp at Clacton…” 





“Oh, that’s ancient history! We sold them long ago!” 





“This gets a bit tedious! Havn’t you got some company in Japan that makes photographic film…JRtR Fuji or some such thing?” 





“Sold!” 





“ Let me consult my notes…Tom Cobleigh ..isn’t that one of the jewels in the crown… Nightshelter.. no, Nightscene.. Rank Leisure Machines…” 





“Sold! Sold! Sold!” 





“Your Don Walter Schotte, in das Leid von Letzten Meistersinger.. what he actually wrote was ‘Lost! Lost! Lost!’. What exactly havn’t you lost?” 





“De Luxe Media Services… Would you like to buy that?..A major client has transferred his business elsewhere….” 





“Oh, yes! Lila’s Uncle Boris would probably buy that! But we always did think you had overvalued it! You seemed to overvalue it to justify the sale of something more valuable… was it Tom Cobleigh? What else have you got?” 





“I rather think our U.S. Timeshare Holiday Operations are for the chop!” 





“We’ll keep them in mind! You might have done a little better if you had called them Holiday Camps…self-catering… Well, I suppose you must have a whole lot of buildings which you can mortgage to us…?” 





“We are already exploring the possibility of sale and re-lease” 





“So they are being mortgaged to someone else…and I see that you bought your betting shops with the aim of ‘redirecting’ the customers into on-line poker….” 





“Casinos and internet poker can’t lose money!” 





“If your company possessed the alchemical skills of your President Toby” purred Ms. po Lune, “and could convert carbon dioxide emissions, at no cost, to gold... You would still find a way of making a loss!” 





“We don’t make a loss on gambling... not overall!” 





“As Manager of the Poncho Bolero Pension Fund, I very much hope so! I suggest you go and enjoy your free holiday, free booze and free women and get stu… I mean, have a good time! Your Ned Machine Gun Kelly.. maybe he could get together with our Milor Sagittarius Fantasticus and write his memoirs… I don’t care what happens to him!… He can go or he can stay!” 





Lila and Gloria stalked off in a huff. “What a load of J RtR Rnkas!”, they chimed in unison. “Now we know what feels like to be Don Alan M Sugar!” 





But then Ms. Gloria relented. 





“Maybe the good cop/bad cop act went for a Burton! I suppose that as Rector of Delmonte I am absorbing Mme. Whipcanes leadership training... playing the Grand Matron of the Public School... but then they have been rewarded with the free hotel accomodation, wine, women and health-conferring sawdustburgers...and it is a bit exasperating that they are still, or again, pursuing these buy-ups of Own Shares...and these Pommie Fund Managers, unless it is a case of take the money and run..I don’t understand them.” 





“So you do understand them!” 





“As a fund manager, I am the Boss of these Directors.. or one of them! My point of view trumps theirs! If they have really been hit by the changes... Cinemas and Bowling Alleys in buildings which in the current RU economy are too costly to maintain... if ... if.. if... You say that they have mishandled the whole thing.. and I am inclined to agree.. In the R.U. they are never satisfied with a business that is viable.. that generates enough income to survive... They always want more.. or they want an explosion in earnings instead of a steady uphill path... They think the R.U. is the Etats Unies with two hundred million customers... They already claim to be serving one in ten of their population at twelve or thirty or more Pommie Pfunt per visit... and their island is already saturated with gambling...” 





“It’s the hyperinflation!”, suggested Ms. po Lune, “a decadent nation resorts to dreams and fantasies.. and panaceas!” 





“They were an Etats Unies company, you know, in all but name! In a sense, they still are.. with their spend-palaces for rich yankees. President WBJ made it easy for them with his low interest rates and cheap loans which were going to evaporate in the inflation. But the pundits told RU companies that they were losing money in the E.U. because of falls in the dollar parity with the Pommie Pfunt. They forgot that their profits came entirely from the downward escalation of interest paid on the loans! It seemed that J.R. - a name venerated in Dallas - was one of the few that was not going to cut and run. They realised ... after a while ..that Pfunt was Pfunt and Dollars were Dollars and decided to keep the accountancy of the operations in the two currency zones separate... or computed primerally in dollars.. which they reasonably supposed to be the more favourable - or bigger - market for expansion... What has happened to that?” 





“President Toby”, Lila observed, “is very much attracted to the notion of converting the RU into an oversized Monte Carlo or Las Vegas.. to attract the surplus E.U. dollars of the chinamen buying up all their other industries...” 





“And their Casinos too?.. It seems to me that J. Arhur has responded to WBJ’s welcome by kicking him in the teeth...They expect him to be more liberal-minded than I am!..”. 





“What I had in mind”, Gloria continued, “is that from their point of view, it may make sense to sell everything and to rely on printing money, with lots of taxes to President Toby, on internet gambling sites. It doesn’t.. but let’s say it does. However, as Minister of Finance, I don’t care who owns the Casinos, so long as they pay the taxes. Or they may pay them to Dr.Karadzic, who doesn’t care either. As a fund manager, as their employer, I already own or part-own, casinos. I gain nothing from this game of musical chairs in which R.U. pundits are forever buying companies and then selling them to someone else.. each move in the game transferring billions in fees into their own pockets. I already own, or own in company with other fund managers, the businesses being bartered and they are evaporating my assets. In a pension fund I may own the equivalent of a casino or two.. but I operate a balanced fund with a share in everything.. not just the supposedly money-printing investments. I employ Don Whitbread to bake bread or brew beer or whatever it is and I employ Milor Rank to print cinematographs that appear on television screens or to provide clubs for the Romeos and Juliets and I employ Al Capone or Mr. Clever Dick to run the Casinos. They should be capable of doing the job allocated. These RU pundits are forever embarking on reorganisations which they think are clever from their point of view but are not so from mine...Whatever risks they are supposedly avoiding, I have to take them anyway.. and hope they balance out.. and, if they don’t, then that, in the wider arena in which I operate.. is just the state of the world!” 





“It’s these directors’ incentive plans”, declared Ms. po Lune, “creating a competition for escalating alleged earnings per share... In the Etats Unies they may get away with it.. Perhaps even in Germany.. But in the RU they are too small and it promotes dismemberment of their economy!” 
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