07406PAN.GLY::From Ms. Minerva Miniskirt,. Minister of Truth to the Free Colombian Trade Federation 





Moorcroft Favourite for Presigious Award





Ms. Miniskirt reviews some of the more original nominations for the Pandora’s Box award for Corporate Irresponsibility. 





The race is hotting up for the prestigious Pandora’s Box Trophy for Corporate Irresponsibility. Applicants are required to demonstrate that their entry is intended to gain some benefit for the company, or for some approved organisation, in the name of corporate responsibility. If the award were to handed to a company in the Royaumes Unies, this might be akin to presenting a prize for stupidity to Coco the Clown or the Pompous Ass Medal to a Chief Medical Officer. Nevertheless, the judges, Madamme Pandora ‘Moma Doc’ Nikodemopoulos and Madamme Georgina Whipcane, wish to give a fair chance, indeed, more than a fair chance, to the small and insignificant..whose contributions, they feel, are apt to be more spontaneous, less deliberately contrived. A sequence of minnows in the Royaumes Unies, by curious coincidence, have been presenting their credentials – indeed, minnows that operate in the City of Lei (ceste) re in the Kingdom of Merciavostok where, it so happens, the Princess Goldenlay (grandmother of our Finance Minister) and her party were last year entertained at the expense of the Executive Mayor, Captain Thomas Cook.


 


The Princess Goldenlay, relying on the local expertese of the accompanying Ms. Marion Pucelle and Mr. Robert Loxley, contrived to effect an incognito walkabout and secret shopper act amongst the natives. She reported on her return that Milor Sainsbury had offered her a packet of sugar.weighing 750 grammes for ninety five Pommie Pfenning.. or, alternatively, seventy five p.p. for a packet weighing a kilogramme. Milor Sainsbury explained to her that the small pack was more expensive because it contained less sugar and was therefore healthier. Well done , Milor Sainsbury! Although Milor has no connection with the Tobyite Nu Laeba terrorist organisation, he qualifies as boosting the campaign of President Toby Liar and his Chief Medical Officer, the Kipper, which purports that nutrition is unhealthy – for others than plutocrats – thereby justifying a tax on food. Toby Liar is supposed to gain from this philosophy– but why shouldn’t everyone else cash in?! 





We had feared that Milor had backed down on this brilliant scheme. Maid Marion has phoned up however to assure us that Milor is now selling not 750 gramme but 500 gramme packets of sugar for 99p.p. ["made with pure sugar"] whereas one kilogramme packets [ "made with pure sugar"] still cost 75p.p.. Mr. Clever Dick, in an attempt to undermine Milor’s credentials, has suggested that "made with pure sugar" is EUspeak for "containing sugar" and that the contents of the packages may not be identical. The customer however may reasonably assume from the writing and emblems upon the packs that they both contain sucrose, and nothing else, and that it is the same sucrose. If, however, the punter does not wish to buy sugar or wishes to be conned into buying saccharine instead he has available the option of a 500 gramme pack of ‘Silver Spoon Sugar’ "with added sweeteners – twice as sweet and therefore you need use only half as much". Ideal therefore for treating insulin overdosage and the hypoglycaemic coma of diabetics – or for athletes seeking a boost while engaged in a long and ardous journey round Milor Sainsbury’s supermarket. This 500 grammes of extra sweet sugar is only marginally more healthy – at 99p.p. - than the 98p pack of the same weight containing ‘pure sugar’. 





Milor Sainsbury’s contribution is not in all its aspects entirely original. Wintergreen’s Supermarket on Knossos had previously been selling ampoules of air (‘Fresh Air bottled on the Island of Coconut) for the equivalent of two hundred Pommie Pfunt apiece. Since these had no nutritive value whatsoever they were infinitely healthy. Unfortunately, however, our analysts were of the opinion that the product contained an imperceptible trace of carbon dioxide. Also, in some cases, the air had passed its sell-by date. 





