Unlike our rivals, we are not afflicted with technical problems within in our organisation.  We nevertheless apologise again for the technical problems .. sabotage by Ms. Direct Debbie.. which have led to some our reports from six months ago or more not having yet been promulgated, to the newer reports being infrequent and the reports altogether, when promulgated, being inordinately long.  We here list some recent nominations for the prestigious and eagerly sought Pandora’s Box Trophy for Corporate Irresponsibility, commiserate with Gordon Acceptable Face of  Capitalism Brown who is embarrassed through people gradually cottoning on about the pensions and give further account of the lamentable demise of the Royaume Unies’ Industries and Stock Market which have resulted in Mr Nikodemos Nikodemopoulos accumulating piles of inflationary Pfunt in his RU Pension Fund.


New Law:  “are you a terrorist?”


Baggeridge Brick, not so good at 220p::





Some chap from this Nationwide Building Society that Milor Halifax told us about also attended the recent Domestic Market which we report below.  He boasted that his firm is combatting the carbon dioxide ‘which causes global warming’ by signing up for electricity from ‘renewable sources’ such as wind, water and biomass (i.e. manure).  Well done Lord Nationwide! Anything to do with Carbon Dioxide qualifies for the Corporate Responsibility award.  We have bad news for you, Lord Nationwide, or, in this context good news. (I) global warming is a theoretical construct and there is no direct evidence of its existence (2) Were it to exist, the cause would be not the carbon dioxide but the heat produced by power stations (3) Nationwide signing up will not change the percentage of  electricity that is produced from ‘renewable sources’.  (4) The combustion of biomass emits carbon dioxide (5) This biomass consists largely of the plants which remove the carbon dioxide, only a trace of which remains in the atmosphere!. We were surprised at the appearance at the Domestic Market of some character in a dog collar.  Fatima informed us that this must be the former Bishop of Leicester, Tom Butler, courting publicity.  Milor Sagittarius Fantasticus suggested that it was the RU’s Archbishop of Canterbury driven into exile following his opposition to President Toby Liar’s super-casinos.  “Who will rid me of this troublesome priest!”, Sir Toby was heard to exclaim.  Cantaur is heading for a sainthood.  But closer examination and consultation of our photographic library of senior clerics revealed this was neither Cantaur, nor Dr. Butler, nor any other known Bishop, whether from the RU or anywhere else.





Belsize is a secular island state, within the Federation, with a tolerance of all religions.  It is true that clothes are banned in our schools because they are a symbol of religious sectarianism.  It is in any case on Belsize, the frying pan of the Maltesas, not customary to wear clothes other than our native wide-brimmed hats.  But we are liberal in the enforcement of the law ..particularly so towards ignorant foreigners.  It would not raise any eyebrows were the Pope to arrive on our shores wearing a mitre and nothng else, but were he to replace the mitre with a dog-collar this would not be in accordance with local custom.  The person concerned would have been tactful had he worn a hat.. perhaps one of those black hats which have become fashionable amongst the Brigand Tung’s Earthquaker sect and which appear on the front of the RU’s packets of processed cornflakes.





Since we have no laws in Belsize, we do not enforce the law.  Since nobody on the island ever breaks a law, enforcement is not necessary.  Nevertheless, during these events, since Ms Goldenlay and Ms po Lune, and the rest of us, are also Federal Ministers, there is a regular presence of Federal Tum Tum Narcoutes and, on this occasion, the Minister of the Interior, Dr. Eugene Karadzic and Colonel Turner-Round of the Tum Tums was also in attendance.  What is more to the point, The Princess Rogan, Regent of Merciavostok in the RU, had dropped in at invitation of Ms po Lune.  We do encourage Rogan to relax and forget her duties when she comes over to visit Ms. po Lune at her villa on Knossos.  But nevertheless Rogan, back in Merciavostok, is also Chief Superintendent of their Royal Mounted Anti-Terrorist Police.  It turns out that their Anti-terrorist squad see themselves operating on an international basis.. or, at any rate, that was the view taken on this occasion by the Princess Rogan.  It also turns out that ‘Distribution of  Homophobic Literature’ is a serious terrorist offence.  This gentleman, through an unfortunate misunderstanding, almost found himself transported to Alcatrass Bay.  Although it is not necessary here to go into details, we do feel that the behaviour of this gentleman was in various respects somewhat tactless.





It turned out, however, that the gentleman concerned was in fact not a Bishop but a Mr. Fargo-Wells, a bus-driver.  He is also lay minister of some obscure Caledonian religious sect.  Whoever this fellow Fargo Wells might be he turns out to be the Administrator and Founder of the R.U.’s Stagecoach Transport Corporation.  Ms. Goldenlay does not greatly take offence at being called a fat Red Indian dyke.  She is, as a matter of fact, not fat.  Our Incas are sturdily built, just like your Sassenachs.. except for Ms. po Lune… There is some variation.  But she does not respond amicably to being wooed by the presentation of a ‘return of capital to shareholders’.  This might be good news to your RU fund managers who then stick the cash into their pockets.  But if Ms. Goldenlay’s pension fund invests in this chap’s Stagecoach Company, it invests in the Stagecoach Company and does not expect to have its money returned.  Ms. Fatima assures us, moreover, that not so long ago this fellow was whining that he was hard up and his shares were going for a tenth of their current price.
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Mr. Big of the Top Rank Organisation, which, you will remember, has the slogan ‘Sell! Sell! Sell!’ or ‘Lost! Lost! Lost!’, which slogan was cribbed from the Lay of the Last Minstrel, with a record fee paid to the cribber.  We hope you read our excellent report on this subject.  Mr. Big informs us that his company is still successfully divesting ..though not so successfully as the Divesting Virgins, and the lucky punters are now presented with shares of 13 and eight ninth pence in place of the shares of ten pence.  No doubt this exercise has made lots of money for somebody.  Does this reorganisation qualify for an LTIP?   Ms Goldenlay also heard, with some apprehension, that Mr. Baggeridge the Brickbaker, is planning a merger. How soon before there is nothing left?