Nicotinism in Pommieland is a potent source of corporate responsibility. The Pommies cope with their malnutrition by mass dependence on Appetite Suppressants, marketed by Uncle Boris as ‘therapy for obesity and diabetes’ – though, as a matter of fact, habituation to low dietary intake as well as pharmacological feeding inhibition promote adipose deposition. These drugs are given free of charge to punters being euthanased in their NHS hospitals and also to the clients of their fast food restaurants. However, where the punter has to buy her own drugs these eventually turn out to be more expensive than eating food. Nicotine is such a suppressant and addicts in the RU are almost exclusively found amongst the less monied and redundant. There is the drawback that the nicotinoids churned out by honkey factories prevent cancer – though modern research suggests that may be because the addicts do not live long enough to contract clinically overt or diagnosed neoplasms. 





When the ships of Pommie Pirate Don Walter Raleigh, inventor of the velocipede (like a centipede but with only two wheels), foundered in the rocks around Belsize and the Don had to be rescued by the ichthyosaur Skegnessie which has served Princess Goldenlays down the millennia the less responsible of our population used to amuse themselves by snuffing – sticking the leaves of the Nicotinia plant up their nostrils. The Don saw profit in exporting this custom to honkeyland. The honkeys, however, insisted on pounding the leaves with mortar and pestle, drinking the resultant liquid and chewing the more solid remains. However, Nicotine in above homeopathic concentrations, is a neurotoxin – akin to strychnine. The morbidity and mortality was attributed to witchcraft and numerous witches were incinerated. To protect her colleagues, the most powerful of the witches, the Princess Gonerilla, invented the ‘cigerilla’. The macerated leaves were rammed into wooden tubes or into straws which were then inserted into the mouth of the addict and the protruding distal end set on fire. One drawback of this was that if the punters lit the wrong end they became prone to laryngeal carcinomata. Even where they lit the right end the rustic honkies, who are melanin-deficient and sensitive to sunlight, would, prior to the era of global cooling, sweat and anxiously scratch the sides of their noses with dirty fingernails. The wounds would become impregnated with the tobacco smoke – and by disinfectants and detergents – and by barrier lotions which disintegrated in sunlight. So the addicts became prone to skin cancers. Also, the combustion converted the nicotine into carbon dioxide, which stimulates the reticular formation of the Pommie midbrain, generating delusions about sadistic weapons .. and carbon dioxide. 


The witches, however, were not persecuted because of the unwelcome-to-some effects of the cigerillas. The government realised these were a good way of reducing the life expectancy of the redundant. More recently, however, the morbidity has generated insurance claims and now that everything in honkeyland is manufactured out of plastic, cigerilla-addicts have been blamed for conflagrations – which have been common amongst heavily insured deserted Pommie textile factories. Toby Liar and his Chief Medical Officer., the Kipper., have decided to outlaw cigerillas. In the olden days, the only people who benefitted from prohibition were the bootleggers and gangsters…though it is true that the payments to the police to some degree relieved the burden on the exchequer. Toby discovered, or his owners discovered, that the government could cash in by taxing or charging money for what were formerly crimes. In the Federation, too, we have learnt from Toby Liar and make a packet from the licence fees we charge to intended criminals. Although in the modern state we no longer have crimes, it has become expedient to multiply what were formerly regarded as crimes. It is useful also to have some excuse for charging a tax – such that the commodity is unhealthy or dangerous. Neither is the government greedy nor is it exploiting the poor or defenceless. It is exercising its corporate responsibility. 





The cigar, as consumed by our friends in Cuba, has never been demonstrated to have adverse effects, even on degenerates. Although the Danish cigaros marketed by their mad crown prince have to be regarded with suspicion, they too have not been proved to be other than harmless. This is not an excuse for exempting them from tax. Both ‘cigaro and ‘cigerilla’ begin with a ‘c’. Mr. Robert Loxley reports to us that in the Merciavostok City of Leicester the near monopoly newsagent and tobacconist is the local newspaper, the Merkur. The Merkur was selling single cigaros for the already somewhat steep price of 87pommie pfennig. Robert then walked into a Merkur Emporium and was charged the atronomical 103p. He assumed that the shopgirl had made a mistake or was on the fiddle.. but it turned out that all the Merkur’s outlets were suddenly charging this price. This was not on account of any budgetry increases by the RU’s Gordon Brown, the Acceptable Face of Capitalism. 





Well done, Merkur! If Toby Liar cashes in on corporate responsibility, why should not everyone else cash in! It was, naturally, goodwill towards addicts that prompted the price increases, not Mercurial Greed 





However, the Merkur then disqualified itself by declaring that it had all been a mistake and reducing their price to 77p ..less than before… though still more than charged in the city’s pubs, even after budgetary increases. The Merkur has now gradually been raising the prices to more acceptable levels but nevertheless by its lack of resolution appears to have disqualified itself from an excellent entry for the Corporate Irresponsibility Award. (Actually some sales have recently been reported at the previous77p).





But our own Nikodemos ‘Uncle Boris’ Nikodemopoulos has revived the chances of the nicotinoids. Mindful of the health of the Royaumes Unies, Uncle Boris’s Responsible Drug Addiction Trust arranged with President Toby Liar to provide impoverished addicts with free of charge Nidodemoids, which consist of snuff wrapped in cardboard tubes. Addiction to nicotine in the form of cigerillas is to be replaced by addiction to Nikodemoids. The Trust has now ceased to provide the free medication and the Nikodemoids now cost the punters considerably more than their previous cigerillas. The punter also inhales a higher concentration of nicotine. Well done, Uncle Boris! 





Uncle Boris figures also as nominee of two promising entrants, the Alliance and Leicester Building Society and the Newcastle Building Society. Uncle Boris’s son Nicky ‘Pip Panpierre’ Nikodemopoulos is manager of the Leire-based Marx Despenser’s sweatshop, which manufactures counterfeit panties. Mr. Osama bin Ladin, President of the Banco Belsize Cayman International, recommended that accounts with these two Pommie institutions should be opened for the provision of petty cash. It turned out that Nicky needed three thousand Pommie Pfunt to pay ace journalist Ms. Arsula Undress for the provision of entertainment to the Shiekh Fiddel al Fraudi, President of our island of Coconut, who was contracting to buy a large consignment of counterfeit panties.





 


It turned out that the Newcastle Building Society no longer has branches in Merciavostok or anywhere else in the vicinity. Nicky therefore wrote to their head office, which is in a place called Newcastle, reporting that he had mislaid his passbook.. which was hardly necessary for the transaction, and that he needed a cheque for three thousand pounds. There was no reply. Three weeks later he phoned up.. and received an answer only because he had, by mistake, dialled the wrong number! The accountant who answered looked upon the Society’s computer and reported that Nicky’s letter had been received and then laid aside as ‘not urgent’. The department concerned would be urged to make a move-on. Three more weeks passed. Nicky phoned up again. He eventually got through, via an expensive number, to a gramophone that repeatedly informed him that he was in a queue. He eventually gave up and phoned up again next day. This time the messages again were repeated and interspersed with music and, after some lengthy period, additional messages were transmitted: "We may be unable to answer your query today" (It was then ten o’clock on the Pommie Morning) " But you may record a message." Since the messages would presumably go onto the same queue and be answered no sooner, Nicky persisted for another twenty minutes before finally recording a message. He also complained to the Pommie Financial Services Authority (who have not replied). Three days later a lady phoned up from the Newcastle Building Society. "We will deal with your request… maybe not immediately but in the next few days". Two weeks after that a form to sign arrived at the Mark Despenser’s Head Office .. alleging that it was necessary to open a ‘new account’. It was not necessary, but there was no alternative to complying with the request. Nothing happened for another two weeks until another form arrived, this time an application for a new pass book (for the existing account). A new pass book would have had to be issued anyway since the old one was full. Now, a further two weeks later, nothing further has been heard. 








So Nicky gave up and instead took the money out of the Alliance and Leicester. To his astonishment he was charged an extraction fee. This has been referred to our Attorney General, Ms Lydia Lodj. Ms. Lodj rules that the Alliance and Leicester, and their Non-Executive Director, Ma Barker or Baker, who was previously involved with banking in the Etats Unies, are guilty of gross corporate irresponsibility and breach of contract. Mr. Bin Ladin recommended the account because of the tempting interest rate. The extraction charge exceeds the payable interest. There was no extraction charge at the time of the deposit. Nicky was not informed of any change and the extraction fee is intended for withdrawals which could otherwise be effected free of charge via an automatic dispenser








It is not as yet certain whether the judges can accept nominations from their friends and relatives. Ms. Pandora ‘Moma Doc’ Nikodemopoulos is married to Uncle Boris .. and indeed was so when he was still an impoverished hand on an olive plantation outside Nikosia. She may not be a relative, but on Knossos marriage counts as friendship. Nevertheless the Alliance and Leicester are supporting their cause with an entry that does not come via such a possibly disqualified route.


 


As many as one quarter of the Alliance and Leicester’s shareholders hold two hundred and fifty or less shares (that is.. in their own names. They may, even unknown to themselves, have shares held by their pension fund). This is in the RU somewhat extraordinary and clearly if the Annual Report is sent to all the shareholders there is a danger that at least one of them might read it. To avert such a calamity, President Toby Liar has agreed that instead of reports being sent via the post, they may be dumped upon the internet. Toby however is surrounded by reactionaries and was forced to insist that this can only be done if the punter gives his consent. But the clever directors invoked the Oh Tu Fiddle. Oh Tu was a mobile phone operator set up by the Italian Marcus Brutus. It was decided to confiscate the shares belonging to minor shareholders. Instead of their permission being sought, forms were sent out giving the punters the opportunity to opt out… and punters who did not read the presumed junk mail or who did not reply found that they had been deprived of their shares. Those lucky enough to transmit their refusal had their shares confiscated by the Spaniards shortly afterwards at a significantly higher price ..though by Ms Goldenlay’s reckoning still not enough. The Alliance and Leicester punters amid a pile of bumph were also supplied, at the bottom of some otherwise irrelevant piece of information, a narrow slip to sign, tear off and send (though the punters where not told to where) by which they refused to agree to the reports being sent by internet. This means, of course, that is not the punter who has agreed to the reports not being sent but the directors of the company! Well done, Ma Barker! 


The Paperless Bank will, naturally, maintain that they are reducing the amount of cellulose transmitted through the post in the name of conservation and carbon dioxide – a provision from which adverts for loans, mortgages and direct debit are exempt. The bank has also, like every other bank, contracted to obtain electricity only from ‘renewable sources’ .. since these emit less carbon dioxide. As every schoolchild in our Federation knows the RU does not produce enough energy from ‘renewable sources’ ..probably not even if the term includes ‘biomass’ (manure or compost), to feed one bank, let alone every bank in the Royaumes Unies and even if it did the power companies would have no way of separating electricity from different sources in their supply. Nor would they be able to adjust supply to satisfy the whims of the punters. Such contracts were originally contrived by Scottish and Southern Energy,the relevant souce being hydro- electric. It is in the company’s interest, irrespective of user whims, to keep hydroelectic production at the maximum possible (which varies according to the weather). The main ‘reusable’ source of energy’ is in fact wood..which is renewable in the same sense that oil and coal is renewable ..though its immediate destruction is more significant.. and it burns to emit carbon dioxide.. for all that matters! All that is true also of ‘biomass’. Nuclear power stations, however, do not exhale carbon dioxide, other than the exhaled breath of their engineers. Well done, Alliance and Leicester! 








Finally, or almost so, we have yet again to applaud the Vodafone Corporation who surely must be front runners for the Pandora’s Box. Some four years ago Ms Gloria ‘Vendredi’ Goldenlay, teenage daughter of the Finance Minister, was talked into buying a ‘free vodafone’. To the advantage of Vodafone and its commissioned agents, Ms. Goldenlay and a lot of other people are not all the time exceedingly bright.. and at this time free G3 phones worth about ten Pommie Pfunt were being flogged for even more than a thousand Pommie Pfunt. The salesman politely asked her whether she had a ‘credit card’. Without thinking she produced a card used to obtain via ATMs cash from her consort, Mr. Nicky Nikodemopoulos’s account with the local H-Boss building society. This was neither a credit nor debit card and the account could not be used for direct debits








Nevertheless, a few days later, Mr. Nikodemopoulos received a letter in the post from Vodafone informing him that he agreed to a direct debit from this forbidden account for a Vodafone issued in his name. Not wishing to get Vendredi into trouble, he phoned up Vodafone and informed them there was no direct debit, that he agreed to nothing but would, without committing himself to anything, if there were no other complications, pay Ms. Goldenlay’s legitimate telephone charges. Ms. Vendredi had been informed that she was on a very favourable ‘contract’ - out of which delusion she could not be shifted. Mr. Nikodemopoulos asked for a copy of the ‘contract’. Vendredi admitted that she had never set eyes on a contact and, indeed, did not know what a contract was. 


So Mr. Nikodemopoulos asked for a copy of the alleged contract. This, under RU Law, has to be supplied. It turned out that Vodafone too had never set eyes on a contract and did not know what a contract was. The nearest that Vodafone were able to supply to a contract was a list of charges.. not the same list that had originally been sold to Vendredi. All for some six weeks went without incident. However, although there was no Direct Debit, those on Direct Debit expose themselves to subterfuges. 





Vendredi began getting unsolicited adverts for ‘sexy pictures’. If Vendredi needed sexy pictures she had only to look in the mirror and, indeed, sexy ladies with even more diminutive bikinis could be accessed free of charge on the internet or found in the Daily Sport of Manchester 5p - which can be obtained for forty pommie pfenning a copy. Vendredi did all she could to stop these adverts – they were for the most part adverts rather than sexy pictures – and Nicky did all he could. But the adverts kept coming. 





Then it turned out that Vodafone were charging for these five second adverts.. two supposedly being delivered a day .. over three Pommie Pfunt apiece. Nicky phoned up Vodaphone. "Nothing to do with us!" the customer relations spindoctorette replied, they are being sent by Clever Dick Art Studios." Then why are you charging for them? "They are not our charges. They are Clever Dick’s charges. He charges us and we have to pass on the charge to the customer on his behalf." "You don’t believe that, do you?! When you pay three pounds a minute for a BT call, BT collect a proportion of the loot. Vodafone would not be contributing to this if they got nothing out of the racket". "We make nothing out of it. It all goes to Clever Dick. We arrange with such contractors to provide customers with services and facilities". "Services and facilities which they have not asked for, do not need and do not. want." "Lots of people want this particular service". "Such as schoolgirls who have been given a mobile phone by their parents to enable them to phone up if they apprehended by kidnapper…". 





Mr. Nikodemopoulos, in whose name the phone was supposedly registered and who was paying the bill, asked for the calls to be stopped. To do this the spindoctorette was very reluctant. She eventually agreed. The unsolicited adverts, she said, had been stopped and the previous charges billed for them were cancelled. Nicky duly from the current bill and subsequent bills deducted the charges for unsolicited porn adverts. 





However, the calls did not stop. Vodafone’s computers continued to charge for the calls. Nicky repeatedly phoned up to put an end to these calls. Vodafone operatives supposedly put an end to them ..but were unable to do so…and Nicky was told devices he could use to put an end to them. They didn’t work. The Vodafone then stopped functioning. Pip and Vendredi supposed that the phone was malfunctioning.. and bought another.. and several more. They went back to the vodafone shop. The vendor did not know why the phones had stopped functioning but confirmed that the sexy pictures adverts were supposedly coming through and still being charged even though nothing else was! The vendor tried to stop the adverts using his own machinery. He was unable to do so. He phoned up Vodafone. Their engineers tried to stop the adverts. They were unable to do so. It would take another forty eight hours, they confessed. But it was never done! 





It then turned out that Vodafone was responsible for the failure of the phone to function. They claimed that Pip had failed to pay for the calls. As a matter of fact, what he had paid, minus deductions for the unwanted calls, was more than was owed to Vodafone. Pip, they declared, had reneged on the ‘contract’ and he was to be fined over seven hundred pounds. As it happens there had never been any contract, nothing had ever been said about any termination fee and it was Vodafone who had improperly terminated their service. 





There followed a succession of threatening letters from Vodaphone’s money collectors. Pip went to the local County Court seeking an injunction to stop this persecution by Vodafone. This action was then postponed to permit application to the mobile phone operator’s own ‘ombudsman’ service – for which the mobile phone companies pay. This eventually, on the basis of statements by Vodafone’s spindoctors, ruled that Vodafone had done nothing wrong. These agencies seem forever to get their information from company spindoctors and to ignore the evidence of the complainant.. which, on this occasion, was very fully documented and accompanied by an affidavit. Then followed more threatening letters from a succession of Vodafone debt collectors. So Pip’s application went to Court. The judge however felt that threatening letters per se were not enough to justify an injunction. Vodafone could not be expected to put any threats into effect without first obtaining a Court Order. Pip pointed out that it was routine for debt collectors with dubious credentials to hand in lists of unjustifiable claims to their local County Courts and for these to be rubber-stamped. The judge replied that this was no longer the case. The application had to be made in the victim’s County Court.. Leicester in this case.. not that of the assailant. The case was adjourned sine die and the debt collectors continued to make threats








We will go to the County Court in Stockport, a debt collector eventually announced. Pip wrote to the County Court in Bolton that if there was such a case it would have to be transferred to Leicester. So the debt collectors wrote back that ‘ in view of the history of the case’ the attempt to obtain money would not be further pursued. 





Not so? A year later, the threatening letters have started again.. the most recent being a threat from Moorcroft Debt Recovery Limited, Home Collections Division, PO Box 17, 2 Spring Gardens, Stockport, SK1 4AJ, that ‘our local representative’ will ‘call at your house’. This the Leicester judge had said could not happen. 





It became more and more likely as the earlier events evolved that either there was a criminal conspiracy amongst Vodafone employees or else that Vodafone’s IT system was infected by spyware. The Vodafone customer relations spindoctors were just repeating themselves and refusing to listen. In the hope that the information might be heard beyond and make greater impact the victim’s affidavit was put onto Ms. Deborah ‘Direct Debbie’s’ internet site – which, because it mentioned Vodafone became flooded with gratis Vodafone adverts. Miss Minerva Miniskirt broadcast the information that this affidavit was online in a brief Press Circular which mentioned also some seven other internet sites.. not all of them belonging to the International Joan of Arc Office. These sites were then all suddenly cut off without reason or explanation. The only rational explanation is that the aforementioned Press Circular, with the aim of providing information, was sent to Vodafone plc. Their presumed action was considered by the judge to be a trespass. 





We hope that Vodafone will not again seek to sabotage the current site because of this information. Well done, Vodafone! You are still favourites for the trophy





Merciavostok’s judiciary have an ambivalent attitude towards gratis photographic services… which has provoked a couple of international incidents which threaten to sour our previously excellent relations. Our Attorney General, Ms Lydia Lodj, Ll.D., was astonished to receive a demand, supposedly from King Lear, for the ‘extradition’ of Mr. Clever Dick, Director of the Responsible Pornography Trust, to enable him to serve a prison sentence for ‘possession of pornography’ and ‘accessing an illegal internet search’ and to enable him to take his place on the RU’s ‘sexual offenders register’, set up originally for the benefit of sixteen year old boys with fifteen year old girlfriends, not eminent entrepreneurs. Ms. Lodj mentioned this to Ms. Deborah ‘Direct Debbie’ Dixon, Consumer Relations Officer of the Trust








Ms. Dixon contacted the Princess Rogan, Chief Superintendent of their Mounted Anti-Terrorist Police and Regent of the Kingdom, but was told that Rogan was occupied with a major inquiry and could not be bothered with trivia. So Debbie phoned up King Lear and was eventually put through to Dame Amelia Chilporn-Shame, Morality Officer of their Nu Nu Laeba or ‘Conservatory’ Party and scourge of the local teaching profession. It turned out that Dame Shame had entered the password (‘TobysRus’) to the ‘communal website’ supplied by Executive Mayor, Captain Thomas Cook. To her dismay there appeared on the screen a "disgusting" photograph of thirty- seven year old.. er, ..twenty-four year old Ace Journalist, Ms. Arsula Undress, adorned in the native costume of Belsize, minus hat. We are surprised that Dame Shame should be so unappreciative of Ms. Arsula, who has a not uncomely appearance. Dame Shame’s consternation was enhanced by the title: "The Responsible Pornography Trust presents Teen Pic of the Day. You are the lucky winner of a lottery and may view more explicit free educational material after you have registered your credit card number…. You must be over eighteen and have the permission of the debit card’s owner…". A very corporately responsible approach! The photograph that offended Dame Amelia may be viewed on the Trust’s paysite… 





Dame Shame immediately ordered a search of all the Council’s other internet sites and computers and, as usual, every one of them was impregnated with dozens of ‘revolting’ artistic studies. These internet sites are used mainly for educational purposes and it was already known that these ‘horrific images’ flooded in whenever schools switched on their computers or employees at the schools or at home switched on their computers or internet sites. Dame Shame looked down the list for a convenient headmaster or deputy head but found that every position was vacant, with no applicants, every previous occupant having already been awarded EU citizenship and transported to the Botany Bay penal colony in Romania. So Dame Amelia had to think of something else. She declared that Mr Clever Dick was infiltrating computers with a ‘virus’. 





Ms. Dixon tried to explain that the Trust’s Personal Preference Facility is not a ‘virus’. It is a free service to punters whereby the Trust monitors ‘individual requirements’ or the sites that are being accessed by rival operators and, according to the information obtained, supplies the punters with suitable automatic access materials supplied by the clients of the Responsible Pornography Trust and the Responsible Gambling Trust. 





The Dick Organisation formerly provided ‘Page Three Girls’, studies of our natives in traditional Belsize national costume, with or without hat, supplied to the National Geographical Magazine for distribution in RU Schools. In most of the Federation clothing, apart from the wide-brimmed hat, is considered sexually provocative and not appropriate for educational material. Rupert Murdoch and other entrepreneurs, were able to take advantage of the RU’s more liberal traditions and the Trust closed its studios in the Federation and moved to California, in the Etats Unies. Religious extremists in the Etats Unies are so narrow-minded to make our Brigand Tung appear a raving liberal. The Trust has to negotiate with State Governors. These prohibit absolutely use of models aged under twenty one years..or, in some states, eighteen years. It turns out that in the RU a Page Three Girl is invariably, irrespective of age, a nineteen year old medical student from Chelmsford. The International Porn Industry however has been forced to adopt a different terminology and what you term a ‘Page Three Girl’ is now known as a ‘Teen Pic of the Day’. Where nineteen year old models are permitted, these are known as ‘underage jailbait sluts’ or ‘nymphettes’. A ‘teen’ is a lady aged between twenty five and thirty five .. whereas an lady unquestionably older is a ‘swinger’. Dame Shame may have been disappointed to be presented with stand-in model thirty seven year old.. er,.. twenty two year old.. Arsula Undress.. but the Trust has had no other complaints. 








Ms. Dixon tried in vain politely to explain. Dame Shame refused to listen. Instead Ms. Debbie was subjected to an interrogation. How, she was asked, had she met Mr. Dick. This in the RU turns out to be a major issue. She couldn’t remember, Ms. Dixon confessed. Could it be, suggested Dame Shame, that she had been transported as an illegal immigrant from the RU with the aim of her serving as a hostess in one of Mr. Dick’s Non-Executive Hotels.. and that Mr. Dick was so impressed by her literacy and numeracy that he promoted her to personal assistant. Debbie said that it might be that but Mr Dick’s villa on Knossos was not far from hers and they had probably met in a pub. Dame Shame now says that there are no pubs on Knossos, other than on Billirici, that Ms. Dixon moved to Knossos when already known to Mr. Dick and that they actually met through Debbie advertising in the jobseekers’ column in the Billiriciya Bufera. The editor, Ms. Evilla Bitch, had mentioned this to Mr. Dick, aware of his predeliction for redheads… Ms. Lodj has now received a demand from King Lear that Ms. Dixon be extradited to serve a prison sentence for ‘perjury’. It turns out that not merely do have the Pommies have a ‘sexual offenders register’ for which the entire population qualify but they keep a register of how their residents have met their friends. Their prisons are full of punters who have on this issue emanated supposedly misleading statements, while their murderers remain on their streets. 





President Mussolini of the Free Colombian Trade Federation has this message for King Lear, or whoever is responsible: "Offada Fourchetta!". Our Attorney General confesses that she was unaware that ladies dressed in the national costume of Belsize minus hat were regarded in the RU as ‘pornography’ and that in the RU possession of pornography is a criminal offence. If so, their riot police might be better occupied in arresting the world’s entire college of journalists and internet providers. Ms. Undress, after all, was doing it for money, not to corrupt Merciavostok.. and was doing it as favour for Mr. Dick, who was temporally short of models. It was, in any case, just an old holiday photo – and in the RU there is a great demand for studies of Ms. Undress. Neither Knossos nor the Federation have an official extradition treaty with the RU, with which are still nominally at war. Even if we had, Mr. Dick and Ms Debbie are residents of Knossos and the Federation and would not be extraditable. We have, with the Princess Rogan, on certain issues, an understanding but this does not extend to photographs of Ms. Arsula Undress in the native costume of Belsize,whether with or without hat. . We do not know how Debbie came to meet Mr. Dick, though it does seem somewhat inevitable that she would do, are not interested and cannot see how this comes to be the affair of King Lear or his judiciary. If Dame Shame supposes she has gained a surreptitious nomination for the Pandora’s Box trophy she needs to be reminded that she has to prove ulterior motive. What use can it be to the Nu Nu Laeba Party to threaten Rupert Murdoch ? That would in the RU appear to be the one guaranteed method of losing a General Election. She has no reason to suppose that Mr. Clever Dick opposes President Toby Liar or the Conservatory Party. Mr. Dick is by our standards somewhat eccentric and is suspected of having a soft spot for Toby Liar. He is a protagonist of the free market, of choice, and his Personal Preference Program ensures that punters obtain the internet material which they want. Ms. Dixon’s politics and self-interest coincide with Mr. Dick’s. Were President Toby to fall, Mr. Dick could be expected to switch his allegiance to Dame Shame. In fact, the Trust has already submitted a suitable donation to the Dame Shame’s Conservatory Party and expects shortly to become Milor Clever of Dick. Offada Fourchetta, Dame Shame! Your submission does not impress the judges! 
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